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TO 


THE    SECOND    EDITION. 


Of  the  various  criticisms  on  the  original  edition  of  this  Book  which 
have  reached  me,  there  is  one  only  to  which,  on  republishing  it,  I 
think  it  necessary  to  refer.  This  is  the  commendation  which  has 
been  bestowed  on  me  of  having  exhibited  extensive  research  and 
learning  in  some  of  the  earlier  of  these  Essays.  It  is  a  praise 
which  I  am  bound  and  anxious  to  disclaim.  To  the  utmost  of  my 
leisure  and  opportunities  I  have,  indeed,  drawn  what  I  have 
written  from  the  original  authorities.  But  when  leisure  and 
opportunity  for  the  examination  of  them  failed  me,  I  was  con- 

• 

tented  to  employ  the  best  secondary  sources,  collated  as  carefully 
as  was  in  my  power.  For  I  wrot^  these  papers  not  as  an  essayist 
but  as  a  reviewer,  seeking  only  to  meet  an  ephemeral  demand  and 
to  gain  an  ephemeral  attention.  I  have  already  explained  how  it 
happened  that  this  original  design  gave  place  to  what  may  appear 
a  more  ambitious  project.  But  it  is  totally  foreign  to  that  ambi- 
tion to  win  for  these  volumes  any  applause  to  which  they  are  not 
justly  entitled. 

J.  S. 
Cambridoe,  Oct.  1850. 
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TO 

THE    FIRST    EDITION. 
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I  HAD  destined  my  contributions  to  the  Edinburgh  Review  td*  tltat 
early  forgetfuhiess  which,  with  a  very  few  remarkable  exceptions, 
attends  and  befits  the  whole  mass  of  the  periodical  literature  of  our 
age.  But  it  has  seemed  good  to  certain  American  booksellers  to 
publish,  with  my  name,  repeated  editions  of  a  series  of  those  con- 
tributions.    I  am  thus  an  author  in  my  own  despite. 

In  these  circumstauces  I  have  had  to  make  my  choice  between 
publishing  an  enlarged  and  corrected  edition  of  those  papers,  or 
continuing  to  appear,  to  such  persons  in  the  United  States  as  are 
readers  of  such  books,  the  author  of  a  volume  replete  with  defects 
and  errors.  Some  of  those  faults  are  the  result  of  the  mere  want 
of  learning  and  ability  to  do  better ;  and  are  therefore  incorrigible. 
But  some  of  them  are  the  result  of  the  haste  with  which  our 
periodical  works  are  got  up  by  most  of  the  writers  of  them,  and 
especially  by  those  who,  like  myself  have  been  compelled  to  write 
in  the  very  scanty  leisure  of  a  life  of  almost  ceaseless  labour. 
Such  faults  are  corrigible;  and  I  trust  that,  in  the  following 
volumes,  they  are  corrected.  I  am  thus  an  author  in  my  own 
defence. 

I  prefix  these  few  words  to  these  volumes,  not  to  deprecate 

criticism,  which  is  always  a   vain   and  is  not  always  a  sincere 

attempt,  but  in  order  to  explain  that  such  censures  as  may  justly 

be  due  to  what  I  have  written,  have  not  been  provoked  by  any 

inordinate  solicitude  of  mine  to  appear  before  the  world  in  my 

own  person  as  the  writer  of  a  book,  nor  by  any  wish  to  assume  to 

myself  the  character  of  a  teacher  on  the  sacred  topics  to  which  so 

large  a  part  of  this  book  is  devoted. 

J.  S. 
Riciimond-on-Thames, 

May  1849. 
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SIR  '*-JAMES     STEPHEN. 
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As  the  connection  of  the  author  of  these  Essays  with  public 
affairs  though  important  was  not  conspicuous,  it  would  be  im- 
pertinent to  assume  that  any  detailed  account  of  him  would  be 
interesting  to  the  world  at  large.  This  preface  has  been  written 
solely  from  an  apprehension  that  in  the  absence  of  a  very  short 
statement  of  the  principal  events  of  his  life,  the  readers  of  his 
works  might  form  a  false  estimate  of  them.  They  cannot  be 
criticised  with  justice  if  the  circumstances  imder  which  they  were 
Avritten  are  forgotten  or  unknown. 

Sir  James  Stephen  was  the  third  son  of  the  late  James  Stephen, 
Esq.,  well  known  in  the  early  part  of  the  present  century  as  one 
of  the  most  prominent  opponents  of  the  slave  trade  and  slavery, 
and  one  of  the  most  conspicuous  members  of  the  well-known 
society  described  in  the  Essay,  contained  in  the  present  volume, 
entitled  '*  The  Evangelical  Succession."  He  was  bom  at  Lambeth, 
on  the  3rd  January,  1789,  and  completed  lus  education  at  Trinity 
Hall,  Cambridge,  where  he  took  the  degree  of  LL.B.,  in  the  year 
1812.  Having  kept  his  terms  at  Lincoln's  Inn  during  his  residence 
at  Cambridge,  he  was  called  to  the  bar  in  1813,  and  was  shortly 
afterwards  appointed  by  Lord  Bathurst  to  be  legal  adviser  to  the 
Colonial  Office.  This  was  the  origin  of  his  long  connection  with 
the  public  service. 

In  the  course  of  the  eleven  years  during  which  Sir  James 
Stephen  pursued  his  profession,  he  obtained  a  considerable  share  of 
business  at  the  equity  bar,  and  would  probably  have  risen  to  high 
professional  distinction  if  his  health  and  his  inclination  had  been 
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such  as  to  induce  him  to  devote  himself  exclusively  to  that  object. 
This,  however,  was  not  the  case.  His  taste  for  his  profession  was 
not  equal  to  his  success  in  it,  and  he  was  greatly  impeded  in  pur- 
suing it  by  a  very  severe  illness,  and  by  a  weakness  of  eye-sight, 
which  for  many  years  limited  his  exertions.  For  these  reasons  he 
retired  from  the  bar  in  the  year  1824,  accepting  the  office  of 
Counsel  to  the  Board  of  Trade,  which  he  held  together  with  that 
of  legal  adviser  to  the  Colonial  Office.  In  1834  he  was  appointed 
Assistant  Under-Secretary  to  the  Colonial  Office,  and  in  1836,  on 
the  resignation  of  Mr.  Hay,  he  was  appointed  Under-Secretary  of 
State.  He  filled  this  position  till  the  year  1847,  when  he  was 
forced  by  illness  to  resign  it  In  the  summer  of  1849  he  was 
appointed  Professor  of  Modem  History  at  the  University  of  Cam- 
bridge, and  he  held  this  office  till  his  death,  which  took  place 
at  Coblentz,  on  the  14th  September,  1859.  He  was  also  Professor 
of  Modern  History  and  Political  Economy  at  Haileybury  from  the 
beginning  of  1855  till  the  college  was  finally  closed  at  the  end  of 
1857. 

The  Essays  contained  in  this  volume  were  (with  the  exception 
of  the  concluding  one)  originally  contributed  to  the  Edinburgh 
Review ;  and  all  the  rest,  except  the  account  of  the  Benedictines, 
were  written  whilst  their  author  was  Under-Secretary  -of  State. 
Considerable  additions  were  made  to  them  when  they  were  first 
published  in  a  collective  form  in  1849.  It  would  be  improper  to 
criticise  them  here,  but  it  should  be  remembered  by  any  one  who 
draws  inferences  from  them  as  to  the  powers  of  their  author,  that 
their  composition  was  his  occasional  amusement  and  relaxation 
from  pursuits  of  a  more  engrossing  and  laborious  kind.  A  few 
observations  on  the  nature  of  those  pursuits  will  set  this  in  a  clear 
light 

The  position  which  Sir  James  Stephen  occupied  in  the  Colonial 
Office  was  a  very  singular  one.  The  British  colonies  are  a 
collection  of  many  separate  states,  of  every  degree  of  im- 
portance, from  nations  like  Canada  and  New  South  Wales  down  to 
the  rock  of  Heligoland,  inhabited  by  a  few  Germans.  The 
authority  of  the  Crown  over  these  dependencies  diflfers  in  its  origin, 
its  extent,  and  its  limitations.  It  has  to  be  applied  to  very  diflferent 
objects,  and  to  populations  diflfering  not  merely  in  race,  in  religion. 
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in  law,  and  in  language ;  but  in  all  the  other  respects  by  which  the 
Cingalese,  the  Caffres,  the  New  Zealanders,  and  the  Hottentots  are 
distinguished  from  the  English  settlers  of  Canada  and  Austxalia, 
the  Dutch  Boors  at  the  Cape,  the  French  of  the  Mauritius,  and  the 
mongrel  populations  of  Malta,  Gibraltar,  and  the  Ionian  Islands* 
In  some  of  these  communities  the  Crown  exercises,  through  the 
Secretary  of  State  for  the  Colonies,  powers  of  the  most  extensive 
kind ;  others,  as  Canada  and  New  South  Wales,  are  independent  in 
all  but  name ;  and  others  are,  or  during  Sir  James  Stephen's  tenure 
of  office  were,  mere  infant  settlements,  dependent,  to  a  great 
extent,  on  the  central  government  for  the  very  simplest  elements  of 
civil  society.  To  know  exactly  what  were  the  powers  and  what  the 
rights  of  the  English  government  in  respect  of  each  of  these  com- 
munities, to  know  the  history  of  all  the  relations  between  the 
United  Kingdom  and  each  of  its  dependencies,  and  to  be  able  to 
give  an  accoimt  of  the  state  of  parties  alid  local  politics  in  every 
one  of  them,  was  one  part  of  what  was  required  of  the*  Under 
Secretary  of  State  for  the  Colonies.  There  was  hardly  any  kind  of 
political  question  upon  which  he  was  not  bound  to  be  able  to 
advise  the  parliamentary  head  of  the  department  when  the  occasion 
arose,  for  the  successive  Secretaries  of  State  of  necessity  laboured 
under  a  deficiency  of  special  knowledge  which  it  was  his  duty  to  be 
prepared  to  supply. 

It  was  also  his  duty  to  prepare  the  drafts  of  almost  all  the  more 
important  despatches,  and  of  the  numerous  Acts  of  Parliament 
which  were  required  by  every  colony  in  turn.  Upon  subjects  which 
were  but  little  understood  by  the  public  at  large,  and  which  excited 
but  little  general  interest,  this  task  was  often  hardly  distinguishable 
from  that  of  government  and  legislation,  and  it  would  perhaps  be 
difficult  to  mention  any  man  of  his  generation  who  could ^claim  the 
title  of  a  legislator  with  more  justice  than  Sir  James  Stephen. 

The  understanding  upon  which  the  permanent  offices  in  the  civil 
service  of  the  Grown  are  held  is,  that  those  who  accept  them  shall 
give  up  all  claim  to  personal  reputation  on  the  one  hand,  and  shall 
be  shielded  from  personal  responsibility  on  the  other.  Though  Sir 
James  Stephen  was  at  one  time  the  object  of  the  most  bitter  per- 
sonal attacks  (often  for  measures  to  which  he  had  opposed  all  the 
resistance  in  his  power,)  he  never  complained  of  this  compact,  and 
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his  fivmily  have  no  wish  to  clnim  for  liitn  a  reputation  wliich  he 
never  had  a  thought  of  claiming  for  himself.  It  matters  little  now 
what  share  he  individually  took  in  the  great  questions  which  during 
his  tenure  of  office  arose  between  the  United  Kingdom  and  the 
colonies.  Praise  or  blame  can  neither  affect  him  nor  change  the 
opinion  which  those  who  knew  him  best  entertained  of  him ;  but 
without  attempting  to  lift  the  veil  with  which  official  life  must  of 
necessity  cover  those  who  enter  upon  it,  it  may  be  said  that  it  fell 
to  his  lot  to  assist  in  two  of  the  most  remarkable  transactions  even 
of  this  century.  The  first  was  the  abolition  of  slavery,  the  second 
was  the  establishment  of  responsible  government  in  Canada. 
With  each  of  these,  and  indeed  with  all  other  public  transac- 
tions with  which  he  was  concerned,  he  was  connected  in  the 
Bame  way.  He  prepared  the  measures  which  others  advocated,  and 
fiu-nished  many  of  the  arguments  and  much  of  the  information 
which  they  employed.  l[e  had,  in  addition  to  this,  the  wearisome 
and  laborious  task  of  superintending  the  detailed  application 
of  the  principles  which  the  legislature  had  established.  This 
was  generally  a  very  tedious  and  most  unpleasant  process.  Tlie 
controversies  whicli  arose  with  the  provincial  legislatures  of 
the  various  West  Indian  Islands  in  relation  to  the  arrangements 
required  by  the  abolition  of  slavery  were  as  bitter  as  they  were 
obscure ;  and  the  relations  between  this  country  and  Canada  were 
confused  and  entangled  in  every  possible  way  by  personal  and  party 
questions  at  home,  and  by  the  violent  dissensions  which  existed  in 
Canada  itself.  The  difficulty  of  the  transaction  of  all  this  business 
was  aggravated  by  the  fact  that  though  great  weight  was  attached 
to  Sir  James  Stephen's  opinion  and  advice  by  his  official  superiors, 
and  though  be  held  strong  opinions  of  his  own  upon  the  subjects 
wliich  came  before  him,  he  had  no  real  authority  whatever.  Tlie 
principles  which  he  always  advocated  ultimately  obtained  complete 
recognition  and  siiccess,  but  he  was  constantly  obliged  to  take  part 
in  measures  which  he  regretted,  and  of  which  he  disapproved. 

It  will  be  readily  perceived  tliat  such  occupations  as  these  in- 
volved great  labour,  great  anxiety,  and  occasionally  severe  mortifi- 
cation. A  single  instance  of  the  exertions  which  he  was  occasion- 
ally called  upon  to  make  may  be  mentioned  here.  The  preparation 
of  the  bill  for  the  abolition  of  slavery  had,  from  various  causes, 
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been  deferred  till  the  last  moment.  Sir  James  Stephen  received 
notice  on  a  Saturday  morning  to  prepare  the  draft  of  the  bill  in 
time  to  enable  the  present  Lord  Derby  to  lay  it  before  Parliament 
early  in  the  following  week.*  He  immediately  went  home,  and 
between  Saturday  afternoon  and  the  middle  of  the  day  on  Monday 
completed  the  task.  The  act  (3  &  4  Will.  IV.  c.  73)  contains 
sixty-six  sections,  fills  twenty-six  pages  in  the  8vo  edition  of 
the  Statute  Book,  and  creates  a  whole  scheme  of  the  most  intricate 
and  elaborate  kind.  This  exertion  seriously  affected  his  health 
for  many  months.  It  was  perhaps  the  most  arduous  task  of  the 
kind  that  he  ever  had  to  discharge,  but  it  was  only  one  of  a 
series.* 

The  composition  of  the  Essays  contained  in  the  present  Volume 
was  almost  the  only  relaxation  which  their  Author  enjoyed  for  many 
years.  He  used  to  write  them  early  in  the  morning  and  late  at 
night,  or  during  the  occasional  holidays  which  his  official  occu- 
pations afforded.  These  holidays  were,  however,  very  uncommon. 
For  many  years  he  never  left  London  for  a  month  together,  and 
,  though  this  was  not  the  case  during  the  last  five  years  of  his  official 
life,  he  transacted  business  during  the  summer  in  the  country  with 
exactly  the  same  regularity  as  in  London.     It  may,  therefore,  be 


*  The  author  of  this  sketch,  distrusting  his  own  recollection  of  his  father's  account 
of  this,  and  wishing  to  obtain  independent  eyidence  on  the  subject,  applied  to  his  father's 
valued  Mend,  Mr.  Halksworth,  the  present  librarian  of  the  Colonial  Office,  upon  the 
subject,  and  received  from  him  an  answer  containing  the  following  passage: — "I 
am  sorry  that  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  afford  you  any  information  touching  your 
father's  labours  in  preparing  the  Slavery  Abolition  Bill.  The  late  Mr.  Joseph  was  his 
amanuensis  at  that  time,  and  it  was  with  his  pen,  not  mine,  that  the  draft  was  written. 
I  have  often  heard  Joseph  speak  on  the  matter  of  the  original  draft  being  prepared 
in  the  short  space  of  time  you  mention.  He  used  to  tell  the  stoiy  not  as  an  example 
of  your  father's  mental  labours,  but  of  his  own  physical  exertions  as  his  amanuensis. 

**  In  my  time  it  was  no  unusual  thing  for  your  father  to  dictate  before  breakfast 
as  much  matter  as  would  fill  thirty  sides  of  office  folio  paper,  equal  to  about  ten 
pages  of  the  Edinburgh  Review.  With  a  subject  that  pleased  him  I  don't  think  he 
ever  knew  what  it  was  to  feel  tired.  The  words  came  from  his  lips  in  one  continuous 
stream,  checked  only  by  the  inability  of  the  writer  sometimes  to  keep  pace  with 
him.  Whatever  the  subject  might  be  one  soon  became  interested  in  it,  and  (speak- 
ing for  myself)  I  can  say  that  at  the  longest  sitting  I  never  discovered  that  I  wa» 
wearied  until  I  arose  from  my  table,  and  the  task  was  ended." 

It  should  perhaps  be  added,  that  this  was  the  only  instance  in  which  Sir  James 
Stephen  ever  transacted  official  business  on  a  Sunday,  except  once,  when  he  passed  the 
same  day  of  the  week  in  writing  despatches  about  the  Caffire  War. 
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He  had  been  a  shrewd,  if  not  a  very  reverent,  observer  of  human 
life,  who  bowed  to  the  fallen  statue  of  Jupiter,  by  way  of  bespeak- 
ing the  favour  of  the  god  in  the  event  of  his  being  again  lifted  on 
his  pedestal.  Hildebrand,  the  very  impersonation  of  Papal  arro- 
gance and  of  Spiritual  Despotism  (such  had  long  been  his  histori- 
cal character^,  is  once  more  raised  up  for  the  homage  of  the  faith- 
ful. Dr.  Arnold  vindicates  his  memory.  M.  Gruizot  hails  him  as 
the  Czar  Peter  of  the  Church.  Mr.  Voight,  a  professor  at  Halle, 
celebrates  him  as  the  foremost  and  the  most  faultless  of  heroes. 
Mr.  Bowden,  an  Oxford  Catholic,  rep^pduces  the  substance  of  Mr. 
Voight's  eulogy,  though  without  the  fire  which  warms,  or  the  light 
which  irradiates,  the  pages  of  his  guide.  M.  Delecluze,  and  the 
BibliotMque  UniveraeUe  de  Gen^ve^  are  elevated  by  the  theme  into 
the  region  where  rhetoric  and  poetry  are  conterminous ;  while  M. 
I'Abbe  Jager  absolutely  shouts  with  exultation  to  witness  the  sub- 
sidence, at  the  voice  of  Protestants,  of  those  mists  which  had  so 
long  obscured  the  glory  of  him  by  whom  the  pontifical  tiara  was 
exalted  far  above  the  crowns  of  every  earthly  potentate.  Wholly 
inadequate  as  are  our  necessary  limits  to  the  completion  of  such  an 
enquiry,  we  would  fain  explore  the  grounds  of  this  revived  worship, 
and  judge  how  far  it  may  be  reasonable  to  join  in  oflFering  incense 
at  the  shrine  of  this  reinstated  Jupiter  ecdesidaticus. 

Except  in  the  annals  of  Eastern  despotisms,  no  parallel  can  be 
found  for  the  disasters  of  the  Papacy  during  the  century  and  a 
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■'half  which  followed  the  extinction  of  the  Ca^^iigian  dynasty. 
\  Of  the  twenty-four  popes  who,  during  that  period,  ascended  the 
'apostolic  throne,  two  were  murdered,  five  were  driven  into  exile, 
four  were  deposed,  and  three  resigned  their  hazardous  dignity. 
Some  of  these  Vicars  of  Christ  were  raised  to  that  awful  pre-emi- 
nence by  arms,  and  some  by  money.  Two  received  it  from  the 
hands  of  princely  courtesans.  One  was  self-appointed.  A  well- 
filled  purse  purchased  one  papal  abdication ;  the  promise  of  a 
fair  bride  another.  One  of  those  holy  fathers  pillaged  the  treasury, 
fled  with  the  spoil,  returned  to  Eome,  ejected  his  substitute,  and 
mutilated  him  in  a  manner  too  revolting  for  description.  In  one 
page  of  this  dismal  history,  we  read  of  the  disinterred  corpse  of  a 
former  Pope  brought  before  his  successor  to  receive  a  retrospective 
sentence  of  deposition ;  and  in  the  next  we  find  the  judge  himself 
undergoing  the  same  posthumous  condemnation,  though  without 
the  same  filthy  ceremonial.  Of  these  heirs  of  St.  Peter,  one 
entered  on  his  infallibility  in  his  eighteenth  year,  and  one  before  he 
had  seen  his  twelfth  summer.  One,  again,  took  to  himself  a  coad- 
jutor, that  he  might  command  in  person  such  legions  as  Eome  then 
sent  into  the  field.  Another,  Judas-like,  agreed  for  certain  pieces 
of  silver  to  recognise  the  Patriarch  of  Constantinople  as  universal 
bishop.  All  sacred  things  had  become  venal.  Crime  and  de- 
bauchery held  revel  in  the  Vatican ;  while  the  afflicted  Church, 
wedded  at  once  to  three  husbands,  (such  was  the  language  of  the 
times,)  witnessed  the  celebration  of  as  many  rival  masses  in  the 
metropolis  of  Christendom.  It  would  be  heretical  to  say  that  the 
gates  of  hell  had  prevailed  against  the  seat  and  centre  of  Catholi- 
cism ;  but  BaroniuB  himself  might  be  cited  to  prove  that  they  had 
rolled  back  on  their  infernal  hinges,  to  send  forth  malignant  spirits 
commissioned  to  empty  on  l^ier  devoted  head  the  vials  of  bitterness 
and  wrath. 

How,  from  this  hotbed  of  corruption,  the  seeds  of  a  new  and 
prolific  life  derived  their  vegetative  power,  and  how,  in  an  age  in 
which  the  Papacy  was  surrendered  to  the  scorn  and  hatred  of  man- 
kind, the  independence  of  the  Holy  See  on  the  Imperial  Oown 
became  first  a  practical  truth,  and  then  a  hallowed  theory,  are 
problems  over  which  we  may  not  now  linger.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that 
in  the  middle  of  the  eleventh  century,  Europe  once  more  looked 
to  Rome  as  the  pillar  and  the  ground  of  the  truth ;  while  Rome  her- 
self looked  forth  on  a  long  chain  of  stately  monasteries,  rising  like 
distant  bulwarks  of  her  power  in  every  land  which  owned  her 
spiritual  rule. 

Of  these,  Clujfni*  was  the  foremost  in  numbers,  wealth,  and  piety, 
and  at  Clugni,   towards  the  end  of  the  year  1048,  Bruno,  the 
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Bishop  of  Toul,  arrayed  in  all  the  splendour,  and  attended  by  the 
retinue,  of  a  Pontiff  elect,  demanded  at  once  the  hospitality  and 
the  homage  of  the  monks.  At  the  nomination  of  the  Emperor 
Henry  the  Third,  and  in  a  Grerman  synod,  he  had  recently  been 
elected  to  the  vacant  Papacy,  and  was  now  on  his  way  to  Rome,  to 
take  possession  of  the  Chair  of  Peter.  Hildebrand,  the  Prior  of 
Clugni,  was  distinguished  above  all  his  brethren  by  the  holiness  of 
his  life,  the  severity  of  his  self-discipline,  and  by  that  ardent  zeal 
to  obey  which  indicates  the  desire  and  the  ability  to  command. 
He  was  then  in  the  prime  of  manhood,  and  his  countenance  (if  his 
extant  portraits  may  be  trusted)  announced  him  as  one  of  those 
who  are  bom  to  direct  and  subjugate  the  wills  of  ordinary  men. 
Such  a  conquest  he  achieved  over  him  on  whose  brows  the  triple 
crown  was  then  impending.  An  election  made  beyond  the  precincts 
of  the  Holy  City,  and  at  the  bidding  of  a  secular  power,  was  re- 
garded by  Hildebrand  as  a  profane  title  to  the  seat  once  occupied 
by  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles.  At  his  instance,  Bruno  laid  aside 
the  vestments,  the  insignia,  and  the  titles  of  the  pontificate ;  and 
pursuing  his  way  in  the  humble  garb  of  a  pilgrim  to  the  tomb  of 
Peter,  entered  Rome  with  bare  feet,  and  a  lowly  aspect,  and  with 
no  attendant  (or  none  discernible  by  human  sense)  except  the 
adviser  of  this  politic  self-abasement.  To  Bruno  himself  indeed 
was  revealed  the  presence  of  an  angelic  choir,  who  chanted  in 
celestial  harmonies  the  return  of  peace  to  the  long-afflicted  people 
of  Christ.  Acclamations  less  seraphic,  but  of  less  doubtful  reality 
from  the  Roman  clergy  and  populace,  rewarded  this  acknowledg- 
ment of  their  electoral  privileges,  and  conferred  on  Leo  the  Ninth 
(as  he  was  thenceforth  designated)  a  new,  and,  as  he  judged,  a 
better  title  to  the  supreme  government  of  the  Church. 

The  reward  of  the  service  thus  rendered  by  Hildebrand  was 
prompt  and  munificent.  He  was  raised  to  the  rank  of  a  Cardinal, 
and  received  the  offices  of  sub-deacon  of  Rome,  and  superintendent 
of  the  church  and  convent  of  St.  Pftul. 

The  Pope  and  the  Cardinal  were  not  less  assiduous  to  soothe, 
than  they  had  been  daring  to  provoke,  the  resentment  of  the 
Emperor.  Bruno  became  once  more  a  courtier  and  a  pilgrim, 
while  Hildebrand  remained  in  Rome  to  govern  the  city  and  the 
church.  The  Pontiff  thrice  visited  the  Grerman  court,  bringing 
ydth  him  papal  benedictions  to  Henry,  and  papal  censures  on 
Henry's  rebellious  vassals.  So  grateful  and  so  effective  was  the  aid 
thus  rendered  to  the  monarch,  that  on  his  last  return  to  Italy,  Leo 
was  permitted  to  conduct  thither  a  body  of  Imperial  troops,  to 
expel  the  Norman  invaders  of  the  papal  territory.  At  Civitella, 
however,  the  axes  of  Humphrey  and  Robert,  brothers  of  William  of 
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the  Iron-hand,  prevailed  over  the  sword  and  the  anathemas  of 
Peter.  Whether  Hildebrand  bore  a  lance  in  that  bloody  field,  is 
debated  by  his  biographers.  But  no  one  disputes  that  he  more 
than  divided  the  fruits  of  it  with  the  conquerors.  To  them  were 
conceded  the  three  great  fiefs  of  Calabria,  Apulia,  and  Sicily.  To 
the  Holy  See  was  assigned  the  suzerainte  over  them.  Humiliated 
and  broken-hearted  by  his  defeat,  Bruno  pined  away  and  died. 
Strong  in  this  new  feudal  dominion,  and  in  the  allegiance  of  these 
warlike  vassals,  Hildebrand  directed  his  prescient  gaze  to  the  dis- 
tant conflicts  and  the  coming  glories  in  which  these  Norman 
liegemen  were  to  minister  to  his  vast  designs.  The  auspicious 
hour  was  not  yet  come.  His  self-command  tranquilly  abided  the 
approach  of  it. 

Grebhard,  Bishop  of  Eichstadt,  enjoyed  the  unboimded  confidence 
and  affection  of  Henry.  He  had  ever  lent  the  weight  of  his  per- 
sonal advice,  and  the  sanction  of  his  episcopal  authority,  to  sustain 
his  friend  and  master  in  his  opposition  to  papal  encroachments. 
Yet  Grebhard  was  selected  by  the  discerning  Cardinal,  as  of  all  men 
the  best  qualified  to  succeed  to  the  vacant  Papacy.  Hildebrand 
represented  to  the  Emperor  that  the  choice  had  been  made  from 
an  anxious  respect  for  his  feelings,  and  with  a  loyal  desire  to  pro- 
mote his  interest  and  his  honour.  The  thoughtful  German  per- 
ceived the  net  spread  for  him  by  the  wily  Italian.  He  struggled 
to  avoid  it,  but  in  vain.  He  suggested  many  other  candidates ;  but 
Hildebrand  had  some  conclusive  objection  to  each  of  them.  He 
urged  that  Gebhard  had  been  raised,  by  the  favour  of  Henry  him- 
self, to  an  eminence  unassailable  by  reproach,  and  beyond  the 
reach  of  suspicion,  and  that  no  other  man  could  boast  an  ec[ual  or 
a  similar  advantage.  Importuned  and  flattered,  his  affections 
moved  but  his  understanding  unconvinced,  the  emperor  at  length 
yielded.  If  our  own  second  Henry  had  studied  this  passage  of 
history,  the  darkest  page  of  his  own  had  perhaps  never  been 
written. 

Gebhard  became  Pope,  assumed  the  title  of  Victor  the  Second, 
adopted,  even  to  exaggeration,  the  anti-imperial  principles  of  Hilde- 
brand, and  rewarded  his  services  by  a  commission  to  act  as  his 
Legate  a  latere  in  the  kingdom  of  France.  By  Victor,  this  high 
employment  was  probably  designed  as  an  honourable  exile  for  a 
patron  to  whom  he  had  contracted  so  oppressive  a  debt  of  grati- 
tude. But  the  new  Legate  was  not  a  man  on  whom  any  dignity 
could  fall  as  a  mere  unfruitful  embellishment.  He  cited  before 
him  the  bishops  and  ecclesiastical  dignitaries  subjected  to  his 
legantine  power,  and  preferred  against  the  whole  body  one  com- 
prehensive charge  of  simony.     Of  the  accused,  one  alone  stoutly 
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maintained  liis  innocence.  *  Believest  thou,'  exclaimed  the  judge, 
*  that  there  are  three  persons  of  one  substance  ? '  *  I  do.'  '  Then 
repeat  the  doxology.'  The  task  was  siiccessfully  accomplished, 
until  the  prelate  reached  the  name  of  Him  whose  gift  Simon  Magus 
had  desired  to  purchase.  That  name  he  could  not  utter.  The 
culprit  cast  himself  at  the  Legate's  feet,  confessed  his  guilt,  and 
was  deposed.  More  than  eighty  of  his  brethren  immediately  made 
the  same  acknowledgment.  The  rumour  spread  on  every  side, 
that  the  papal  emissary  was  gifted  with  a  preternatural  skill  to  dis- 
cern the  presence  in  the  human  heart  of  any  thoughts  of  Satanic 
origin.  Popular  applause  followed  the  steps  of  the  stem  discip- 
linarian ;  and  the  wonder  of  the  ignorant  was  soon  rivalled  by  the 
admiration  of  the  learned  and  the  great.  Such  was  the  fame  of 
his  wisdom,  that  the  claim  of  Ferdinand  of  Castile  to  bear  the 
title  of  Emperor  of  Spain,  was  referred  to  his  arbitrament  by  the 
Spanish  and  the  German  sovereigns.  He  decided  that  the  imperial 
name  and  dignity  belonged  to  Henry  and  to  his  heirs,  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  every  other  Potentate.  HI  had  Henry  divined  the  future  1 
Sashly  had  he  consented  to  hold  the  honours  of  his  crown  by  the 
judicial  sentence  of  a  man,  who,  within  twenty  years,  was  to  pluck 
that  crown,  with  every  mark  of  infamy,  from  the  brows  of  his  only 
son  and  successor  I 

When  that  son  ascended  the  throne  of  his  progenitors,  and 
assumed  the  kingly  title  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  he  was  yet  a  child. 
Agnes,  his  widowed  mother,  became  the  regent  of  his  dominions, 
and  Victor  the  guardian  of  his  person.  But  the  Pope  soon  followed 
the  deceased  Emperor  to  the  grave,  and  another  election  placed  the 
vacant  tiara  on  the  head  of  Frederick  of  Lorraine. 

Frederick  was  the  brother  of  Godfrey,  who,  in  right  of  his  wife 
Beatrice,  and  during  the  minority  of  her  daughter  Matilda,  exer- 
cised the  authority  and  enjoyed  the  title  of  Duke  of  Tuscany.  His 
promotion  to  the  Papacy  cemented  the  alliance  between  the  Holy 
See  and  the  most  powerful  of  those  Italian  states  by  which  the 
northern  frontier  of  the  papal  territories  might  be  either  defended 
or  assailed.  The  choice  was,  in  appearance,  the  unpremeditated 
result  of  a  popular  tumult.  Frederick  seemed  to  be  borne  to  the 
apostolic  throne  by  the  acclamations  of  a  Roman  mob,  and  to  be 
seated  there  in  a  half-reluctant  acquiescence  in  their  good  pleasure. 
Some  excuse  was  necessary  for  so  flagrant  a  disregard  of  the  rights 
of  the  infant  Emperor,  and  the  turbulent  enthusiasm  of  the  people 
was  at  least  a  specious  apology.  But  by  what  informing  spirit  the 
rude  mass  had  been  agitated,  was  sufficiently  disclosed  by  the  first 
act  of  the  new  Pontiffl  He  had  scarcely  assumed  the  title  of 
Stephen  the  Ninth,  before  he  conferred  on  Hildebrand  the  dignities 

B  3 


6  HILDEBBAND. 

of  Cardinal- Archdeacon  of  Bome^  and  of  Legate  at  the  Imperial 
Court. 

After  a  reign  of  eight  months,  Stephen,  conscious  of  the  approach 
of  death,  left  to  the  Bomans  his  last  injunction  to  postpone  the 
choice  of  his  successor  imtil  the  return  from  Germany  of  this  great 
dispenser  of  ecclesiastical  promotions.  The  command  was  obeyed. 
The  Cardinal-Archdeacon  reappeared,  bringing  with  him  the  con- 
sent of  the  Empress-Eegent  to  the  choice  of  Grerard,  Bishop  of 
Florence,  another  adherent  of  the  ducal  house  of  Tuscany.  Gerard 
accordingly  ascended  the  chair  of  St.  Peter.  Like  each  of  his  three 
immediate  predecessors,  he  sat  there  at  the  nomination  of  Hildebrand, 
and,  like  each  of  them,  he  called,  or  permitted,  his  patron  to  become 
>the  one  great  minister  of  his  reign  and  director  of  his  measures. 
At  the  instance  of  Hildebrand,  Nicholas  the  Second  (so  was  he  now 
called)  summoned  a  council  at  which  was  -first  effected,  in  the  year 
1059,  a  revolution,  the  principle  of  which,  at  the  distance  of  eight 
centuries,  still  flourishes  in  unimpaired  vitality.  It,  for  the  first 
time,  conferred  on  the  College  of  Cardinals  the  exclusive  right  of 
voting  at  papal  elections.  It  set  aside  not  only  the  acknowledged 
rights  of  the  Emperor  to  confirm,  but  the  still  more  ancient  privilege 
of  the  Soman  clergy  and  people  to  nominate  their  bishop.  For 
Hildebrand  was  now  strong  enough  in  his  Norman  alliance  to  defy 
that  popular  power  before  which  so  many  churchmen  had  trembled. 
At  his  summons  Bobert  Guiscard  broke  down  the  fortresses  of  the 
Boman  counts  and  barons,  who,  with  their  retainers,  had  been  ac- 
customed, in  the  comitia  of  papal  Bome,  to  rival  the  exploits  of 
Clodius  and  his  gladiators.  Their  authority  was  Subverted  for 
ever,  and  from  that  period  their  name  ceases  to  appear  in  the 
history  of  pontifical  elections.  The  title  of  Duke,  and  a  recogni- 
tion of  his  sovereignty  over  all  the  conquests  which  he  had  made, 
or  should  ever  make,  rewarded  the  obedience  of  the  Norman  free- 
booter. 

After  rendering  this  service  to  the  cause  of  sacerdotal  indepen- 
dence, Nicholas  died.  It  was  a  cause  which,  however  much  ad- 
vanced by  the  profound  sagacity  and  promptitude  of  Hildebrand, 
could  never  finally  triumph  over  its  powerful  antagonists  by  any 
means  less  hazardous,  or  less  costly,  than  that  of  open  and  pro- 
tracted war.  During  the  minority  of  Henry  such  a  conflict  could 
hardly  be  commenced,  still  less  brought  to  a  decisive  issue.  The 
rights  of  tlie  royal  child  derived  from  his  very  weakness  a  sanctity 
in  the  hearts,  and  a  safeguard  in  the  arms,  of  his  loyal  German 
subjects.  Tlie  time  of  mortal  struggle  was  not  yet  come.  Tlie 
aspiring  Cardinal  judged  that  by  again  resigning  to  another  the 
nominal  conduct,  he  could  best  secure  to  himself  the  real  guidance, 
of  that  iuipeuding  controversy. 
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To  obtain  jfrom  the  Empress-Begent  an  assent  to  the  observance 
by  the  Sacred  College  of  the  new  electoral  law,  was  the  first  ob- 
ject of  the  conclave  which  assembled  after  the  death  of  Nicholas, 
at  the  command  of  Hildebrand«  At  his  instance  an  envoy  was 
despatched  to  the  Imperial  Court,  with  the  offer  that  the  choice 
should  fall  on  any  ecclesiastic  whom  Agnes  might  nominate,  if  she 
would  consent  that  the  Cardinals  alone  should  appear  and  vote  at  the 
ceremonial.  The  compromise  was  indignantly  rejected.  A  synod 
of  imperialist  prelates  was  convened  at  Basil,  and  by  them  Cado- 
I0U8,  Bishop  of  Parma,  (the  titular  Honorius  the  Second,)  was 
elevated  to  the  vacant  Papacy.  To  this  defiance  Hildebrand  and 
his  brother  Cardinals  answered  by  the  choice  of  Anselm,  Bishop  of 
Lucca,  afterwards  known  in  history  as  Alexander,  the  second  of 
that  name.  After  a  brief  but  sanguinary  conflict  in  the  open 
field,  each  of  the  rival  Popes,  at  the  mediation  of  Godfrey,  re- 
tired from  Bome  to  his  diocese,  there  to  await  the  judgment  of  a 
future  council  on  their  pretensions.  But  Alexander  did  not  quit 
the  city  until  he  had  acknowledged  and  rewarded  the  services  of 
the  head  and  leader  of  his  cause.  Hildebrand  now  received  the 
office  of  Chancellor  of  the  Holy  See,  the  best  and  the  highest  re- 
compense which  he  could  earn  by  raising  others  to  supreme  eccle- 
siastical dominion.  Two  successive  coimcils  confirmed  the  election 
of  Alexander,  who  continued,  during  twelve  years,  to  rule  the 
Chiu-ch  with  dignity,  if  not  in  peace. 

The  time  had  at  length  arrived  when  Hildebrand  was  to  receive 
the  high  and  hazardous  reward  which  his  unfaltering  hopes  had  so 
long  contemplated,  and  his  self-controlling  policy  so  often  declined. 
IjCO,  Victor,  Stephen,  Nicholas,  and  Alexander,  had  each  been  in- 
debted to  his  authority  for  the  pontificate,  and  to  his  councils  for 
the  policy  with  which  it  had  been  administered.  Successively 
Cardinal-Deacon,  Archdeacon,  Legate,  and  Chancellor  of  the  Apos- 
tolic See,  one  height  alone  was  yet  to  be  scaled.  In  the  great 
church  of  the  Lateran,  the  corpse  of  Alexander  was  extended  on 
the  bier.  A  solemn  requiem  commended  to  the  Supreme  Judge  the 
soul  of  the  departed,  when  the  plaintive  strain  was  broken  by  a 
shout,  which,  rising,  as  it  seemed,  spontaneously  and  without  con- 
cert from  every  part  of  the  crowded  edifice,  proclaimed  that,  by 
the  will  of  the  Holy  Peter  himself,  the  Cardinal-Chancellor  was 
Pope.  From  the  fimeral  procession  Hildebrand  flew  to  the  pulpit. 
With  impassioned  gestures,  and  in  a  voice  inaudible  amidst  the 
uproar,  he  seemed  to  be  imploring  silence ;  but  the  tempest  was 
not  to  be  allayed  until  one  of  the  Cardinals  announced,  in  the 
name  of  the  Sacred  College,  their  unanimous  election  of  him 
whom  the  Apostle  and  the  multitude  had   thus   simultaneously 
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fchosen.  Crowned  with  tUe  tiara,  and  arrayed  in  the  gorgeous  rohea 
of  a  Pope-elect,  Gregory  the  Seventh  was  then  presented  to  the 
people.  Their  joyous  exultation  and  the  pomp  of  the  inaugural 
ceremonies  blended  and  contrasted  strangely  with  the  studied 
gloom  and  the  toel^choly  dirge  of  the  funeral  rites. 

That  this  electoral  drama  was  a  mere  improvisation,  may  be 
credited  by  those  before  whose  faith  all  the  mountains  of  impro- 
bability give  way.     But  thus  to  reach  the  summit  of  sacerdotal 
dominion  as  if  by   constraint ;  and  thus,  without  forfeiting   the 
praise  of  severe  sanctity,  to  obtain  the  highest  of  this  world's  dig- 
nities ;  and  thus  to  anticipate  and  defeat  the  too  probable  resistance 
Lef  the  Imperial  Court ;  and  thus  to  afford  the  Cardinals  the  oppor- 
tunity and  the  excuse  for  tJie  prompt  exercise  of  their  yet  preca- 
rious electoral  privilege  —  was  a  combination  and  a  coincidence  of 
Jfelicities  such   as   fortune,   unaided   by   policy,   seldom,   if  ever, 
tfestowa  eveu  on  her  choicest  favourites.    He  who  had  nominated  five 
tPopes,  was,  assuredly,  no  passive  instrument  in  his  own  nomlna- 
His  letters,  written  on  the  occasion,  would  alone  be  sufficient 
Lto  prove,  if  proof  were  wanting,  that  a  career  thus  far  guided  by 
rthe  most  profound  sagacity,  waa  not  abandoned  at  its  crisis  to  the 
Icaprice  of  a  dissolute  multitude.     To  several  of  his  correspondents 
■he  addressed  pathetic  descriptions  of  his  alarm  and  sorrow,  but 
I  with  such  a  remarkable  uniformity  of   terms  as  to  force  on  tiie 
I  leader  of  them  the  belief,  that  the  elegiac  strain  was  repeated  as 
Ixiften  as  necessary  by  his  secretaries,  with  such  variations  as  their 
iiggested.     To  the  Emperor  he  breathed  nothing  but  sub- 
t  mission  and  humility.     The  most  unimpeachable  decorum  presided 
!r  the  whole  of  the  ceremonial  tliat  followed.     Envoys  passed  and 
I  repassed.    Men  of  graveaspect  instituted  tediousenquiries.    Solemn 
notaries  attested  prolix  reports ;  and  in  due  time  the  world  was  in- 
formed that,  of  his  grace  and  clemency,  Henry,  King  of  Germany 
and  Italy,  calling  himself  Emperor,  had  ratified  the  election  of  bia 
dearly  beloved  father,   Gregory  the  Seventh — the  world,  mean- 
I   while,  well  knowing  that,  despite  the  Emperor's  hostility,  the  Pope 
I  waa  able  and  resolved  to  maintain  his  own ;  and  that  the  Emperor 
would,  if  possible,  have  driven  the  Pope  from  Eome,  as  the  most 
dangerous  of  rebels  and  the  most  subtle  of  usurpers. 

But  Henry  was  ill  prepared  for  such  an  effort.     During  the  first 

six  years  of  his  reign  the  affairs  of  his  vast  hereditary  empire  had 

been  conducted  by  his  widowed  mother.     She  was  formed  to  love, 

L  to  reverence,  and  to  obey.     In  an  age  less  rude,  or  in  a  station  leas 

\  exalted,  her  much  long-suffering,  her  self-sustaining  dignity,  and 

i  tenderness  of  her  gentle  spirit,  might  have  enabled  her  to  win 

3  obedience  of  the  heart.     But  her  mind  was  ductile,  her  con- 
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science  enfeebled  by  a  morbid  sensibility,  and  her  character  formed 
by  nature  and  by  habit  for  subservience  to  any  form  of  superstitious 
terror.  She  was  surrounded  by  rapacious  nobles  whom  no  sacrifices 
could  conciliate,  and  by  lordly  churchmen,  who  at  once  exacted 
and  betrayed  her  confidence.  Though  severely  virtuous,  she  was 
assailed  by  shameless  calumnies.  Her  female  rule  was  resented  by 
the  pride  of  Teutonic  chivalry ;  and  fraud  and  violence  combined 
to  inflict  the  deepest  wound  on  her  rights  as  a  sovereign  and  her 
feelings  as  a  mother. 

At  Kaiserworth,  on  the  fihine,  Agnes  and  her  son,  then  in  his 
thirteenth  year,  were  reposing  from  the  fatigues  of  an  imperial  pro- 
gress. A  galley,  impelled  by  long  lines  of  oars,  and  embellished 
with  every  ornament  which  art  and  luxury  could  command, 
appeared  on  the  broad  stream  before  them.  Attended  by  a  train  of 
lords  and  servitors.  Anno,  the  Archbishop  of  Cologne,  descended 
from  the  gallant  barge,  and  pressed  the  royal  youth  to  inspect  so 
superb  a  specimen  of  aquatic  architecture  and  episcopal  magnifi- 
cence. Henry  gladly  complied,  and,  as  the  rowers  bent  to  their 
oars,  he  enjoyed  ¥dth  boyish  delight  the  rapidity  with  which  one 
object  after  another  receded  from  his  view,  till,  turning  to  the 
companions  of  what  had  hitherto  seemed  a  mere  holiday  voyage,  he 
read  in  the  anxious  countenances  of  the  commanders,  and  the 
vehement  eflForts  of  the  boatmen,  that  he  was  a  prisoner,  and  more 
than  ever  an  orphan.  With  characteristic  decision,  he  at  once 
plunged  into  the  water,  and  endeavoured  to  swim  to  shore ;  but 
the  toils  were  upon  him.  A  confederacy,  formed  by  the  Archbishops 
of  Cologne  and  Mentz,  and  supported  by  the  Dukes  of  Bavaria  and 
Tuscany,  consigned  their  young  sovereign  to  a  captivity  at  once 
sumptuous  and  debilitating.  They  usurped  the  powers,  and 
plundered  the  treasures,  of  the  crown.  They  bestowed  on  them- 
selves and  their  adherents  forests,  manors,  abbeys,  and  lordships. 
But  to  the  future  ruler  of  so  many  nations  they  denied  the  dis- 
cipline befitting  his  age,  and  the  instruction  due  to  his  high 
prospects.  They  encouraged  him,  and  with  fatal  success,  to 
enervate  by  ceaseless  amusement,  and  to  debase  by  precocious 
debauchery,  a  mind  naturally  brave  and  generous.  Anno  has  been 
canonised  by  the  See  of  fiome.  By  the  same  ghostly  tribunal,  the 
monarch  whom  he  kidnapped,  betrayed,  and  corrupted,  was  ex- 
cluded from  the  communion  of  the  Church  when  living,  and  from 
her  consecrated  soil  when  dead.  Impartial  history  will  reverse 
either  sentence,  and  will  pronounce  her  anathemas  rather  on  St. 
Anno,  by  whom  the  princely  boy  was  exposed  to  the  furnace  of 
temptation,  than  on  him  in  whose  young  mind  the  seeds  of  vice,  so 
unsparingly  sown,  sprung  up  with  such  deadly  luxuriance. 


The  heart  of  youth  was  never  won  by  haliitual  indulgence.  As 
Henry  advanced  towanla  manhood,  the  Archbishops  of  Cologne  and 
Mentz  discovered  that  they  were  the  objects  of  his  settled  antipatliy, 
and  that  they  had  to  dread  the  full  weight  of  a  reaentment  at  ones 
just,  vindictive,  and  unscrupulous.  To  avert  tliat  danger  they 
trajisferred  tlie  charge  of  the  royal  youth  to  Adalbert,  Archbishop  of 
Bremen,  rightly  judging  that  bis  skill  in  courtly  arts  (for  he  had 
lived  on  affectionate  terms  with  the  deceased  emperor)  might 
enable  him  to  win  his  pupil's  regard,  but  erroneously  believing  that 
his  ecclesiastical  zeal  (for  it  seemed  the  master  passion  of  his  soul) 
would  induce  him  to  employ  that  advantage  in  the  defence  and 
service  of  the  hierarchy. 

Adalbert,  whose  life  is  written  in  the  Church  History  of  Adam 
of  Bremen,  was  a  man  whose  character  was  so  strangely  composite, 
and  wh(ise  purposes  were  so  immutably  single,  that  be  might  have 
8u^eet«d  portraits  to  Scott,  epigrams  to  Young,  antitheses  to  Pope, 
an  analysis  to  Drydon,  or  to  Shaknpeare  himself  some  rich  and  all- 
reconciUng  harmony.  According  to  the  aspect  in  which  lie  was 
viewed,  he  might  with  equal  justice  be  regarded  as  a  saint  or  a  man 
of  pleasure,  as  a  scholar  or  a  courtier,  as  a  politician  or  a  wit.  Now 
washing  the  feet  of  beggars,  eloquently  expounding  Christian  truth, 
or  indignantly  denoiuicing  the  sins  of  the  rich  and  the  great,  the 
shifting  scene  exhibited  him  amidst  a  throng  of  actors,  jugglers, 
and  buffoons,  or  as  the  rouI  and  centre  of  a  society  where  lords  and 
ambassadors,  prelates  and  priests  of  low  degree,  met  to  enjoy  his 
good  cheer,  to  partake  of  his  merriment,  and  to  endure  his  relent- 
less sarcasms.  At  t!ie  very  moment  when,  with  irresistible  address, 
he  was  insinuating  liimself  into  the  favour  of  some  poteut  count  or 
bishop,  the  approach  of  another  dignitary  would  rouse  him  to  bitter 
and  unmeasured  invective.  From  the  laughing  playfellow  of  hia 
companions  he  would  pass  at  once  into  their  fierce  assailant,  and 
tlien  atone  for  the  extravagance  of  his  passion  by  a  bounty  not  less 
extravagant.  But  whether  he  preached  or  gave  alms,  whether 
philosophy,  or  fun,  or  satire,  was  hia  passing  whim,  he  still  enjoyed 
one  luxury  which  habit  had  rendered  indispensable.  Faraflitefl 
were  ever  at  hand  to  confirm  his  own  conviction,  that  Adalbert  of 
Bremen  was  an  universal  genius,  and  that,  under  his  fostering  care, 
the  see  of  Bremen  was  destined  to  become  the  northern  capital  of 
the  universal  Church. 

Nor  was  it  strange  that  he  believed  them.     Of  the   countless 

victims  of  self-idolatry,   few   have  had  so  many  seductions  to  that 

intoxicating  worship.     A  miUtary  as  well  as  an  ecclesia'ifcical  prince, 

e  witnessed  the  extension  of  Iiis  archiepiscopal  dominion  far  along 

B  shores  of  the  Elbe  and  the  Baltic.     Kings  solicited  hia  personal 
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lieDcIslup.  Sweden  and  the  Empire  accepted  him  as  the  mediator 
"  of  peace.  Envoys  from  every  state  in  Europe,  not  excepting 
Constantinople,  throngeil  hia  palace.  He  was  at  once  t!ie  confi- 
dential adviser  of  the  Pope  and  the  chief  minister  of  the  Emperor, 
and  even  boasted  (with  whatever  truth)  that  be  had  declined  the 
papacy  itself.  But  this  earher  Wolsey,  like  his  great  antit}'pe, 
longed  for  some  imperishahle  monument  of  bis  glory.  Bremen 
was  the  Ipswich  of  Adalbert ;  the  site  selected,  hut  in  vain,  for 
jwrpetnating  to  the  remotest  ages  the  memory  of  an  ambition  less 
ennobled  by  the  greatness  of  its  aims,  than  debased  by  an  insati- 
able vanity.  To  aggrandise  his  diocese  he  builded  and  fortified, 
negotiated  and  intrigued ;  became  by  turns  a  suitor  and  an  op- 
pressor; conciliated  attachments  and  braved  enmities;  and  lived 
and  died  the  imaginary  patriarch  of  the  imaginary  patriarchate  of 
the  German  and  Scandinavian  nations. 

Brightly  dawned  on  the  young  Henry  the  day  which  transferred 
the  charge  of  his  person  and  of  his  education  from  the  austere 
Anno  to  the  princely  Adalbert.  The  Archbishop  of  Cologne  had 
rebuked  the  vices  he  indulged.  The  stouter  conscience  of  the 
Archbishop  of  Bremen  stood  in  need  of  no  such  self-soothing  com- 
promise. He  fairly  threw  the  reins  on  the  neck  of  his  royal 
charge,  who  invoked  the  aid  of  young  and  profligate  companions 
in  the  use  or  the  abuse  of  this  welcome  indulgence.  His  tutors 
had  sown  the  wind ;  his  people  were  now  to  reap  the  whirlwind. 
Of  the  domestic  life  of  the  young  Emperor,  the  dark  tale  recorded 
by  the  chroniclers  of  his  age  would  not  be  endured  by  the  delicacy 
of  our  own.  Hia  public  acts  might  seem  to  have  been  prompted 
by  the  determination  to  exasperate  to  madness  the  national  pride, 
the  moral  sense,  and  the  religious  feelings  of  his  subjects.  Yet 
even  when  tliey  were  thus  provoked,  their  resentment  slumbered. 
A  popular  address,  a  noble  presence,  and  the  indulgence  so  liberally 
yielded  to  the  excesses  of  the  great,  the  prosperous,  and  the 
young,  gave  scope  for  the  full  expansion  of  his  crimes  and  follies. 
At  the  Lateran,  the  influence  of  his  personal  qualities  was  tinfelt. 
Roused  to  a  just  indignation  by  the  frequent  intelligence  of  a  life 
so  debauched  and  of  a  reign  so  impious,  Alexander  cited  the  Em- 
peror to  appear  at  Kome,  there  to  answer  in  person  to  the  apfiH- 
tolic  throne  for  the  simony  and  the  other  offences  imputed  to  hira. 
The  voice  was  Alexander's  voice,  but  the  hand  was  the  hand  of 
Gregory. 

Between  the  day  on  which  Hildebrand  had  conducted  Leo  the 
Ninth  into  Home  as  a  simple  pilgrim,  to  the  time  of  hia  own 

I  tumultuary   election,   the  quarter   of  a  century  had   intervened. 
Puriug  the  whole  of  that  period  he  bad  been  the  confidential 
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minister  and  guide  of  the  papacy.  In  each  of  the  five  pontificates 
which  he  nominally  served,  and  really  governed,  the  Holy  See  had 
pursued  the  same  aggressive  policy,  with  a  steadfastness  indicating 
the  guidance  of  one  far-seeing  mind,  gifted  with  patience  to  await, 
with  promptitude  to  discern,  and  with  courage  to  seize,  the  moments 
of  successful  advance.  When,  therefore,  the  citation  of  Henry  was 
issued  in  the  name  of  the  dying  Pope,  none  doubted  that  this 
audacious  act,  then  without  a  parallel  in  history,  had  been  dictated 
by  the  same  stern  and  unrelenting  councillor.  When  tidings 
reached  the  Imperial  Court  that  the  voice  of  the  people  and  the 
votes  of  the  cardinals  had  placed  in  Gregory's  hands  the  mysterious 
keys  and  the  sharp  sword  of  Peter,  none  doubted  the  near  approach 
of  the  conflict  which  was  to  assign  the  supreme  dominion  over  the 
Christian  world  either  to  the  German  sceptre  or  to  the  Eoman 
crosier.  That,  after  ages  of  war  and  controversy,  they  should 
peacefully  exercise  a  concurrent  yet  divided  rule,  woulil  have 
seemed  an  idle  dream  to  a  generation,  whose  feudal  theory  of 
government  had  for  its  basis  the  principle  of  various  gradations  of 
dependency  on  some  one  common  head,  or  suzerain. 

With  a  life  stained  by  no  sensual  or  malignant  crime,  (a  praise 
of  which  his  contemporary  and  rancorous  biographer.  Cardinal 
Benno,  is  the  reluctant  and  unconscious  witness,)  and  degraded  by 
the  pursuit  of  no  ends  exclusively  selfish  (for,  except  as  the  champion 
of  the  Church,  he  neither  obtained  nor  sought  any  personal  aggran- 
disement). Pope  Hildebrand  yielded  himself  freely  to  the  current 
of  those  awful  thoughts  which  have  peopled  the  brain  of  each  in 
turn  of  the  successors  of  Peter,  the  basest  and  the  most  impure  of 
them  scarcely  excepted.  A  mystery  to  himself,  he  had  become  the 
supreme  vicar  of  Christ  on  earth ;  the  predestined  heir  of  a  throne 
among  those  saints  who  should  one  day  judge  the  world ;  the  mor- 
tal head  of  an  immortal  dynasty ;  the  depositary  of  a  power  dele- 
gated yet  divine;  the  viceroy  to  whom  had  been  entrusted  by  God 
himself  the  care  of  interests,  and  the  dispensation  of  blessings  and 
of  curses,  which,  by  comparison,  reduced  to  inappreciable  vanities 
all  the  good  and  evil  of  this  transitory  world.  Eesolute  as  he  was, 
he  appears  to  have  trembled  at  the  contrast  between  the  weakness 
of  his  human  nature  and  the  weight  of  these  majestic  responsi- 
bilities. With  the  Abbots  of  Clugni  and  of  Monte  Cassino  he 
maintained  a  relation  as  much  resembling  friendship  as  was  com- 
patible with  the  austerity  of  his  nature  and  of  his  habits ;  and  to 
them  he  depicted  the  secret  tumults  of  his  mind,  in  terms  of  which 
it  would  be  impossible  to  deny  either  the  sincerity  or  the  eloquence. 

Before  his  prophetic  eye  arose  a  vast  theocratic  state  in 
which   political    and   religious  society    were    to  be   harmonised, 
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or  rather  were  to  be  absorbed  into  each  other.  At  the  head  of 
this  all-embracing  polity,  the  Bishop  of  Borne  was  to  assert 
his  legitimate  authority  over  all  the  kings  and  rulers  of  the 
earth.  In  immediate  dependence  on  him  was  to  be  ranged  the 
circle  of  his  liege  spiritual  lords — some  residing  at  the  seat  of 
empire  as  electors,  councillors,  and  ministers  to  the  supreme  poten- 
tate ;  others  presiding  over  the  fraternities,  the  provinces,  and  the 
sees  of  which  his  empire  was  to  be  composed.  At  the  capital  of 
this  hierarchal  state  were  to  be  exercised  the  various  powers  of 
government  —  legislative,  administrative,  and  judicial.  There  also 
were  to  be  held  the  occasional  meetings  of  the  extraordinary  or 
ecumenical  legislature.  To  the  infallible  sovereign  of  this  new 
Jerusalem  were  to  be  assigned  prerogatives  limited  only  by  his  own 
conscience,  and  restrained  by  no  power  but  that  of  God  himself. 
To  the  Emperor,  the  Kings,  the  Dukes,  and  Counts,  his  feudatories, 
was  to  be  entrusted  a  ministry  altogether  subordinate  and  auxiliary 
to  his.  They  were  to  maintain  order,  to  command  armies,  to  col- 
lect revenues,  to  dispense  justice.  But  they  were  to  hold  their 
crowns  or  coronets  at  the  pleasiu-e  of  the  Autocrat,  to  justify  to  him 
the  use  of  their  inferior  authority,  and  to  employ  it  in  support  of 
his  power,  which,  as  it  was  derived  from  heaven  itself,  could  acknow- 
ledge no  superior,  equal,  or  competitor  on  earth.  But  woe  — 
such  woe  as  vengeance,  almighty  and  unrelenting,  could  inflict — 
on  him  who,  wielding  the  pontifical  sceptre  in  the  sacred  name  of 
Christ,  should  impiously  use  it  in  any  spirit,  or  for  any  ends,  not 
in  accordance  with  these  awful  purposes  which  once  made  Christ 
himself  a  sojourner  among  men  !  Heathen  Eome  had  been  raised 
up  to  conquer  and  to  civilise.  To  Christian  Eome  was  appointed 
a  far  loftier  destijay.  It  was  hers  to  mediate  between  hostile 
nations  —  to  reconcile  sovereigns  and  their  people  —  to  superintend 
the  policy,  restrain  the  ambition,  redress  the  injustice,  and  punish 
the  crimes  of  princes  —  and  to  render  the  Apostolic  Throne  the 
source  and  centre  of  an  holy  influence,  which,  diffused  through 
every  member  of  the  social  body,  should  inform,  and  animate,  and 
amalgamate  the  whole,  and  realise  the  inspired  delineation  of  that 
yet  unborn  age,  when  the  lion  and  the  lamb  should  lie  down 
together,  with  a  little  child  their  leader. 

Sublime  as  were  the  visions  which  thus  thronged  on  the  soul  of 
Gregory  the  Seventh,  and  which  still  shed  a  glowing  light  over  his 
three  hundred  and  fifty  extant  letters,  life  was  never,  for  a  single 
day,  a  state  of  mere  visionary  existence  to  him.  Before  him  lay 
the  approaching  struggle  with  Henry,  with  Honorius,  with  the 
ecclesiastics  of  Lombaidy,  with  the  German  people,  whose  loyalty 
had  so  long  survived  the  sorest  provocation,  and  even  with  many  of 
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the  German  prelates,  who  ascribed  to  the  successor  of  Cbarlemi^B 
and  of  OilQ)  the  same  righta  which  these  great  monarcbs  had  exer- 
cised over  the  Pontiffs  of  an  earlier  generation.  Nor  was  be 
unconscious  that  the  way  for  his  theocracy  must  he  paved  by 
reforms  so  painful,  as  to  convert  into  inexorable  antagonists  a  larga' 
number  of  those  on  whose  attachment  to  his  person  and  his  lawe  he 
might  otherwise  have  most  implicitly  relied. 

Yet  it  was  with  no  doubtful  prospects  of  success  that  he  girded 
himself  for  the  battle.  His  Norman  feudatories  to  the  south,  and 
his  Tuscan  alliance  to  the  north,  promised  security  to  the  papal 
city.  Disaffection  was  widely  spread  among  the  commonalty  of  the 
Empire.  The  Saxons  were  on  the  verge  of  revolt.  The  Dukes  of 
Swabia,  Cariuthia,  and  Bavaria,  were  brooding  over  insntferabla 
wrongs.  From  the  young  and  debauched  Emperor,  it  seemed  idle 
to  dread  any  resolved  or  formidable  hostility.  From  the  other 
powers  of  Europe  Henry  could  expect  no  succour.  From  every 
region  of  Christendom,  the  Church,  in  a  voice  which,  though 
inarticulate,  was  audible  to  the  Supreme  Pontiff,  invoked  a  remedy  , 
for  the  tJTtiBc  in  holy  things,  and  for  the  fearful  pollutions  heueath 
which  she  was  groaning ;  and  that  heavenly  Bride  assured  him  that 
when  he  shoidd  have  strangled  the  monsters  of  iniquity  by  whom 
she  was  oppressed,  he  should  be  recompensed  by  every  honour  which 
man  could  confer,  and  by  every  benediction  which  God  bestows  on 
his  most  favoured  servants.     He  heard,  and  he  obeyed, 

From  the  most  remote  Christian  antiquity,  the  marriage  of 
clergymen  had  been  regarded  with  the  dislike,  and  their  celibacy 
rewarded  by  tlie  commendation,  of  the  people.  Among  the  ecclesi- 
astical heroes  of  the  first  four  centuries,  it  is  scarcely  possible  to 
point  to  one  who  was  not,  in  this  respect,  an  imitator  of  Paul  rather 

'  than  of  Peter.  Among  the  ecclesiastical  writers  of  those  times, 
it  is  scarcely  possible  to  refer  to  one  by  whom  the  superior  sanctity 
of  the  unmarried  to  the  conjugal  state  is  not  either  directly  incul- 
catetl  or  tacitly  assumed.     This  prevailing  sentiment  had  ripened 

I   into  a  customary  law,  and  the  observance  of  that  custom  had  been 

I  enforced  by  edicts  and  menaces,  by  rewards  and  penalties.  But 
nature  had  triumphed  over  tradition,  and   had  proved  too  strong 

'    for  Councils  and  for  Popes. 

IftTien  Hildebrand  ascended  the  chair  iirst  occupied  by  a  married 

I   Apostle,  bis  spirit  burned  within  him  to  see  that  marriage  held  iu 

[  her  impure  and  unhallowed  bonds  a  large  proportion  of  those  who 
ministered  at  the  altar,  and  who  handled  there  the  veiy  substance 
of  the  incarnate  Deity.  It  was  a  profanation  well  adapted  to  arouse 
the  jealousy,  not  less  than  to  wound  the  conscience,  of  the  Pontiff. 

'  Secular  cares  suited  ill  with  the  stern  duties  of  a  theocratic  ministry. 
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Domestic  aflFections  would  choke  or  enervate  that  corporate  passion 
which  might  otherwise  be  directed  with  unmitigated  ardour  towards 
their  chief  and  centre.  Clerical  celibacy,  on  the  other  hand,  would 
exhibit  to  those  who  trod  the  outer  courts  of  the  great  Christian 
temple,  the  impressive  image  of  a  transcendental  perfection,  too 
pure  not  only  for  the  coarser  delights  of  sense,  but  even  for  the 
alloy  of  conjugal  or  parental  love.  It  would  fill  the  world  with 
adherents  of  Rome,  in  whom  every  feeling  would  be  quenched 
which  could  rival  that  sacred  allegiance.  From  every  monastery 
might  be  summoned  a  phalanx  of  allies  to  overpower  the  more 
numerous,  but  dispersed  and  feeble  antagonists  of  such  an  innova- 
tion. In  every  mitred  churchman  it  would  find  an  active  partisan. 
The  people,  ever  rigid  in  exacting  eminent  virtue  from  their  teachers, 
would  be  rude  but  efifective  zealots  of  a  ghostly  discipline  from 
which  they  were  themselves  to  be  exempt. 

With  such  anticipations,  Gregory,  within  a  few  weeks  from  his 
accession,  convened  a  council  at  the  Lateran,  and  proposed  a  law, 
not,  as  formerly,  forbidding  the  marriage  of  priests,  but  command- 
ing every  priest  to  put  away  his  wife,  and  requiring  all  la3mien  to 
absent  themselves  from  any  sacred  office  which  any  wedded  priest 
might  presume  to  celebrate.  Never  was  legislative  foresight  so 
verified  by  the  result.  What  the  great  Council  of  Nicaea  had 
attempted  in  vain,  the  Bishops  assembled  in  the  presence  of  Hilde- 
brand  accomplished,  at  his  instance,  at  once,  effectually,  and  for 
ever.  Lamentable  indeed  were  the  complaints,  and  bitter  the 
reproaches,  of  the  sufierers.  *  Were  the  most  sacred  ties  thus  to 
be  torn  asimder  at  the  ruthless  bidding  of  an  Italian  priest  ?  Were 
men  to  become  angels,  or  were  angels  to  be  brought  down  from 
heaven  to  minister  among  men?'  Eloquence  was  never  more 
pathetic,  more  just,  or  more  imavailing.  Prelate  after  prelate 
silenced  these  remonstrances  by  austere  rebukes.  Legate  after 
legate  arrived  with  papal  menaces  to  the  remonstrants.  Monks 
and  abbots  preached  the  continency  which  they  at  least  professed. 
Kings  and  barons  laughed  over  their  cups  at  many  a  merry  tale  of 
compulsory  divorce.  Mobs  pelted,  hooted,  and  besmeared  with 
profane  and  filthy  baptisms  the  unhappy  victims  of  pontifical 
rigour.  It  was  a  struggle  not  to  be  prolonged.  Broken  hearts 
pined  and  died  away  in  silence.  Expostulations  subsided  into 
lAurmuts,  and  murmurs  were  drowned  in  the  general  shout  of  vic- 
tory. Eight  hundred  years  have  since  passed  away.  Amidst  the 
wreck  of  laws,  opinions,  and  institutions,  this  decree  of  Hildebrand's 
at  this  day  rules  the  Latin  Church,  in  every  land  where  sacrifices 
are  still  offered  on  her  altars.  Among  us,  but  not  of  us, — valuing 
their  rights  as  citizens,  chiefly  as  instrumental  to  their  powers  as 
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ehiirchmen— minifrtera  of  love,  to  whom  the  heart  of  a  husband  and 
a  father  ia  an  inscnitable  mystery — teachers  of  duties,  the  moat 
Bacred  of  which  they  may  not  practise — compelled  daily  to  gaz 
the  most  polluted  imagery  of  man's  fallen  heart,  but  denied  the 
refuge  of  nature  from  a  poUuted  imagination — professors  of  a  virtue 
of  which,  from  the  death  of  the  righteous  Abel  down  to  the  birth, 
of  the  fervent  Peter,  no  solitary  example  is  recorded  in  Holy 
Writ — excluded  from  that  posthumous  life  in  remote  descendants, 
in  the  devout  anticipation  of  which  the  patriarchs  were  enabled  to 
walk  meekly,  but  exnltingly,  with  their  God — the  sacerdotal  caste 
yet  flourishes  in  every  Chriatian  land,  the  imperishable  and  gloomy 
monument  both  of  that  far-sighted  genius  which  thus  devised  the 
means  of  papal  despotism,  and  of  that  ehort-sighted  wisdom  which 
proposed  to  itself  that  despotism  as  a  legitimate  and  a  laudable  end, 

With  this  Spartan  rigour  towards  hia  adherents,  Gregory  com- 
bined a  more  than  Athenian  address  and  audacity  towards  his 
rivals  and  antagonists.  So  long  as  the  monarchs  of  the  West  might 
freely  bestow  on  the  objects  of  their  choice  the  sees  and  abbeys  of 
their  states,  papal  dominion  could  be  but  a  passing  dream,  and 
papal  independency  an  empty  boast.  CoiTupt  motives  usually 
determined  theii-  choice;  and  the  objects  of  it  were  but  seldom 
worthy.  Ecclesiastical  dignities  were  often  sold  to  the  liighest  bid- 
der, and  then  the  purchaser  indemnified  himself  by  a  use  no  less 
mercenary  of  hie  own  patron^e ;  or  they  were  given  as  a  reward 
to  some  martial  retainer,  and  the  new  churchman  could  not  ' 
forget  that  he  had  once  been  a  soldier.  The  cope  and  the  coat-of- 
mail  were  worn  alternately.  The  same  hand  bore  the  crucifix  in 
the  holy  festival,  and  the  sword  in  the  day  of  battle.  Episcopal 
warriors  and  abbatial  courtiers  thus  learned  to  regard  themaelve« 
rather  as  feudatories  holding  of  their  temporal  lord,  than  as  liege- 
men owing  obedience  to  their  spiritual  chief.  In  the  hands  of  the 
newly  consecrated  Bishop  was  placed  a  staff,  and  on  hia  finger  a 
ring,  which,  received  as  they  were  from  his  temporal  sovereign, 
proclaimed  that  homage  and  fealty  were  due  to  him  alone.  And 
thus  the  sacerdotal  Proconsuls  of  Rome  liecame,  in  sentiment  at 
least,  and  by  the  powerful  obligation  of  honour,  the  vicegerents, 
not  of  the  Pontifex  Maximns,  but  of  the  Imperator. 

To  dissolve  this  frinoda  necessitas  of  simouiacal  preferments, 
military  service,  and  feudal  vassalage,  a  feebler  spirit  would  have 
exhorted,  negotiated,  and  compromised.  To  Gregory  it  belonged 
first  to  subdue  men  by  courage,  and  then  to  rule  them  by  reverence. 
Addressing  the  world  in  the  language  of  his  generation,  he  pro- 
claimed to  every  potentate,  fi-om  tile  Baltic  to  the  Straits  of  Calp^, 
all  human  authority  being  holden  of  the  divine,  and  God  him- 
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self  having  delegated  his  own  sovereignty  over  men  to  the  Prince 
of  the  Sacred  College,  a  divine  right  to  universal  obedience  was  the 
inalienable  attribute  of  the  Boman  Pontiffs,  of  whom,  as  the 
supreme  earthly  suzerain,  emperors  and  kings  held  their  crowns, 
patriarchs  and  bishops  their  mitres ;  and  held  them  not  mediately 
through  each  other,  but  immediately,  as  tenants  in  capite^  from 
the  one  legitimate  representative  of  the  great  Apostle. 

In  turning  over  the  collection  of  the  epistles  of  Hildebrand,  we 
are  everywhere  met  by  this  doctrine  asserted  in  a  tone  of  the 
calmest  dignity  and  the  most  serene  conviction.  Thus  he  informs 
the  French  monarch  that  every  house  in  his  kingdom  owed  to 
Peter,  as  their  father  and  pastor,  an  annual  tribute  of  a  penny,  and 
he  commands  his  legates  to  collect  it  in  token  of  the  subjection  of 
France  to  the  Holy  See.  He  assures  Solomon,  the  King  of  Him- 
gary,  that  his  territories  are  the  property  of  the  Holy  fioj 
Church.  Solomon  being  incredulous  and  refractory,  was  dethroned 
by  his  competitor  for  the  Hungarian  crown.  His  more  pru^Jent 
successor,  Ladislaus,  acknowledged  himself  the  vassal  of  the  F^s^, 
and  paid  him  tribute.  To  Corsica  a  legate  was  sent  to  govern  the"--. 
demesnes  of  the  Papacy  in  the  island,  and  to  recover  the  rest  of  it 
from  the  Saracens.  To  the  Sardinians  an  account  was  despatched 
of  Gregory's  title  to  their  obedience,  with  menaces  of  a  Norman 
invasion  if  it  should  be  withheld.  On  Demetrius,  Duke  of  Dal- 
matia,  we  find  him  conferring  the  kingly  title,  reserving  a  yearly 
payment  of  two  hundred  pieces  of  silver  ^  to  the  holy  Pope  Gre- 
gory and  his  successors  lawfully  elected,  as  supreme  lords  of  the 
Dalmatian  kingdom.'  Among  the  visitors  of  Rome  was  a  youth, 
described  in  one  of  these  epistles  as  son  of  the  King  of  Eussia. 
The  letter  informs  the  sovereign  so  designated,  that,  at  the  request 
of  the  young  Prince,  the  Pontiff  had  administered  to  him  the  oath 
of  fealty  to  St.  Peter  and  his  successors,  not  doubting  that  *  it 
would  be  approved  by  the  king  and  all  the  lords  of  his  kingdom, 
since  the  Apostle  would  henceforth  regard  their  country  as  his  own, 
and  defend  it  accordingly.'  From  Sweno  the  Dane  he  exacted  a 
promise  of  subjection.  From  the  recently  converted  Polanders  he 
demanded  and  received,  as  sovereign  lord  of  the  country,  an  annual 
tribute  of  an  hundred  marks  in  silver.  From  every  part  of  the 
European  continent  Bishops  were  summoned  by  these  imperial 
missives  to  Bome,  and  there  were  either  condemned  and  deposed, 
or  absolved  and  confirmed  in  their  sees.  In  France,  in  Spain,  and 
in  Germany,  we  find  his  legates  exercising  the  same  power ;  and 
the  conespondence  records  many  a  stem  rebuke,  sometimes  for 
their  undue  remissness,  sometimes  for  their  misapplied  severity. 
The  rescripts  of  Trajan  scarcely  exhibit  a  firmer  assurance  both  of 
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the  right  and  the  power  to  control  every  other  authority,  whether 
secular  or  sacerdotal,  throughout  the  civilised  world. 

There  was,  however,  in  the  case  of  the  Normans,  a  memorable 
exception.  Robert  the  Norman  conqueror  of  Sicily,  and  William 
the  Norman  conqueror  of  England,  steeped  in  blood  and  sacrilege, 
were  the  most  shameless  and  cruel  of  usm-pers.  The  groans  and 
curses  of  the  oppressed  cried  aloud  for  vengeance  against  them. 
But  the  apostolic  indignation,  though  roused  by  the  active  vices  of 
the  Emperor,  and  by  the  apathetic  depravity  of  Philip  of  France, 
had  for  these  tyrants  no  menaces  of  wrath,  no  exhortations  to  repent- 
ance. Robert  was  embraced  and  honoured  as  the  faithfi^J  ally  of 
Rome.  William  was  addressed  in  the  blandest  accents  of  esteem 
and  tenderness.  ^  You  exhibit  towards  us'  (such  is  the  style)  *the 
attachment  of  a  dutiful  son,  yea,  of  a  son  whose  heart  is  moved  by 
the  love  of  his  mother.  Therefore,  my  beloved  son,  let  your  con- 
duct be  all  that  your  language  has  been.  Let  what  you  have  pro- 
mised be  effectually  performed.'  The  injunction  was  not  dis- 
obeyed ;  for  even  of  promises  the  grim  conqueror  of  the  North  had 
been  suflBciently  parsimonious.  As  Duke  of  Normandy,  he  remitted 
to  the  Pope  the  amount  of  certain  dues.  As  King  of  England,  he 
indignantly  refused  the  required  oath  of  fealty.  *  I  hold  my  king- 
dom of  Grod  and  of  my  sword,'  was  his  stern  and  decisive  answer.. 
Something  the  papal  legate  dared  to  mutter  of  the  worthlessness 
of  gold  without  obedience ;  but  the  gold  was  accepted,  and  the  dis- 
obedience endured.  These  were  not  the  days  of  John,  surnamed 
Lackland ;  and  for  Innocent  the  Third  was  reserved,  by  his  great 
predecessor,  the  glory  of  receiving,  from  an  English  sovereign  on 
his  bended  knee,  the  crown  which,  while  it  rested  on  the  head  of 
William,  challenged  equal  honours  with  the  papal  tiara.  For  con- 
cessions more  favourable  to  his  hopes  of  imlimited  dominion,  the 
Pontiff  turned  to -a  sovereign  whose  crimes  no  triumphs  had  sancti- 
fied, and  no  heroism  redeemed. 

Alexander's  citation  had  been  despised  by  Henry,  and  was  not 
revived  by  Hildebrand.  Every  post  from  Germany  brought  fresh 
proof  that,  without  the  use  of  weapons  so  hazardous,  the  Emperor 
must,  ere  long,  be  reduced  to  solicit  the  aid  of  Rome  on  such  terms 
as  Rome  might  see  fit  to  dictate.  Dark  as  were  the  middle  ages, 
the  German  court  had  liglit  enough  (if  we  may  credit  the  chroni- 
clers) to  anticipate  our  own  enlightened  Irish  policy.  The  ancient 
chiefs  of  Saxony  were  imprisoned,  and  their  estates  confiscate!  and 
granted  to  absent  lords  and  prelates.  Tithe  proctors  hovered  like 
birds  of  prey  over  the  Saxon  fields.  A  project  was  fol-med  for 
driving  the  ancient  inhabitants  into  a  Saxon  pale,  and  for  convert- 
ing the  land  into  a  great  Swabian  Colony.     Castles  frowned  on 
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every  height*  Their  garrisons  pillaged  and  enslaved  the  helpless 
people.  Alliances  were  formed  vdth  the  Bavarian  and  the  Dane 
to  crush  a  race  hated  for  their  former  pre-eminence,  and  despised 
for  their  recent  sufferings.  Nothing  was  wanting  to  complete  the 
parallel  but  discord  and  dejection  amongst  the  intended  victims. 

Groaning  under  the  oppressions,  and  penetrating  the  designs  of 
their  sovereign,  the  Saxons  solicited  for  their  leaders  an  audience 
at  Croslar.  The  appointed  day  arrived.  The  deputies  presented 
themselves  at  the  palace.  Henry  was  engaged  at  a  game  of  hazard, 
and  bade  them  wait  till  he  had  played  it  out.  A  stem  and  indig- 
nant demand  for  justice  repelled  the  insult.  A  second  time,  in  all 
the  insolence  of  youth,  Henry  returned  a  contemptuous  answer. 
In  a  few  hours  he  found  himself  blockaded  at  his  castle  of  Hartz- 
burg  by  a  vast  assemblage  of  armed  men,  under  the  command  of 
Otho  of  Nordheim ;  the  Tell  or  Hofer  of  his  native  land. 

Escaping  with  difficulty,  the  Emperor  traversed  Western  Ger- 
many to  collect  forces  for  crushing  the  Saxon  insurgents.  But  the 
spell  of  his  Imperial  name,  and  of  his  noble  presence,  was  broken. 
The  crimes  of  a  defeated  fugitive  were  unpardonable.  His  allies 
made  common  cause  with  the  Saxons,  whom  they  had  so  lately 
leagued  to  destroy.  Long  repressed  resentment  burst  out  in  the 
grossest  indignities  against  the  recreant  sovereign.  Unworthy  to 
wear  his  spurs  or  his  crown,  (so  ran  the  popular  arraignment,) 
he  descended  at  a  step  from  the  summit  of  human  greatness,  to  the 
condition  of  an  outcast  from  human  society.  A  diet  had  been 
summoned  for  his  deposition.  His  sceptre  had  been  offered  to 
Rudolf  of  Swabia.  A  few  days  more,  and  his  crown,  if  not  his 
life,  would  have  been  forfeited,  when  an  opportune  illness,  and  a 
rumour  of  his  death,  awakened  among  his  subjects  the  dormant 
feelings  of  attachment  and  compassion.  Haggard  from  disease, 
abject  in  appearance,  destitute,  deserted,  and  unhappy,  he  pre- 
sented himself  to  the  citizens  of  Worms.  The  ebbing  tide  of 
loyalty  rushed  violently  back  into  its  wonted  channels.  Shouts  of 
welcome  ran  along  the  walls.  Every  house-top  rang  with  ac- 
clamations. Women  wept  over  his  wrongs.  Men-at-arms  devoted 
their  lives,  and  rich  burghers  their  purses,  to  his  cause.  The  diet 
was  dissolved,  Rudolf  fled,  and  it  remained  for  Henry  to  practise, 
on  his  recovered  throne,  the  lessons  he  had  learned  in  the  school  of 
adversity. 

Those  lessons  had  been  unfolded  and  enforced  by  the  parental 
admonitions  of  Gregory.  The  royal  penitent  answered  by  promises 
of  amendment,  *  full '  (as  the  Pope  declared)  ^  of  sweetness  and 
of  duty.'  Nor  was  this  a  mere  lip  homage.  To  prove  his  sin- 
cerity, he  abandoned  to  the  Pope  the  government  of  the  great  see 
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and  city  of  Milan,  the  strongest  hold  of  the  Imperialists  in  Italy. 
A  single  desire  engrossed  the  heart  of  Henry.  No  sacrifice  seemed 
too  costly  which  might  enable  him  to  inflict  an  overwhelming  ven- 
geance on  the  Saxon  people ;  no  price  excessive  by  which  he  could 
purchase  the  aid,  or  at  least  the  neutrality,  of  Hildebrand  in  the 
impending  struggle.  The  concessions  were  accepted  by  the  Pope, 
the  motive  understood,  and  the  equivalent  rendered.  With  gra* 
cious  words  to  the  Emperor  and  to  Eudolf,  with  pacific  councils 
and  vague  promises  to  the  Saxons,  Hildebrand  retired  from  all 
further  intervention  in  a  strife  of  which  it  remained  for  him  to 
watch  the  issue,  and  to  reap  the  advantage. 

It  was  in  the  depth  of  a  severe  winter  that  Henry,  hoping  to 
surprise  the  insurgents,  marched  from  Worms  at  the  head  of  forces 
furnished  by  the  wealth  and  zeal  of  that  faithful  city.  Drifts  of 
snow  obstructed  his  advance.  The  frozen  streams  could  no  longer 
turn  the  mills  on  which  he  depended  for  subsistence.  Meteors 
blazed  in  the  skies,  and  the  dispirited  soldiers  trembled  at  such 
accumulated  omens  of  disaster.  In  that  anxious  host,  one  bosom 
alone  was  heedless  of  danger,  and  unconscious  of  suffering.  He, 
who  had  hitherto  been  known  only  as  a  profligate  and  luxurious 
youth,  now  urged  on  his  followers  through  cold,  disease,  and 
famine,  to  the  Saxon  frontier.  But  there  Otho  awaited  him  at  the 
head  of  a  large  and  well-disciplined  army.  The  Imperialists 
declined  the  unequal  encounter.  Again  Henry  was  reduced  to 
capitulate.  Humbled  a  second  time  before  his  subjects,  he  bound 
himself  to  dismantle  his  fortresses,  to  withdraw  his  garrisons,  to 
restore  the  confiscated  fiefs,  to  confirm  their  ancient  Saxon  pri- 
vileges, and  to  grant  an  amnesty  unlimited  and  universal. 

The  treaty  of  Gerstungen  (so  it  was  called)  was  dictated  by 
animosity  and  distrust,  and  was  carried  into  execution  by  the  con- 
querors in  the  spirit  of  vindictive  triumph.  They  expelled  from 
his  residence  at  Groslar  their  dejected  king  and  his  household,  and 
destroyed  the  town  of  Hartzburg  with  his  royal  sepulchre,  where 
lay  the  bones  of  his  infant  son,  and  of  others  of  his  nearest  kin- 
dred. The  graves  were  broken  open,  and  their  ghastly  contents 
exposed  to  shameful  and  inhuman  contumelies  —  a  wild  revenge, 
and  a  too  plausible  pretext  for  a  fearful  and  not  distant  retribu- 
tion. 

Henry  returned  to  his  Rhenish  provinces  to  meditate  vengeance. 
Reckless  of  any  remoter  danger  in  which  the  indulgence  of  that 
fierce  passion  might  involve  him,  he  invoked  the  arbitrament  of 
the  Pope,  and  called  on  him  to  excommunicate  the  sacrilegious 
race  who  had  burned  the  church,  and  desecrated  the  sepulchres, 
of  his  forefathers.     Gregory  watched   the  gathering   tempest  of 
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civil  war,  received  the  appeals  of  the  contending  parties,  and  an- 
swered both,  by  renewed  injunctions  of  obedience  to  himself.  To 
the  Saxons  he  sent  homilies ;  to  the  Emperor  an  embassy,  graced 
by  the  imme  and  the  presence  of  his  mother,  Agnes.  She  bore  a 
papal  mandate  to  her  son  to  enforce  the  celibacy  of  the  clergy, 
and  to  restore  to  its  lawful  channels  the  patronage  of  the  Church. 
Henry  promised  obedience.  The  legates  then  convoked  a  national 
synod,  to  be  held  in  Germany  under  their  own  presidency.  To 
this  encroachment  also,  Henry  submitted.  A  remonstrance 
against  it  from  the  Archbishop  of  Bremen  was  answered  by  a 
l^antine  sentence  suspending  him  from  his  see.  Still  the  Em- 
peror was  passive.  Another  sentence  of  the  papal  ambassadors 
exiled  from  the  court  and  presence  of  Henry  five  of  his  councillors 
whom  Alexander  had  excommunicated.  No  signal  of  resistance 
was  given  by  their  insulted  sovereign.  Edicts  for  the  government 
of  the  Teutonic  Church  were  promulgated  without  the  usual 
courtesy  of  asking  his  concurrence.  They  provoked  from  him  no 
show  of  resentment.  Their  work  accomplished,  the  legates  re- 
turned to  Bome,  the  messengers  of  successes  over  the  authority  of 
the  Caesar,  more  important  than  any  former  Pope  had  ventured  to 
anticipate.  Applause,  honours,  and  preferments  rewarded  the 
associates  of  Agnes;  while  to  herself  were  given  assurances  of 
celestial  joy,  and  of  a  distinguished  place  among  the  choristers  of 
heaven. 

Her  less  aspiring  son  fed  his  mind  with  hopes  of  vengeance,  ren- 
dered as  he  thought  more  sure  by  all  his  concessions  to  the  Eoman 
Pontiff.  Twice,  indeed,  he  had  recoiled  ignominiously  from  the 
Saxon  frontier.  But  from  defeat  itself  he  might  draw  the  means  of 
victory.  By  the  great  feudatories  of  the  Empire,  the  spectacle  of 
armed  peasants  and  wealthy  burghers  imposing  terms  of  peace  on 
the  successor  of  Charlemagne,  had  been  regarded  with  proud  scorn 
and  indignation.  They  resented  the  rising  fame  and  influence  of 
Otho.  He  and  his  followers  might  become  strong  enough  to  re- 
sume by  arms  the  estates  they  had  lost  by  confiscation.  Rumours 
were  already  rife  of  such  designs.  To  fan  these  flames  and  deepen 
these  alarms,  and  thus  to  excite  among  restless  chiefs  and  predatory 
bands  the  appetite  for  war  and  plunder,  became  the  easy  and  suc- 
cessful labour  of  the  impatient  Emperor.  At  Henry's  summons, 
the  whole  strength  of  Germany  was  collected  on  the  Elbe  to  crush, 
in  his  quarrel,  the  power  they  had  so  lately  aided  to  depose  him. 
There  were  to  be  seen  the  crucifix  of  the  Abbot  of  Fulda,  and 
there  the  sacred  banner  of  the  Archbishop  of  Mentz.  There 
Guelph,  the  Bavarian,  raised  his  ducal  standard  to  reconquer  the 
broad  lands  restored  to  their  former  owners  by  the  treaty  of  Ger- 
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stungen.  There,  surrounded  by  the  chivalry  of  Lorraine,  and  re- 
stored by  the  Emperor  to  that  forfeited  principality,  Godfrey 
repaid  the  boon  by  the  desertion  of  the  alliance,  conjugal  as  well 
as  political,  which  bound  him  to  the  House  of  Tuscany.  There 
appeared  the  King  of  Hungary,  lured  by  the  hope  of  new  pro- 
vinces to  be  assigned  to  him  on  the  dismemberment  of  Saxony, 
And  there,  in  the  centre  of  countless  pennons,  came  Budolf,  to 
prove  his  loyalty  to  the  prince  whose  throne  he  had  so  recently 
endeavoured  to  usurp. 

The  tide  of  war  rolled  on  towards  the  devoted  land.  *  It  had  been 
saved,  if  penitence,  humility,  and  prayer  were  of  the  same  power 
in  the  courts  of  earth  as  in  those  of  heaven.  It  had  been  saved^ 
if  courage  gathered  from  despair,  and  guided  by  patriotism,  could 
have  availed  against  such  a  confederacy  of  numbers  and  of  disci- 
pline. But  prayer  was  vain,  and  patriotism  impotent.  A  long  sum- 
mer's day  had  reached  its  close,  when,  under  the  command  of  their 
great  leader  Otho,  the  Saxon  lines  approached  the  Unstrut.  On 
the  opposite  banks  of  that  stream  the  Imperialists  had  already 
encamped.  Neither  army  was  aware  of  the  vicinity  of  the  other, 
and  Henry  had  retired  to  rest,  when  Rudolf  roused  him  with  the 
intelligence  that  the  insurgent  forces  were  at  hand,  unarmed,  and 
heedless  of  their  danger,  the  ready  prey  of  a  sudden  and  immediate 
attack.  The  Emperor  threw  himself  in^  transport  of  gratitude 
at  the  feet  of  his  adviser,  and,  leaping  on  his  horse,  led  forward 
his  forces  to  the  promised  victory. 

In  this  strange  world  of  ours,  tragedies,  of  which  the  dire  plot 
and  dark  catastrophe  might  seem  to  be  borrowed  from  hell,  are  not 
seldom  depicted  by  historical  dramatists  in  colours  clear  and  bril- 
liant as  those  which  may  be  imagined  to  repose  over  Paradise, 
One  of  the  mitred  combatants  has  sung,  and  Lambert,  the  chroni- 
cler of  Aschafnaburg,  has  narrated  the  battle  of  the  Unstrut.  The 
Bishop's  hexameters  have  all  the  charm  which  usually  belongs  to 
episcopal  charges.  But  Lambert  is  among  the  most  graphic  and 
animated  of  historians.  His  picture  of  the  field  glows  with  his 
own  military  ardour,  and  is  thronged  with  incidents  and  with 
figures  which  might  well  be  transferred  to  the  real  canvass. 
Among  them  we  distinguish  the  ill-arranged  Saxon  lines  broken, 
flying,  and  again  forming  at  the  voice  of  Otho  as  it  rises  above  the 
tumult,  and  then  rushing  after  him  with  naked  swords,  and  naked 
bosoms,  on  the  main  battle  of  the  triumphant  invaders.  And  still 
the  eye  follows  Otho  wherever  there  are  fainting  hearts  to  rally,  or 
a  fierce  onslaught  to  repel ;  — and  we  seem  almost  to  hear  the 
shrill  war-cry  of  the  Swabians  from  the  van  of  the  Imperial  host, 
where,  by  a  proud  hereditary  right,  they  had  claimed  to  stand ; — 
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and  Budolf  their  leader,  the  very  minister  of  death,  is  ever  in  the 
midst  of  the  carnage,  himself,  as  if  in  covenant  with  the  grave, 
unharmed;  — and  in  the  agony  and  crisis  of  the  strife, Henry,  the 
idol  to  whom  this  bloody  sacrifice  is  offered,  is  seen  in  Lambert's 
battle-piece  leaping  at  the  head  of  his  reserve  on  his  exhausted 
enemies,  sweeping  whole  ranks  into  confused  masses,  and  amid 
shrieks,  and  groans,  and  fruitless  prayers,  and  fruitless  curses,  im- 
molating them  to  his  insatiable  revenge. 

The  Sim  went  down  on  that  Aceldama  amidst  the  exultations  of 
the  victorious  allies.  It  rose  on  them  the  following  morning 
agitated  by  grief,  by  discord,  and  by  disaffection.  Many  nobles 
who  had  fought  the  day  before  under  the  Imperial  banner,  were 
stretched  on  the  field  of  battle.  The  enthusiasm  of  the  Saxons 
had  proved  at  how  fearful  a  price,  if  at  all,  the  selfish  ends  of  the 
confederacy  must  be  attained.  They  mourned  the  extinction  of 
one  of  the  eyes  of  Germany.  Silently  but  rapidly  the  armament 
dissolved.  Godfrey  alone  remained  to  prosecute  the  war.  With 
his  aid  it  was  brought  by  Henry  to  a  successful  issue.  A  capitu- 
lation placed  Olho  and  the  other  leaders  in  the  Emperor's  power. 
With  their  persons  secured,  their  estates  forfeited,  and  their  re- 
sources destroyed,  he  returned  to  join  with  the  loyal  citizens  of 
Worms  in  chanting  the  *  Te  Deum  laudamus.'  The  same  sacred 
strain  had  but  a  few  days  before  celebrated  at  Eome  a  still  more 
important  and  enduring  victory. 

Gregory  had  rightly  judged,  that  while  the  rival  princes  were 
immersed  in  civil  war,  he  might  securely  convene  the  princes  of 
the  Church  to  give  efifect  to  designs  of  far  deeper  significance. 
The  long  aisles  of  the  Lateran  were  crowded  with  grave  Canonists 
and  mitred  Abbots,  with  Bishops  and  G^Jdinals,  with  the  high 
fimctionaries,   and   the   humble   apparitors,  of    the   Papal   State. 
Proudly  eminent  above  them  all,  sat  the  Vicar  and  Vicegerent  of 
the  King  of  kings.      Masses  were  sung,  and  homilies  were  deli- 
vered, and  rites   were  performed,  of  which  the  origin  might  be 
traced  back  to  the  worship  of  the  Capitoline  Jove ;  and  then  was 
enacted,  by  the  ecclesiastical  Senate,  a  law,  not  unlike   the  most 
arrogant  of  those  which  eleven  centuries  before  had  been  promul- 
gated in  the  Capitol.     It  forbade  the  kings  and  rulers  of  the  earth 
to  exercise  their  ancient  right  of  investiture  of  any  spiritual  dig- 
nitary, and  transferred  to  the  Pope   alone  a  patronage  and   an 
influence  more  than  suflBcient  to  balance,  within  their  own  domin- 
ions, all  the  powers  of  all  the  monarchs  of  Christendom.     In  the 
darkest  hours  of  Imperial  despotism,  the  successors  of  Julius  had 
never  enjoyed,  or  demanded,  an  authority  so  wide  or  so  absolute. 
Even  the  daring  spirit  by  which  the  decree  had  been  dictated,  drew 
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back  from  the  immediate  publication  of  it.  The  Pope  intimated 
to  the  German  court  and  prelates  the  other  acts  of  the  council,  but 
passed  over  in  silence  the  great  edict  for  which  they  had  been  as- 
sembled, and  by  which  they  were  to  be  immortalised.  It  reposed 
in  the  Papal  Chancery  as  an  authority  to  be  invoked  at  a  more 
convenient  season,  and,  in  the  meantime,  as  a  text  for  the  rulers 
of  the  earth  to  ponder,  and  for  the  learned  to  interpret.  To  Hil- 
debrand  it  belonged  neither  to  expound  nor  to  threaten,  but  to 
act. 

The  Bishop  of  Lucca  was  dead :  the  Pope  nominated  his  suc- 
cessor. The  Bishop  of  Bamberg  was  accused  of  simony :  the  Pope 
suspended  him.  The  Archbishop  of  Bremen  still  denied  the  right 
of  Papal  legates  to  preside  in  a  German  synod :  the  Pope  deprived 
him  of  his  see,  and  of  the  holy  sacraments.  The  Bishops  of  Pavia, 
Turin,  and  Placentia  adhered  to  Honorius:  the  Pope  deposed 
them.  Henry's  five  exiled  councillors  gave  no  signs  of  repentance : 
the  Pope  again  excommunicated  them.  The  Normans  invaded  the 
Eoman  territory :  the  Pope  assailed  them  by  a  solemn  anathema. 
Philip  of  France  continued  to  indulge  himself,  and  to  pillage 
every  one  else:  the  Pope  upbraided  and  menaced  him.  Thus 
with  maledictions,  sometimes  as  deadly  as  the  Pontine  miasma, 
sometimes  as  innocuous  as  the  Mediterranean  breeze,  he  waged 
war  with  his  antagonists,  and  exercised,  in  reality,  the  powers 
which  he  yet  hesitated  to  assert  in  words. 

To  the  conqueror  of  Saxony  these  encroachments  and  anathemas 
of  the  Pontifif  appeared  more  ofifensive  than  formidable.  He 
retaliated  rather  by  scorn  than  by  active  hostility.  He  heaped 
favours  on  his  own  excommunicated  councillors  —  sent  one  of  his 
chaplains  to  ascend  the* vacant  episcopal  throne  of  Lucca  —  nomi- 
nated an  obscure  and  scandalous  member  of  his  own  household 
for  the  princely  mitre  of  Cologne — and  forbade  his  Saxon  subjects 
to  appeal  to  Rome,  even  in  cases  exclusively  ecclesiastical.  To 
Henry,  the  Pontifif  seemed  an  angry,  arrogant,  vituperative,  old 
man,  best  to  be  encountered  by  contempt.  To  Gregory,  the 
Emperor  appeared  as  the  feeble  and  unconscious  agent  in  a  provi- 
dential scheme  for  subjecting  the  secular  to  the  spiritual  dynasty. 
To  such  as  could  read  the  signs  of  the  times,  it  was  evident  that, 
on  either  side,  this  contempt  was  misplaced  ;  and  that  a  long  and 
sanguinary  conflict  drew  near,  by  which  the  future  destinies  of  the 
world  would  be  determined. 

Events  hurried  rapidly  onward  to  that  crisis.  Complaints  were 
preferred  to  the  Holy  See  of  crimes  committed  by  Henry  against 
the  Saxon  Church  which  cried  for  vengeance,  and  of  vices  practised 
by  him  in  private,  which  rendered  him  unfit  for  communion  with 
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his  fellow-Christians.  Gregory  cited  the  Emperor  to  appear  before 
him  to  answer  these  charges.  The  Emperor,  if  we  may  believe 
the  papal  historians^  answered  by  an  attempt  to  assassinate  the 
author  of  so  presumptuous  a  citation. 

On   Christmas  eve,  in  the  year  1075,  the  city  of  Eome  was 
visited  by  a  dreadful  tempest.     Not  even  the  full  moon  of  Italy 
could  penetrate  the  dense  mass  of  superincumbent  clouds.     Dark- 
ness brooded  over  the  land,  and  the  trembling  spectators  believed 
that  the  day  of  final  judgment  was  about  to  dawn.     In  this  war  of 
the  elements,  however,  two  processions  were  seen  advancing  to  the 
Church  of  Santa  Maria  Maggiore.     At  the  head  of  one  was  the 
aged  Hildebrand,  conducting  a  few  priests  to  worship  at  the  shrine 
of  the  Virgo  Deipara.     The  other  was  preceded  by  Cencius,  a 
Roman  noble.     His  followers  were  armed  as  for  some  desperate 
enterprise.     At  each  pause  in  the  roar  of  the  tempest  might  be 
heard  the  hallelujahs  of  the  worshippers,  or  the  voice  of  the  PontifiF 
pouring  out  benedictions  on  the  little  flock  which  knelt  before 
him — ^when  the  arm  of  Cencius  grasped  his  person,  and  the  sword 
of  some  yet  more  daring  ruflSan  inflicted  a  wound  on  his  forehead. 
Bound  with  cords,  stripped  of  his  sacred  vestments,  beaten,  and 
subjected  to  the  basest  indignities,  the  venerable  minister  of  Christ 
was  carried  to  a  fortified  mansion,  within  the  walls  of  the  city, 
again  to  be  removed,  at  daybreak,  to  exile,  or  to  death.     Women 
were  there  with  women's  sympathy  and  kindly  offices,  but  they 
were  rudely  put  aside ;  and  a  drawn  sword  was  already  aimed  at 
the  PontifTs  bosom,  when  the  cries  of  a  fierce  multitude,  threaten- 
ing to  bum  or  batter  down  the  house,  arrested  the  arm  of  the 
assassin.     An  arrow,  discharged  from  below,  reached  and  slew  him. 
The  walls  rocked  beneath  the  strokes  of  the  maddened  populace, 
and  Cencius,  falling  at  his  prisoner's  feet,  became  himself  a  sup- 
pliant for  pardon,  and  for  life. 

In  profound  silence,  and  undisturbed  serenity,  Hildebrand  had 
thus  far  submitted  to  these  atrocious  indignities.  The  occasional 
raising  of  his  eyes  towards  heaven,  alone  indicated  his  consciousness 
of  them.  But  to  the  supplication  of  his  prostrate  enemy  he 
returned  an  instant  and  a  calm  assurance  of  forgiveness.  He 
rescued  Cencius  from  the  exasperated  besiegers,  dismissed  him  in 
safety  and  in  peace,  and  returned,  amidst  the  acclamations  of  the 
whole  Roman  people,  to  complete  the  interrupted  solemnities  of 
Santa  Maria  Maggiore. 

That  Henry  instigated  this  crime,  is  an  accusation  of  wtich  no 
proof  is  extant,  and  to  which  all  probabilities  are  opposed.  But 
such  a  belief  was  current  at  the  time ;  and  the  contest  thencefor- 
ward assumed  all  the  bitterness  of  personal  animosity.     To  the 
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charges  of  sacrilege,  impurity,  and  assassination,  preferred  against 
the  Emperor,  his  partisans  answered  by  denouncing  the  Pope  him- 
self, at  a  Synod  convened  at  Worms,  as  basebom,  and  as  guilty  of 
murder,  simony,  necromancy,  and  devil  worship,  of  habitual, 
though  concealed,  profligacy,  and  of  an  impious  profanation  of  the 
Eucharist.  Fortunately  for  the  fame  of  Gregory,  his  enemies 
have  written  a  book.  Cardinal  Benno,  one  of  the  most  inveterate 
of  them,  has  bequeathed  to  us  a  compendium  of  all  those  synodal 
invectives.  The  guilt  of  a  base  birth  is  established ;  for  Hilde- 
brand's  father  was  a  carpenter  in  the  little  Tuscan  town  of  Saone. 
The  other  imputations  are  refuted  by  the  evident  malignity  of  the 
writer,  and  by  the  utter  failure,  or  the  wild  extravagance,  of  his 
proofs. 

Such,  however,  was  not  the  judgment  of  the  Synod  of  Worms. 
A  debate,  of  two  days'  continuance,  closed  with  an  imanimous  vote 
that  Gregory  the  Seventh  should  be  abjured  and  deposed.  Henry 
first  aflBxed  his  signature  to  the  act  of  abjuration.  Then  each 
Archbishop,  Bishop,  and  Abbot,  rising  in  his  turn,  subscribed  the 
same  fatal  scroll.  Scarcely  was  the  assembly  dissolved,  before 
Imperial  messengers  were  on  their  way  to  secure  the  concurrence 
of  other  Churches,  and  the  support  of  the  temporal  princes.  On 
every  side,  but  especially  in  Northern  Italy,  a  fierce  and  sudden 
flame  attested  the  long  smouldering  resentment  of  the  prieste 
whom  the  Pope  had  divorced  from  their  wives ;  of  the  lords  whose 
simoniacal  traflSc  he  had  arrested ;  of  the  princes  whose  Norman 
invaders  he  had  cherished ;  of  the  ecclesiastics  whom  his  haughty 
demeanour  had  incensed;  of  the  licentious  whom  his  discipline 
had  revolted ;  and  of  the  patriotic  whom  his  ambition  had  alarmed. 
The  abjuration  of  Worms  was  adopted  with  enthusiasm  by  another 
Synod  at  Placenza.  Oaths  of  awful  significance  cemented  the 
confederacy.  Acts  of  desperate  hostility  bore  witness  to  the  de- 
termination of  the  confederates  to  urge  the  quarrel  to  extremities. 
Not  a  day  was  to  be  lost  in  intimating  to  Gregory  that  the  apostolic 
sceptre  had  fallen  from  his  hands,  and  that  the  Christian  Church 
was  once  more  free. 

It  was  now  the  second  week  in  Lent,  in  the  year  1076.  From 
his  throne,  beneath  the  sculptured  roof  of  the  Vatican,  Gregoiy, 
arrayed  in  the  rich  mantle,  the  pall,  and  the  other  mystic  vestments 
of  pontifical  dominion,  looked  down  the  far-receding  vista  of  the 
sacred  edifice  on  the  long  array  of  ecclesiastical  Lords  and  Princes, 
before  whom  *  Henry  King  of  Germany  and  Italy,  calling  himself 
Emperor,'  had  been  summoned  to  appear,  not  as  their  sovereign 
to  receive  their  homage,  but  aS  a  culprit  to  await  their  sentence. 
As  he  gazed  on  that  new  senate,  asserting  a  jurisdiction  so  majestic 
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and  listened  to  harmonies  which  might  not  unfitly  have  accom- 


panied the  worship  of  Eden  —  and  joined  in  anthems  which  in 
far  distant  ages  had  been  sung  by  blessed  saints  in  their  dark 
crypts,  and  by  triumphant  martyrs  in  their  dying  agonies  —  and 
inhaled  the  incense  symbolical  of  the  prayers  offered  by  the 
Catholic  Church  to  her  eternal  Head  —  what  wonder  if,  under  the 
intoxicating  influence  of  such  a  scene  and  of  such  an  hour,  the  old 
man  believed  that  he  was  himself  the  apostolic  Eock  on  which  her 
foundations  were  laid,  and  that  his  cause  and  person  were  sacred 
as  the  will,  and  invincible  as  the  power,  of  heaven  itself!  The 
*  Veni  Creator '  was  on  the  lips  of  the  papal  choir,  when  Eoland, 
an  envoy  from  the  Synods  of  Worms  and  Placenza,  presented  him- 
self before  the  assembled  hierarchy  of  Bome.  His  demeanour 
was  fierce,  and  his  speech  abrupt.  *The  King  and  the  united 
Bishops,  both  of  Germany  and  Italy,'  (such  was  his  apostrophe  to 
the  Pope,)  *  transmit  to  thee  this  command: — Descend  without 
delay  from  the  throne  of  St.  Peter.  Abandon  the  usurped  govern- 
ment of  the  Eoman  Church.  To  such  honours  none  must  aspire 
without  the  general  choice,  and  the  sanction  of  the  Emperor.' 
Then  addressing  the  conclave — *To  you,  brethren,'  he  said,  'it  is 
commanded,  that  at  the  feast  of  Pentecost  ye  present  yom^elves 
before  the*  King  my  master,  to  receive  a  pope  and  father  from  his 
hands.  This  pretended  pastor  is  a  ravenous  wolf.'  A  brief  pause 
of  mute  astonishment  gave  way  to  shouts  of  fury.  Swords  were 
drawn,  and  the  audacious  herald  was  about  to  expiate  his  temerity 
with  his  blood.  But  Gregory  descended  from  his  throne,  received 
from  the  hands  of  Roland  the  letters  of  the  Synods,  and,  resuming 
his  seat,. read  them,  in  a  clear  and  deliberate  voice,  to  the  indig- 
nant council.  Again  the  sacred  edifice  rang  with  a  tempest  of 
passionate  invective.  Again  swords  were  drawn  on  Eoland,  and 
aga'n  the  storm  was  composed  by  the  voice  of  the  PofitifiF.  He 
spake  of  prophecies  fulfilled  in  the  contumacy  of  the  King,  and  in 
the  troubles  of  the  faithful.  He  assured  them,  that  victory  would 
reward  their  zeal,  or  divine  consolations  soothe  their  defeat ;  but 
whether  victory  or  defeat  should  be  their  doom,  the  time,  he  said, 
had  come  when  the  avenging  sword  must  be  drawn  to  smite  the 
enemy  of  God,  and  of  His  Church. 

The  speaker  ceased  and  turned  for  approbation,  or  at  least  for 
acquiescence,  not  to  the  enthusiastic  throng  of  mitred  or  of  armed 
adherents,  but  to  one  who,  even  in  that  eventful  moment,  divided 
with  himself  the  gaze  and  the  sympathy  of  that  illustrious 
assemblage.  For  by  his  side,  though  in  an  inferior  station,  sat 
Agnes,  the  Empress-mother,  brought  there  to  witness  and  to  ratify 
the  judgment  to  be  pronounced  on  her  only  child,  whom  she  had 
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borne  amidst  the  proudest  hopes,  and  trained  for  empire  beneath 
the  griefs  and  anxieties  of  widowhood.  She  bore,  or  strove  to  bear, 
herself  as  a  daughter  of  the  Church,  but  could  not  forget  that  she 
was  the  mother  of  Henry,  when,  in  all  the  impersonated  majesty 
of  that  holy  fellowship,  Hildebrand,  raising  his  eyes  to  heaven, 
with  a  voice  echoing,  amidst  the  breathless  silence  of  the  Synod, 
through  the  remotest  arches  of  the  lofty  pile,  invoked  the  holy 
Peter,  prince  of  the  apostles,  to  hear,  and  *  Mary  the  mother  of 
Grod,'  and  the  blessed  Paul,  and  all  the  saints,  to  bear  witness, 
while  for  the  honour  and  defence  of  Christ's  Church,  in  the  name 
of  the  sacred  Trinity,  and  by  the  power  and  authority  of  Peter, 
he  interdicted  to  King  Henry,  son  of  Henry  the  Emperor,  the 
government  of  the  whole  realm  of  Germany  and  Italy,  absolved 
all  Christians  from  their  oaths  and  allegiance  to  him,  and  bound 
him  with  the  bond  of  anathema,  *  that  the  nations  may  know  and 
acknowledge  that  thou  art  Peter,  and  that,  upon  thy  rock,  the  Son 
of  the  living  Grod  hath  built  His  church,  and  that  the  gates  of  hell 
shall  not  prevail  against  it.' 

When  intelligence  of  the  deposition  of  Henry  first  astounded 
the  nations  of  Europe,  the  glories  of  Papal  Eome  seemed  to  the 
multitude  to  have  been  madly  staked  on  one  most  precarious  issue. 
Men  foretold  that  the  Emperor  would  promptly  and  signally  pimish 
a  treason  so  audacious,  and  that  the  Holy  See  would,  ere  long, 
descend  to  the  level  of  the  Patriarchate  of  Constantinople.  Nor 
did  the  wisest  deem  such  anticipations  unreasonable.  They  re- 
flected that  Henry  was  still  in  the  very  prime  of  life  —  that  he 
possessed  a  force  of  will  which  habitual  luxiuy  had  not  impaired, 
and  a  throne,  in  the  hearts  of  his  people,  which  the  wildest  excess 
of  vice  and  folly  had  not  subverted  —  that  he  reigned  over  the 
fairest  and  the  wealthiest  portion  of  the  Continent  —  that  he  com- 
manded ifumerous  vassals,  and  could  bring  into  the  field  powerful 
armies  —  that  he  had  crushed  rebellion  among  his  subjects,  and  had 
no  rival  to  dread  among  his  neighbours  —  and  that  the  Papacy  had 
flourished  under  the  shelter  of  the  Imperial  crown,  the  authority 
of  which  had  been  so  arrogantly  defied,  and  the  fierce  resentment 
of  which  was  now  inevitably  to  be  encountered.  But  in  the 
seeming  strength  of  the  Imperial  resources,  there  was  an  inherent 
weakness;  and  in  the  seeming  weakness  of  the  Papal  cause,  a 
latent  but  invincible  strength.  Even  Teutonic  loyalty  had  been 
imdermined  by  the  cruelties,  the  faithlessness,  and  the  tyranny,  of 
the  monarch,  and  the  doom  of  the  oppressor  was  upon  him.  The 
cause  of  Gregory  was,  on  the  other  hand,  in  popular  estimation, 
the  cause  of  sanctity  and  of  truth,  of  primaeval  discipline  and 
traditionary  reverence,  and  the  Pope  himself  a  martyr,  who,  in  all 


the  majesty  of  superhnraan  power,  was  resolved  eiflier  to  repel 
the  spoiler  from  the  Christian  fold,  or  to  lay  down  his  life  for  the 
Bheep,  That  these  high  and  lofty  purposes  really  animated,  the 
soul,  or  kindled  the  iraa^nation,  of  hira  to  whom  they  were  thus 
ascribed,  it  would  be  presumptuous  to  deny.  But  whatever  may 
have  been  bis  reliance  on  tbe  promises  of  heaven,  he  certainly 
combined  with  it  a  penetrating  insight  into  the  policy  of  earth. 
He  aummoned  to  his  aid  his  Norman  feudatories,  and  invoked  the 
succour  of  his  Tuscan  allies.  She  who  now  reigned  in  Tuscany 
might  be  supposed  to  have  been  called  into  being  for  the  single 
purpose  of  sustaining,  like  another  Deborah  or  Judith,  the  Mating 
hopes  of  another  Israel, 

On  tbe  death  of  Boniface,  Dukeand  Marquis  of  Tuscany,  in  1054, 
his  states  descended  to  his  only  surviving  child,  who,  under  the  title 
of  'The  Great  Countess,'  ruled  there  until  her  own  death  in  1116, 
first  in  tutelage,  then  in  conjunction  with  her  mother  Beatrice,  and 
during  the  last  thirty-nine  years  of  that  long  period,  in  her  own 
plenary  and  imdivided  right.  Though  she  married  Godfrey  of 
Lorraine  in  her  youth,  and  Guelph  of  Bavarta  in  her  more  mature 
age,  neither  the  wit  and  military  genius  of  her  first  husband,  nor 
the  wisdom  and  dignity  of  bis  successor,  could  win  the  heart  of 
Matilda.  Her  biographer  has  entered  into  an  elaborate  inquiry  to 
establish  the  fact,  that,  notwithstanding  her  nuptial  vows  with  two 
of  tbe  most  accomplished  princes  of  that  age,  she  lived  and  died  as 
in  a  state  of  celiVjacy.  Even  they  who  cannot  concur  with  him  in 
pronouncing  the  sacrifice  sublime,  will  admit  that  it  was  at  least 
opportune.  lATiile  persuading  the  clergy  to  put  away  their  wives, 
she  herself  repudiated  both  her  husbands.  The  story,  indeed,  is 
not  very  tractable.  Schools  for  scandal  preceded,  as  they  have 
survived,  all  the  other  schools  of  modern  Italy ;  and-  whoever  has 
read  Goldasti's  '  Replication  for  the  Sacred  Ossarean  and  Royal 
Majesty  of  the  Franks,'  is  aware  that  if  Florence  had  then  possessed 
a  comic  stage  and  an  Aristophanes,  he  would  have  exhibited  no  less 
a  personage  than  the  great  Hildebrand  in  the  chains  of  no  meaner 
an  Aspasia  than  the  great  Oount^as  of  Tuscany.  But  large  as  ia 
the  space  occupied  by  this  charge,  and  by  the  refutation  of  it,  ia 
the  annals  of  those  times,  it  may  safely  be  rejected  as  altogether  in- 
credible and  absurd.  A^that  period,  the  anatomists  of  the  human 
heart  seemed  not  to  have  described,  if  indeed  they  had  detected, 
that  bieropatbic  affection  so  familiarly  known  among  ourselves,  of 
which  tbe  female  spirit  is  the  seat,  and  the  ministers  of  religion  tbe 
objects — a  fiame  usually  as  pure  as  tt  is  intense,  and  which  burned 
as  brightly  in  the  soul  of  Matilda  eight  centuries  ago,  as  in  the 
moat  ardent  of  the  fair  bosoms  which  it  warms  and  animates  now. 
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She  was  in  truth  in  love,  but  in  love  with  the  Papacy.  Six  aged 
Popes  successively  acknowledged  and  rejoiced  over  her,  as  at  once 
the  most  zealous  adherent  of  their  cause,  and  the  most  devoted 
worshipper  of  their  persons.  And  well-  might  those  holy  fathers 
exult  in  such  a  conquest.  Poets,  in  their  dreams,  have  scarcely 
imaged,  heroes,  in  the  hour  of  their  triumph,  have  rarely 
attained,  so  illustrious  a  trophy  of  their  genius  or  of  their  valour. 

The  life  of  Matilda  is  told  by  Donnizone,  a  member  of  her  house- 
hold, in  three  books  of  lamentable  hexameters ;  and  by  Fiorentini, 
an  antiquary  and  genealogist  of  Lucca  in  the  seventeenth  century, 
in  three  other  books  scarcely  less  wearisome ;  though  his  learning, 
his  love  of  truth,  and  his  zeal  for  the  glory  of  his  heroine,  secm*e 
for  him  the  respect  and  the  sympathy  of  his  readers.  That  she 
should  have  inspired  no  nobler  eulogies  than  theirs,  may  be  ascribed 
partly  to  her  having  lived  in  the  times  when  the  Boethian  had  sub- 
sided into  the  Boeotian  age  of  Italian  literature,  and  partly  to  the 
uninviting  nature  of  the  ecclesiastical  feuds  and  alliances  in  which 
her  days  were  consumed.  Otherwise,  neither  Zenobia,  nor  Isabella, 
nor  Elizabeth,  had  a  fairer  claim  to  inspire,  and  to  live  in  immortal 
verse.  Not  even  her  somnolent  chaplain,  as  he  beat  out  his  Latin 
doggerel,  could  avoid  giving  utterance  to  the  delight  with  which 
her  delicate  features,  beaming  with  habitual  gaiety,  had  inspired 
him.  Not  even  her  severe  confessor.  Saint  Anselm  of  Lucca,  could 
record  without  astonishment,  how  her  feeble  frame  sustained  all  the 
burdens  of  civil  government,  and  all  the  fatigues  of  actual  war ; 
burdens  indeed,  which,  but  for  a  series  of  miraculous  cures  wrought 
for  her  at  his  own  intercession,  she  could  not  (he  assures  us)  have 
sustained  at  all. 

Supported  either  by  miracle,  or  by  her  own  indomitable  spirit, 
Matilda  wielded  the  sword  of  justice  with  masculine  energy  both 
in  the  field,  against  the  enemies  of  the  Holy  See,  and  in  the  tribunal, 
against  such  as  presumed  to  violate  her  laws.  He  who  knew  her 
best,  regarded  these  stem  exercises  of  her  authority  but  as  the 
promptings  of  a  heart  which  loved  too  wisely  and  too  well  to  love 
with  fondness.  In  the  camp,  such  was  the  serenity  of  her  demea- 
nour, and  the  graceful  flow  of  her  discourse,  that  she  appeared  to 
him  a  messenger  of  mercy,  in  the  garb  of  a  Penthiselea.  On  the 
judgment-seat  he  saw  in  her  not  the  stern  avenger  of  crime,  but 
rather  the  compassionate  mother  of  the  feeble  and  the  oppressed. 

Nor  did  she  allow  to  herself  any  of  the  weak  indulgence  she 
denied  to  others.  In  a  voluptuous  age  she  lived  austerely,  sub- 
duing her  appetites,  and  torturing  her  natural  affections  with  the 
perverse  ingenuity  which  her  ghostly  councillors  inculcated  and 
extolled.     In  a  superstitious  age  she  subdued  her  desire  for  the 
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devotional  abstractions  of  the  cloister ;  and  with  greater  wisdom, 
and  more  real  piety,  consecrated  herself  to  the  active  duties  of  her 
princely  office.  In  an  illiterate  age,  her  habits  of  study  were  such 
that  she  could  make  herself  intelligible  to  all  the  troops  among 
whom  she  lived,  though  levied  from  almost  every  part  of  Europe, 
and  especially  to  her  Italian,  French,  and  German  soldiers,  whose 
tongues  she  used  with  equal  facility.  Donnizone  assures  us,  that, 
though  he  was  ever  at  hand  as  her  Latin  secretary,  she  wrote  with 
her  own  pen  all  her  letters  in  that  language  to  the  Pontiffs  and 
Sovereigns  of  her  times  —  a  proof,  as  his  readers  will  think,  of  her 
discernment  no  less  than  of  her  learning.  On  his  testimony,  also, 
may  be  claimed  for  her  the  praise  of  loving,  collecting,  and  pre- 
serving books ;  for  thus  he  sings : — 

'  Copia  librorum  non  deficit  haic,  ve  bonornm  ; 
Libros  ex  canctis  habet  artibus  atque  figoris.' 

How  well  she  understood  the  right  use  of  them,  may  be  inferred 
from  her  employment  of  Werner,  a  jurist,  to  revise  the  *  Corpus 
Juris  Civilis ; '  and  of  Anselm,  her  confessor,  to  compile  a  collection 
of  the  Canon  Law,  and  to  write  a  commentary  on  the  Psalms  of 
David.  Such,  indeed,  was  her  proficiency  in  scriptural  knowledge, 
that  her  versifying  chaplain  maintains  her  equality  in  such  studies 
with  the  most  learned  of  the  Bishops,  her  contemporaries. 

Warrior,  ascetic,  and  scholar  as  she  was,  the  spirit  of  Matilda 
was  too  generous  to  be  imprisoned  within  the  limits  of  the  camp, 
the  cell,  or  the  library.  It  was  her  nobler  ambition  to  be  the 
refuge  of  the  oppressed,  the  benefactor  of  the  miserable,  and  the 
champion  of  what  she  deemed  the  cause  of  truth.  Mortifying 
the  love  of  this  world's  glory,  she  laboured  with  a  happy  incon- 
sistency, to  render  it  still  more  glorious.  At  her  bidding,  castles 
and  palaces,  convents  and  cathedrals,  statues  and  public  monu- 
ments, arose  throughout  Tuscany.  Yet,  so  well  was  her  muni- 
ficence sustained  by  a  wise  economy,  that  to  the  close  of  her  long 
reign,  she  was  still  able  to  maintain  her  hereditary  title  to  the  ap- 
pellation of  *  the  rich,'  by  which  her  father,  Boniface,  had  been 
also  distinguished.  She  might,  with  no  less  propriety,  have  been 
designated  as  '  the  powerful ; '  since,  either  by  direct  authority,  or 
by  irresistible  influence,  she  ruled  nearly  the  whole  of  Northern 
Italy,  from  Lombardy  to  the  Papal  States,  and  received  from  the 
other  monarchs  of  the  West,  both  the  outward  homage,  and  the 
real  deference,  reserved  for  sovereign  potentates. 

Matilda  attained  to  the  plenary  dominion  over  her  hereditary 
states  at  the  very  crisis  of  the  great  controversy  of  her  age,  when 
Henry  had  procured,  and  promulgated,  the  sentence  of  the  Synod 
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of  Worms  for  the  deposition  of  Gregory.  Heedless,  or  rather  un- 
conscious, of  the  resources  of  that  formidable  adversary,  he  had 
made  no  preparation  for  the  inevitable  contest;  but,  as  though 
smitten  by  a  judicial  blindness,  selected  that  critical  moment  for  a 
new  outrage  on  the  most  sacred  feelings  of  his  own  subjects.  He 
marched  into  Saxony;  and  there,  as  if  in  .scorn  of  the  free  Ger- 
man spirit,  erected  a  stem  military  despotism,  confiscated  the 
estates  of  the  people,  exiled  their  nobles,  imprisoned  their  bishops, 
sold  the  peasants  as  slaves,  or  compelled  them  to  labour  in  eject- 
ing fortresses,  from  which  his  mercenary  troops  might  curb  and 
ravage  the  surrounding  country.  The  cry  of  the  oppressed  rose  on 
every  side  from  the  unhappy  land.  It  entered  into  the  ears  of  the 
Avenger. 

As  Henry  returned  from  this  disastrous  triumph  to  Utrecht^  the 
Imperial  banner  floated  over  a  vast  assemblage  of  courtiers, 
churchmen,  vassals,  ministers  of  justice,  men-at-arms,  and  sutlers, 
who  lay  encamped  like  some  normad  tribe  round  their  chief;  when 
the  indignant  bearing  of  some  of  his  followers,  and  the  alarmed 
and  half-averted  gaze  of  others,  disclosed  to  him  the  awful  fact  that 
a  pontifical  anathema  had  cast  him  down  from  his  Imperial  state, 
and  exiled  him  from  the  society  of  all  Christian  people.  His  heart 
fainted  within  him  at  these  dismal  tidings  as  at  the  sound  of  his 
own  passing  bell.  But  that  heart  was  kingly  still,  and  resolute 
either  to  dare  or  to  endure,  in  defence  of  his  hereditary  crown. 
Shame  and  sorrow  might  track  him  to  the  grave,  but  he  would 
hold  no  council  with  despair.  The  world  had  rejected  him  —  the 
Church  had  cast  him  out  —  his  very  mother  had  deserted  him. 
In  popular  belief,  perhaps  in  his  own,  God  Himself  had  abandoned 
him.  Yet  all  was  not  lost.  He  retained,  at  least,  the  hope  of  ven- 
geance. On  his  hated  adversary  he  might  yet  retaliate  blow  for 
blow,  and  malediction  for  malediction. 

On  Easter-day,  in  the  year  1076,  surrounded  by  a  small  and 
anxious  circle  of  prelates,  William  the  Archbishop  of  Utrecht  as- 
cended his  archiepiscopal  throne,  and  recited  the  sacred  narrative 
which  commemorates  the  rising  of  the  Eedeemer  from  the  grave. 
But  no  strain  of  exulting  gratitude  followed.  A  fierce  invective 
depicted,  in  the  darkest  colours,  the  character  and  the  career  of 
Hildebrand,  and  with  bitter  scorn  the  preacher  denied  the  right  of 
such  a  Pope  to  censure  the  Emperor  of  the  West^  to  govern  the 
Church,  or  to  live  in  her  communion.  In  the  name  of  the  assem- 
bled* Synod,  he  then  pronounced  him  excommunicate. 

At  that  moment  the  summons  of  death  reached  the  author  of 
this  daring  defiance.  While  the  last  fatal  struggle  convulsed  his 
body,  a  yet  sorer  agony  affected  his  soul.     He  died  self-abhorred. 
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rejecting  the  sympathy^  the  prayers,  and  the  sacraments  with  which 
the  terrified  bystanders  would  have  soothed  his  departing  spirit. 
The  voice  of  heaven  itself  seemed  to  rise  in  wild  concert  with  the  cry 
of  his  tortured  conscience.  Thunderbolts  struck  down  both  the 
church  in  which  he  had  abjured  the  Vicaar  of  Christ,  and  the  ad- 
jacent palace  in  which  the  Emperor  was  residing.  Three  other  of 
the  anti-papal  prelates  quickly  followed  William  to  the  grave,  by 
strange  and  violent  deaths.  Grodfrey  of  Lorraine  fell  by  the  hand 
of  an  assassin.  These  facts,  though  recorded  by  the  contemporary 
chroniclers,  will  of  course  be  received  in  our  own  times  with  the 
judicious  scepticisnt  which  has  been  so  deeply  impressed  on  all 
modem  readers  of  historical  marvels.  But  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  the  belief  in  these  accumulated  portents  was  everywhere  dif- 
fused and  awakened  universal  horror.  Each  day  announced  to 
Henry  some  new  secession.  His  guards  deserted  his  standard; 
his  personal  attendants  avoided  his  presence.  The  members  of  the 
Synod  of  Worms  fled  to  Eome,  to  make  their  peace  with  the  justly- 
irritated  PontifiF.  The  nobles  set  free  the  Saxon  prisoners  who  had 
been  confided  to  their  custody.  Otho  appeared  once  more  in  arms 
to  lead  a  new  insurrection  of  his  fellow-countrymen.  The  great 
Princes  of  Germany  convened  a  council  to  deliberate  on  the  de- 
position of  their  Sovereign.  To  every  eye  but  his  own,  all  seemed 
to  be  lost^  Even  to  him  it  was  but  too  evident  that  the  loyalty  of 
his  subjects  had  been  undermined,  and  that  his  throne  was  totter- 
ing beneath  him.  A  single  resource  remained.  He  might  yet  as- 
semble the  faithful,  or  the  desperate,  adherents  of  his  cause — in- 
spire dread  into  those  whose  allegiance  he  had  fwrfeited  —  make 
one  last  stremious  effort  in  defence  of  his  crown  —  and  descend  to 
the  tomb,  if  so  it  must  be,  the  anointed  chief  of  the  Carlovingian 
Empire. 

With  a  mind  wrought  up  to  such  resolves,  he  traversed  the 
north  of  Germany  to  encounter  the  Saxon  insurgents  —  published 
to  the  world  the  sentence  of  Utrecht  —  and  called  on  the  Lombard 
Bishops  to  concur  in  the  excommimication  it  denounced.  He 
reaped  the  usual  reward  of  audacity.  Though  repelled  by  Otho, 
and  compelled  to  retrace  his  march  to  the  Rhine,  he  found  every 
city,  village,  and  convent,  by  which  he  passed,  distracted  with  the 
controversy  between  the  Diadem  and  the  Tiara.  Religion  and 
awakening  loyalty  divided  the  Empire.  Though  not  yet  combin- 
ing into  any  definite  form,  the  elements  of  a  new  confederacy  were 
evidently  at  work  in  favour  of  a  Monarch  who  thus  knew  how  to 
draw  coiirage  and  energy  from  despair. 

Yet  the  moral  sentiment  of  the  German  people  was  as  yet  un- 
equivocally against  their  Sovereign.     The  Imperialists  mournfully 
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acknowledged  that  their  chief  was  justly  condemned.  The  Papal- 
ists  indignantly  denied  the  truth  of  the  reproaches  cast  on  their 
leader.  In  support  of  that  denial,  Gregory  defended  himself  in 
epistles  addressed  to  all  the  greater  Teutonic  prelates.  Among 
them  is  a  letter  to  Herman,  Bishop  of  Mentz,  which  vividly  ex- 
hibits both  the  strength  of  the  writer's  character  and  the  weak- 
ness of  his  cause.  Although  (he  says)  such  as,  from  their  exceed- 
ing folly,  deny  the  papal  right  of  excommunicating  kings,  hardly 
deserve  an  answer,  (the  right  to  depose  kings  was  the  real  point  in 
debate,)  yet,  in  condescension  to  their  weakness,  he  will  dispel 
their  doubts.  Peter  himself  had  taught  this  doctrine,  as  appeared 
by  a  letter  from  St.  Clement  (in  the  authenticity  of  which  no  one 
believes).  When  Pepin  coveted  the  crown  of  Childeric,  Pope 
Zachary  was  invited,  by  the  Mayor  of  the  Palace,  to  give  judg- 
ment between  them.  On  his  ambiguous  award  the  usurper  had 
founded  the  title  of  his  dynasty.  Saint  Gregory  the  Great  had 
threatened  to  depose  any  monarch  who  should  resist  his  decrees. 
The  story  of  Ambrose  and  Theodosius,  rightly  interpreted,  gave 
proof  that  the  Emperor  held  his  crown  at  the  will  of  the  Apostle. 
Every  king  was  one  of  the  **  sheep  "  whom  Peter  had  been  com- 
manded to  feed,  and  one  of  the  "  things "  which  Peter  had  been 
empowered  to  bind.  Who  could  presume  to  place  the  Sceptre  on 
a  level  with  the  Crosier,  the  one  the  conquest  of  human  pride,  the 
other  the  gift  of  divine  mercy :  the  one  conducting  to  the  vain 
glories  of  earth,  the  other  pointing  the  way  to  Heaven  ?  As  gold 
surpasses  lead,  so  does  the  Episcopal  transcend  the  Imperial  dig- 
nity. Could  Henry  justly  refuse  to  the  universal  Bishop  that  pre- 
cedence which  Constantino  had  yielded  to  the  meanest  Prelate  at 
Nicaea  ?  Must  not  he  be  supreme  above  all  terrestrial  thrones,  to 
whom  all  ecclesiastical  dominations  are  subordinate  ? 

To  employ  good  arguments,  one  must  be  in  the  right.  To  make  the 
best  possible  use  of  such  as  are  to  be  had  is  the  privilege  of  genius, 
even  when  in  the  wrong.  Nothing  could  be  more  convincing  to 
the  spiritual  lords  of  Germany,  nothing  more  welcome  to  her 
secular  chiefs,  than  this  array  of  great  names  and  sonorous  au- 
thorities against  their  falling  Sovereign.  To  overcome  the  ob- 
stinate loyalty  of  the  burghers  and  peasantry  to  their  young  and 
gallant  King,  religious  terrors  were  indispensable ;  and  continual 
reinforcements  of  pontifical  denunciations  were  therefore  solicited 
and  obtained.  At  length,  in  the  autumn  of  1076,  appeared  from 
Rome  a  rescript  which,  in  the  event  (no  longer  doubtful)  of 
Henry's  continued  resistance  to  the  sentence  of  the  last  papal 
council,  required  the  German  princes  and  prelates,  counts  and 
barons,  to  elect  a  new  Emperor,  and  assured  them  of  the  Apos- 
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tolical  confirmation  of  any  choice  which  should  be  worthily  made. 
These  were  no  idle  words.  The  death-struggle  .could  no  longer  be 
postponed.  Legates  arrived  from  Eome  to  guide  the  proceedings 
of  the  Diet  to  be  convened  for  this  momentous  deliberation.  It 
met  during  the  autumn  at  Tribur. 

The  annals  of  mankind  scarcely  record  so  solemn,  or  so  dispas- 
sionate, an  act  of  national  justice.  Some  princely  banner  waved 
over  every  adjacent  height,  and  groups  of  unarmed  soldiers  might 
be  traced  along  the  furthest  windings  of  the  neighbouring  Ehine, 
joining  in  the  pleasant  toils,  and  swelling  the  gay  carols,  of  the 
mature  vintage.  In  the  centre,  and  under  the  defence,  of  that  vast 
encampment,  rose  a  pavilion,  within  which  were  collected  all 
whose  dignity  entitled  them  to  a  voice  in  that  high  debate.  From 
the  only  extant  record  of  what  occiurred,  and  of  what  was  spoken 
there,  it  may  be  infen-ed  that  Henry's  offences  against  the  Church 
were  regarded  lightly  in  comparison  with  the  criminality  of  his 
civil  government.  Stationed  on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  river,  he 
received  quick  intelligence  of  the  progress  and  tendency  of  the 
discussion.  The  prospect  darkened  hourly.  Soldiers  had  already 
been  despatched  to  secure  him ;  and  his  person  was  in  danger  of 
unknightly  indignities ;  which  might  for  ever  have  estranged  the 
reverence  borne  to  him  by  the  ruder  multitude,  when  he  attempted 
to  avert  the  impending  sentence  ot  deposition  by  an  offer  to  abdi- 
cate all  the  powers  of  government  to  his  greater  feudatories, 
stipulating  for  himself  only  that  he  should  retain  his  Imperial  title 
as  the  nominal  head  of  the  Teutonic  Empire. 

Palpable  as  was  the  snare  to  the  subtle  Italian  legates,  the 
simple-minded  Germans  appear  to  have  nearly  fallen  into  it.  For 
seven  successive  days,  speech  answered  speech  on  this  proposal, 
and  when  men  could  neither  speak  nor  listen  more,  the  project  of 
a  nominal  reign,  shorn  of  all  substantial  authority,  was  adopted 
by  the  Diet ;  but  (in  modern  phrase)  with  amendments  obviously 
imposed  by  the  representatives  of  the  sacerdotal  power.  The  Pope 
was  to  be  invited  to  hold  a  Diet  at  Augsburg  in  the  ensuing  spring. 
He  was  meanwhile  to  decide  whether  Henry  should  be  restored  to 
the  bosom  of  the  Church.  If  so  restored,  he  was  at  once  to 
resume  all  his  imperial  rights.  But  if  the  sun  should  go  down  on 
him,  still  an  excommunicate  person,  on  the  23rd  of  February,  1077, 
his  crown  was  to  be  transferred  to  another.  Till  then  he  was  to 
dwell  at  Spires,  with  the  title  of  Emperor,  but  without  a  court,  an 
army,  or  a  place  of  public  worship. 

The  theocratic  theory,  hitherto  regarded  as  a  mere  Utopian 
extrav^ance,  had  thus  passed  into  a  practical  and  sacred  reality. 
The  fisherman  of  Cralilee  had  triumphed  over  the  conqueror  of 

D  2 


^^^^^^^^^^^P       lllLDKBRAND. 

Fbarsalia.  The  vassal  of  Otho  hod  reduced  Otho'a  successor  to 
vassalage.  The  universal  monarchy  which  Heathen  Rome  had 
wrung  from  a  bleeding  world,  had  been  extorted  by  Ohmtiaa 
Eorae  from  the  superstition  or  the  reverence  of  mankind.  Tha. 
relation  of  the  Papacy  and  the  Empire  bad  been  inverted ;  and 
Churchmen  foretold  with  unhesitating  confidence  the  exaltation  of 
their  order  above  all  earthly  potentates,  and  the  resort  to  their 
capital  of  coimtless  worshippers,  there  to  do  homage  to  an  oracla 
more  profound  than  that  of  Delphi,  to  mysteries  more  pure  than 
those  of  Eleusis,  and  to  a  pontificate  more  a\igust  than  that  o£ 
Jerusalem.  Strains  of  unbounded  joy  resounded  through  the 
papal  city.  Sfditude  and  shame  and  penitential  exercises  attested 
the  past  crimes,  and  the  abject  fortunes,  of  the  exile  of  Spires. 

But  against  this  regimen  of  sackcloth  and  fatiting,  the  body  and 
the  soul  of  Henry  revolted.  At  the  close  of  the  Diet  of  Tribur, 
he  had  scarcely  completed  hia  twenty-sixth  year.  Degraded,  if  not 
finally  deposed,  hated  and  reviled,  abandoned  by  man,  and  com- 
pelled by  conscience  to  anticipate  hia  abandonment  by  God,  he 
yet,  in  the  depths  of  hia  misery,  retained  the  remembrance  and 
the  hope  of  dominion.  The  future  was  still  bright  with  tha 
anticipationa  of  youth.  He  might  yet  reti'ieve  hia  reputationj 
resume  the  blessings  lie  had  squandered,  and  take  a  signal  ven- 
geance on  his  great  antagoniat.  And  amidat  the  otherwise  uni- 
versal desertion,  there  remained  one  faithful  boaom  on  which  to 
repose  bis  own  aching  heart.  Bertha,  bis  wife,  who  had  retained 
ber  purity  unsullied  amidst  the  license  of  bis  court,  now  retained 
her  fidelity  imahaken  amidst  the  falsehood  of  his  adherents.  Her 
wrongs  bad  been  such  as  to  render  a  deep  resentment  nothing  lesa 
than  a  duty.  Her  happiness  and  her  honour  had  been  basely 
assailed  by  .the  selfish  profligate  to  whom  the  moat  solemn  vows 

L  had  in  vain  united  her.  But  to  her,  thoae  vows  were  a  bond 
stronger  than  death,  and  indissoluble  by  all  the  confederate  powei'S 
of  earth  and  bell.     To  suffer  was  the  condition — to  pai'don  and  to 

I  love,  the  necessity — of  her  exigence.  Vice  and  folly  could  not 
have  altc^ether  depraved  him  wlio  was  the  object  of  such  inalien- 
able tenderness,  and  who  at  length  learnt  to  return  it  with  a  de- 
votion almost  equal  to  her  own,  after  a  bitter  experience  bad  taught 
him  the  real  value  of  tlie  homage  and  caresses  of  the  world. 

In  her  society,  though  an  exile  from  every  other,  Henry  wore 
away  two  months  at  Spires  in  a  fruitless  solicitation  to  the  Pope  to 
receive  him  in  Italy  as  a  penitent  suitor  for  reconcilement  with  the 
Chinch.  December  bad  uow  ajrived  ;  and,  in  lesa  than  ten  weeks, 
would  be  fulfilled  the  term,  when,  if  still  excommunicate,  be  must, 
according  to  the  seuteuce  of  Tribur,  finally  resign,  not  the  prerog- 
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atiyes  alone,  bat  with  them  the  title  and  rank  of  Head  of  the 
Empire.  No  sacrifices  seemed  too  great  to  avert  this  danger ;  and 
history  tells  of  none  more  singular  than  those  to  which  the  heir 
of  the  Franconian  dynasty  was  constrained  to  submit.  In  the 
garb  of  a  pilgrim,  and  in  a  season  so  severe  as,  during  more  than 
four  months,  to  have  converted  the  Rhine  into  a  solid  mass  of  ice, 
Henry  and  his  faithful  Bertha,  carrying  in  her  arms  their  infant 
child,  undertook  to  cross  the  Alps,  with  no  escort  but  such  menial 
servants  as  it  was  yet  in  his  power  to  hire  for  that  desperate  enter- 
prise. Among  the  courtiers  who  had  so  lately  thronged  his  palace,  « 
not  one  would  become  the  companion  of  his  toil  and  dangers. 
Among  the  neighbouring  princes  who  had  so  lately  solicited  his 
alliance,  not  one  would  grant  him  the  poor  boon  of  a  safe-conduct 
and  a  free  passage  through  their  states.  Even  his  wife's  mother 
exacted  from  him  large  territorial  cessions  as  the  price  of  allowing 
him,  and  her  own  daughter,  to  scale  one  of  the  Alpine  passes ; 
apparently  that  of  the  Great  St*  Bernard*  Day  by  day,  peasants 
cut  out  an  upward  path  through  the  long  windings  of  the  mountain. 
In  the  descent  from  the  highest  summit,  when  thus  at  length 
gained,  Henry  had  ta  encounter  fatigues  and  dangers  from  which 
the  chamois-himter  woxild  have  turned  aside.  Vast  trackless  wastes 
of  snow  were  traversed,  sometimes  by  mere  crawling,  at  other  times 
by  the  aid  of  rope-ladders,  or  still  ruder  conti-ivances,  and  not 
seldom  by  a  sheer  plunge  along  the  inclined  steep ;  the  Empress 
and  her  child  being  enveloped,  on  those  occasions,  in  the  raw  skins 
of  beasts  slaughtered  on  the  march. 

The  transition  from  these  dangers  to  security,  from  the  pine 
forests,  glaciers,  and  precipices  of  the  Alps,  to  the  sunny  plains  of 
Italy,  was  not  so  grateful  to  the  wearied  travellers  as  the  change 
from  the  gloom  of  Spires  to  the  rapturous  greetings  which  hailed 
their  advance  along  the  course  of  the  Po.  A  splendid  court,  a 
numerous  army,  and  an  exulting  populace,  once  more  attested  the 
majesty  of  the  Emperor ;  nor  was  the  welcome  of  his  Italian  sub- 
jects destitute  of  a  deeper  significance  than  usually  belongs  to  the 
paeans  of  the  worshippers  of  kings.  They  dreamed  of  the  haughty 
PontifiF  humbled,  of  the  see  of  Ambrose  exalted  to  civil  and 
ecclesiastical  supremacy,  and  of  the  German  yoke  lifted  from  their 
necks.  Doomed  as  were  these  soaring  hopes  to  an  early  disappoint- 
ment, the  enthusiasm  of  Henry's  partisans  justified  those  more 
sober  expectations  which  had  prompted  his  perilous  journey  across 
the  Alps.  He  could  now  prosecute  his  suit  to  the  Pope  with  the 
countenance,  and  in  the  vicinity  of  those  zealous  adherents,  and 
at  a  secure  distance  from  the  enemies  towards  whom  Hildebrand 
was  already  advancing  to  hold  the  contemplated  Diet  of  Augsbm-g, 
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In  the  personal  command  of  a  military  escort,  Matilda  attended 
the  Papal  progress ;  and  was  even  pointing  out  to  her  guards  their 
line  of  march  through  the  snowy  peaks  which  closed  in  her 
northern  horizon,  when  tidings  of  the  rapid  approach  of  the  Em- 
peror at  the  head  of  a  formidable  force  induced  her  to  retreat  to 
the  fortress  of  Canossa.  There,  in  the  bosom  of  the  Apennines, 
her  sacred  charge  would  be  secure  from  any  sudden  assault ;  nor 
had  she  anything  to  dread  from  the  regular  leaguer  of  such 
powers  as  could,  in  that  age,  have  been  brought  to  the  siege 
of  it. 

Canossa  was  the  cradle  and  the  original  seat  of  her  ancient  race. 
It  was  also  the  favourite  residence  of  the  Great  Countess;  and 
when  Gregory  found  shelter  within  her  halls,  they  were  crowded 
with  guests  of  the  highest  eminence  in  social  and  in  literary  rank. 
So  imposing  was  the  scene,  and  so  superb  the  assemblage,  that  the 
drowsy  muse  of  her  versifying  chaplain  awakened  for  once  to  an 
hyperbole,  and  declared  Canossa  to  be  nothing  less  than  a  new 
Eome,  the  rival  of  that  of  Romulus.  Thither,  as  if  to  verify  the 
boast,  came  a  long  line  of  mitred  penitents  from  Germany,  whom 
the  severe  Hildebrand  consigned  on  their  arrival  to  solitary  cells 
with  bread  and  water  for  their  fare ;  and  there  also  appeared  the 
German  Emperor  himself,  not  the  leader  of  the  rumoured  host 
of  Lombard  invaders,  but  surrounded  by  a  small  and  imarmed 
retinue  —  mean  in  his  apparel,  and  contrite  in  outward  aspect,  a 
humble  suppliant  for  pardon  and  acceptance  to  the  communion  of 
the  faithful.  Long  centuries  had  passed  away  since  the  sceptre  of 
the  West  had  been  won  by  Italian  armies  in  Italian  fields,  and 
Henry  declined  to  put  the  issue  of  this  great  contest  on  the  swords 
of  his  Milanese  vassals.  He  well  knew  that,  to  break  the  alliance 
of  patriotism,  cupidity,  and  superstition,  which  had  degraded  him 
at  Tribur,  it  was  necessary  to.  rescue  himself  from  the  anathema 
which  he  had  but  too  justly  incurred,  and  that  his  crown  must  be 
redeemed,  not  by  force,  but  by  submission  to  his  formidable  an- 
tagonist. And  Hildebrand  I  fathomless  as  are  the  depths  of  the 
human  heart,  who  can  doubt  that,  amidst  the  conflict  of  emotions 
which  now  agitated  him,  the  most  dominant  was  the  exulting  sense 
of  victory  over  the  earth's  greatest  Monarch.  His  rival  at  his  feet, 
his  calumniator  self-condemned,  the  lips  which  had  rudely  sum- 
moned him  to  abdicate  the  Apostolic  crown  now  suing  to  him  for 
the  recovery  of  the  Imperial  diadem,  the  exaltation  in  his  person 
of  decrepit  age  over  fiery  youth,  of  mental  over  physical  power, 
of  the  long-enthralled  Church  over  the  long-tyrannising  world, 
all  combined  to  form  a  triumph  too  intoxicating  even  for  that 
capacious  intellect. 
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The  veriest  sycophant  of  the  Papal  Court,  even  in  that  super- 
stitious age,  would  scarcely  have  ventured  to  describe,  as  a  serious 
act  of  sacramental  devotion,  the  religious  masquerade  which  fol- 
lowed between  the  high  priest  and  the  imperial  penitent ;  or  to 
extol  as  politic  and  wise,  the  base  indignities  to  which  the  Pontiff 
subjected  his  prostrate  enemy,  and  of  which  his  own  pastoral 
letters  contained  the  otherwise  incredible  record.  Had  it  been  his 
object  to  compel  Henry  to  drain  to  its  bitterest  dregs  the  cup  of 
unprofitable  humiliation  —  to  exasperate  to  madness  the  Emperor 
himself,  and  all  who  would  resent  as  a  personal  wrong  an  insult  to 
the  sovereign  —  and  to  transmit  to  the  latest  age  a  monument  and 
a  hatred  alike  imperishable,  of  the  extravagances  of  spiritual  des- 
potism,— he  could  have  devised  no  fitter  course. 

Environed  by  many  of  the  greatest  Princes  of  Italy  who  owed 
fealty  and  allegiance  to  the  Emperor,  Gregory  affected  to  turn  a 
deaf  ear  to  his  solicitations.  His  humblest  offers  were  spurned ; 
his  most  \mbounded  acknowledgments  of  the  sacerdotal  authority 
over  the  kings  and  kingdoms  of  the  world  were  rejected.  For 
the  distress  of  her  royal  kinsman,  Matilda  felt  as  women  and  as 
monarchs  feel;  but  even  her  entreaties  seemed  to  be  fruitless. 
Day  by  day,  the  same  cold  stern  appeal  to  the  future  decisions  of 
the  Diet  to  be  convened  at  Augsburg,  repelled  the  suit  even  of  that 
powerful  intercessor.  The  critical  point,  at  which  prayers  for  re- 
concilement would  give  way  to  indignation  and  defiance,  had  been 
almost  reached.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  the  Pope  condescended 
to  offer  his  ghostly  pardon,  on  the  condition  that  Henry  would 
surrender  into  his  hands  the  custody  of  the  crown,  the  sceptre,  and 
the  other  ensigns  of  royalty,  and  acknowledge  himself  unworthy 
to  bear  the  royal  title.  This,  however,  was  a  scandal  on  which 
not  even  the  proud  spirit  of  the  now  triumphant  priest  dared  to 
insist,  and  to  which  not  even  the  now  abject  heart  of  the  Emperor 
could  be  induced  to  submit.  But  the  shame  which  was  spared  to 
the  Sovereign,  was  inflicted  with  relentless  severity  on  the  INIan. 

It  was  towards  the  end  of  January.  The  earth  was  covered 
with  snow,  and  the  mountain  streams  were  arrested  by  the  keen 
frost  of  the  Apennines,  when,  clad  in  a  thin  penitential  gar- 
ment of  white  linen,  and  bare  of  foot,  Henry,  the  descendant  of  so 
many  kings,  and  the  ruler  of  so  many  nations,  ascended  slowly 
and  alone  the  rocky  path  which  led  to  the  outer  gate  of  the  for- 
tress of  Canossa.  With  strange  emotions  of  pity,  of  wonder,  and 
of  scorn,  the  assembled  crowd  gazed  on  his  majestic  form  and 
noble  features,  as,  passing  through  the  first  and  the  second  gateway, 
he  stood  in  the  posture  of  humiliation  befor.e  the  third,  which  re- 
mained inexorably  closed  against  his  further  progress.     The  rising 
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1  found  him  there  fasting ;  and  there  -the  setting  siin  left  him 
Ef  with  cold,  faint  with  hunger,  and  devoured  by  shame  and  ill- 
[.  suppressed  resentment.  A  second  day  dawned,  and  wore  tardily 
I  Away,  and  closed,  in  a  continuance  of  the  same  indignities,  poiired 
\  cut  on  Europe  at  large  in  the  person  of  her  chief,  hy  the  Vicar  of 
I  the  meek,  the  lowly,  and  the  companionate  Redeemer,  A  third 
Y  came,  and,  still  irreverently  trampling  on  the  hereditary  lord 
I  of  the  fairer  half  of  the  civilised  world,  Hildebrand  once  more 
I  compelled  him  to  prolong  till  nightfall  this  profane  and  hollow 
I  parody  on  the  real  workings  of  the  broken  and  contrite  heart. 

Xor  waa  he  unwarned  of  the  activity  and  the  strength  of  the 
indignation  aroused  by  this  protracted  outrage  on  every  natural 
eentiment,  and  every  honest  prejudice,  of  mankind.     Lamenta- 
tions  and  reproaches  rang  through  the  castle  of  Canoesa,   Murmurs 
from  Henry's  inveterate  enemies,  and  his  own  zealous  adherents, 
I  upbraided  Gregory  as  exhibiting  rather  the  cruelty  of  a  tyrant, 
than  the  rigour  of  an  apostle.     But  the  endurance  of  the  sufferer 
was  the  only  measure  of  the  inflexibility  of  the  tormentor;  nor 
I  was  it  till  the  imhappy  monarch  had  biurst  away  from  the  scene  of 
his  mental  and  bodily  anguish,  and  sought  shelter  in  a  neighbour- 
ing convent,  that  the  Pope,  yielding  at  length  to  tlie  instances  of 
Matilda,  would  admit  the  degraded  atipphant  into  his  presence. 
It  was  the  fourth  day  on  which  he  had  borne  the  humiliating  garb 
of  an  affected  penitent,  and,  in  that  sordid  raiment  he  drew  near 
on  his  liare  feet  to  the  more  than  imperial  Majesty  of  the  Church, 
and  prostrated  himself,  in  more  than  servile  deference,  before  the 
diminutive  and  emaciated  old  man,  "  from  the  terrible  glance  of 
I   whose  countenance,"  we  are  told,  "  the  eye  of  every  beholder  re- 
coiled as    from   the  lightning."     Hunger,   cold,   nakedness,   and 
I   shame   had,  for  tlie  moment,  crushed  the  gallant  spirit  of  the 
sufferer.     He  wept  and  cried  for  mercy,  again  and  again  renewing 
his  entreaties,  \intil  he  had  reJiched  the  lowest  level  of  abasement 
I   to  which  his  own  enfeebled  heart,  or  the  haughtiness  of  his  great 
I  antagonist,  could  depress  him.     Then,  and  not  till  then,  did  the 

Pope  condescend  to  revoke  the  anathema  of  the  Vatican. 
L  Cruel,  however,  were  the  tender  mercies  of  the  now  exulting 
[  Pontiff.  He  restored  his  fallen  enemy  at  once  to  the  communion, 
[  and  to  the  contempt,  of  his  Christian  brethren.  The  price  of 
I  pardon  waa  a  promise  to  submit  himself  to  the  future  judgment  of 
I  the  Apostolic  See ;  to  resign  his  crown  if  that  judgment  should  be 
I  unfavourable  to  him  j  to  abstain  meanwhile  from  the  enjojrment 
I  of  any  of  his  royal  prerogatives  or  revenues;  to  acknowledge  that 
I  his  subjects  had  been  lawfully  released  from  their  allegiance  j  to 
f  banish  his  former  friends  and  advisers;  to  govern  his  states,  should 
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he  r^ain  them,  m  obedience  to  the  papal  couDsels ;  to  enforce  all 
papal  decrees ;  and  never  to  revenge  his  present  humiliation.  To 
the  observance  of  the  terms  thus  dictated  by  the  conqueror,  the 
oaths  of  Henry  himself,  and  of  several  Prelates  and  Princes  aa  his 
sponsors,  were  pledged ;  and  then,  in  the  name  of  Him  who  had 
declared  that  His  kingdom  was  not  of  this  world,  and  as  the  suc- 
cessor of  Him  who  had  forbidden  to  all  Bishops  any  lordship  over 
the  heritage  of  Christ,  the  solemn  words  of  pontifical  absolution 
rescued  the  degraded  Emperor  from  the  forfeit  to  which  he  had 
been  conditionally  sentenced  by  the  confederates  at  Tribur. 

Another  expiation  was  yet  to  be  made  to  the  injured  majesty  of 
the  Tiara.  He  in  whom  the  dynasties  of  Caesar,  of  Charlemagne, 
and  of  Otho  had  their  representative,  might  still  be  compelled  to 
endure  one  last  and  galling  contumely.  Holding  in  his  hand 
the  seeming  bread,  which  (as  he  believed)  words  of  far  more  than 
miraculous  power  had  just  transmuted  into  the  very  body  which 
died  and  was  entombed  at  Calvary — "Behold!"  exclaimed  the 
Pontiff,  fixing  his  keen  and  flashing  eye  on  the  jaded  countenance 
of  the  unhappy  Monarch,  "  behold  the  body  of  the  Lord  I  Be  it 
this  day  the  witness  of  my  innocence.  May  the  Almighty  God 
now  free  me  from  the  suspicion  of  the  guilt  of  which  I  have  been 
accused  by  thee  and  thine,  if  I  be  really  innocent  I  May  He  this 
very  day  smite  me  with  a  sudden  death,  if  I  be  really  guilty  I " 
Amidst  the  acclamations  of  the  bystanders,  he  then  looked  up  to 
heaven,  and  broke  and  ate  the  consecrated  element.  "  And  now," 
he  exclaimed,  turning  once  more  on  the  awe-stricken  Henry  that 
eye  which  neither  age  could  dim  nor  pity  soften ;  ^^  if  thou  art 
conscious  of  thine  innocence,  and  assured  that  the  charges  brought 
against  thee  by  thine  own  opponents  aie  false  and  calumnious,  free 
the  Church  of  God  from  scandal,  and  thyself  from  suspicion,  and 
take  as  an  appeal  to  heaven  this  body  of  the  Lord." 

That,  in  open  contradiction  to  his  own  recent  prayers  and  pen- 
ances, the  penitent  should  have  accepted  this  insulting  challenge, 
was  obviously  impossible.  He  trembled,  and  evaded  it.  At 
length  when  his  wounded  spirit,  and  half-lifeless  frame,  could 
endure  no  more,  a  banquet  was  served,  where,  suppressing  the 
agonies  of  shame  and  rage  with  which  his  bosom  was  to  heave 
from  that  moment  to  his  last,  he  closed  this  scene  of  wretchedness, 
by  accepting  the  hospitalities,  sharing  in  the  familiar  discourse, 
and  submitting  to  the  benedictions,  of  the  man  who  had  in  his 
person  given  proofs,  till  then  imimagined,  of  the  depths  of  ig- 
nominy to  which  the  Temporal  chief  of  Christendom  might  be 
depressed  by  an  audacious  use  of  the  powers  of  her  Ecclesiastical 
head. 
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The  Lombaid  lords  who  had  hailed  the  arrival  of  their  SoTer«gii 
n  Italy,  had  gradually  overtaken  his  rapid  advance  to  Canosaa.' 
There,  marshalled  in  the  adjacent  valleys,  they  anxiously  awiutedj 
from  day  to  day,  intelligence  of  what  might  be  passing  within  thtf 
fortress,  when  at  length  the  gates  were  thrown  open,  and,  attended 
only  by  the  usual  episcopal  retinue,  a  bishop  was  seen  to  descend 
from  the  steep  path  which  led  to  their  encampment.  He  an- 
nounced that  Henry  had  submitted  himself  to  the  present  dis- 
cipline and  to  the  future  guidance  of  the  Pope,  and  had  received 
his  ghostly  absolution ;  and  that  on  the  same  terms  his  HoHnest 
■was  ready  to  bestow  the  same  grace  on  his  less  guilty  followera. 
As  the  tidings  of  this  papal  victory  flew  from  rank  to  rank,  the 
mountains  echoed  with  one  protracted  shout  of  indignation  andj 
defiance.  The  Lombards  spurned  the  pardon  of  Hildebrand- 
usurper  of  the  Apostolic  throne,  himself  excommunicated  by  tha 
decrees  of  German  and  Italian  Synods.  They  denied  the  authority 
of  the  Emperor,  debased  as  he  now  was  by  concessions  unworthy 
of  a  king,  and  by  indignities  disgraceful  to  a  soldier.  They  vowed 
to  take  the  cro\vn  from  his  dishonoured  head,  to  place  it  on  the 
brows  of  bis  son,  the  yet  infant,  Conrad ;  to  march  immediately  to 
Rome,  and  there  to  depose  the  proud  Churchman  who  bad  thus 
dared  to  humble  to  the  dust  the  majesty  of  the  Franconiaa  line^ 
and  of  the  T.orabard  name. 

In  the  midst  of  this  military  tumult,  the  gates  of  Canossa  were 
again  thrown  open,  and  Henry  himself  was  seen  descending  to  the 
camp,  his  noble  ligure  bowed  down,  and  his  lordly  countenance 
overcast  with  unwonted  emotions.  As  be  passed  along  the  Lorn* 
bard  lines,  every  eye  expressed  contempt,  and  derision  was  on  every 
tongue.  But  the  Italian  was  not  the  German  spirit.  They  could 
at  once  despise  and  obey.  Following  the  standard  of  their  de- 
graded monarch,  they  conducted  him  to  Beggio,  where,  in  a  con- 
clave of  ecclesiastics,  be  instantly  proceeded  to  concert  schemes  for 
their  deliverance,  and  for  his  own  revenge. 

Within  a  single  week  from  the  absolution  of  Canossa,  Gregory 
was  on  his  way  to  Mantua  to  hold  a  council,  to  which  the  Em- 
peror hod  invited  him,  with  the  treacherous  design  (if  the  papal 
historians  may  be  credited)  of  seizing  and  imprisoning  him  there. 
The  vigilance  of  Alatilda  rescued  her  Holy  Father  from  the  real  or 
imaginary  danger.  From  the  banks  of  the  Po  she  conducted  him 
back,  under  the  escort  of  her  troops,  to  the  shelter  of  her  native 
mountain  fastness.  His  faith  in  his  own  infallibility  must  have 
undergone  a  severe  trial.  The  Imperial  sinner  he  had  pardoned 
waa  giving  daily  proof  that  the  heart  of  man  is  not  to  be  penetrated 
even  by  Papal  eyes.     Henry  was  exercising,  with  ostentation,  the 
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prerogatives  he  had  ao  lately  vowed  to  forego.  He  had  cast  off  the 
abject  tone  of  the  confessional.  All  his  royal  instinctif  were  in  full 
activity.  He  breathed  defiance  against  the  Pontiff — seized  and 
imprisoned  his  legates  —  recalled  to  his  presence  his  excommuni- 
cated councillors— became  once  more  Ettreniious  for  his  rights — and 
was  recompensed  by  one  simultaneous  burst  of  synipatby,  enthu- 
siasm, and  devutedneas,  from  his  Italian  subjects;. 

To  balance  the  ominous  power  thus  rising  against  him,  Gregory 
now  received  an  accession  of  dignity  and  of  influence  on  which  Ma 
eulogists  are  unwilling  to  dwell.  The  discipline  of  the  Church,  and 
the  fate  of  the  Empire,  were  not  the  only  subjects  of  his  solicitade 
while  sheltered  in  the  castle  and  city  of  the  Tuscan  heroine.  The 
world  was  startled  and  scandalised  by  the  intelligence,  that  his 
princely  hostess  had  granted  all  her  hereditary  states  to  her  Apos- 
tolic guest,  and  to  Ids  successors  for  ever,  in  full  allodial  dominion. 
By  some  sj^e  of  the  law,  who  drew  up  the  act  of  cession,  it  is  aa- 
cribed  to  her  dread  of  the  Emperor's  hostility,  A  nobler  impulse 
is  ascribed  to  the  mistress  of  Liguria  and  Tuscany,  in  the  hobbling 
verses  of  her  more  honest  chaplain.  Peter,  he  says,  bore  the  keys 
of  heaven,  and  Matilda  had  resolved  to  bear  the  Etrurian  keys  of 
Peter's  patrimony,  in  no  other  character  than  that  of  doorkee|)er 
to  Peter.  With  what  benignity  the  splendid  inheritance  was  ac- 
cepted, may  also  be  learned  from  the  worthy  versifier.  At  this 
hour  Pope  Gregory  the  Sixteenth  holds  some  parts  of  hia  territorial 
dominion  in  virtue  of  this  grant.  Hildebrand  is  one  of  the  saints  of 
the  Church,  and  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  world.  He,  therefore, 
escapes  the  reproach  of  so  grave  an  abuse  of  the  hospitality  of  the 
Great  Countess,  and  of  the  confidence  she  reposed  in  her  spiritual 
guide.  The  coarser  reproach  in  which  it  has  involved  them  both 
will  he  adopted  by  no  one  who  has  ever  watched  the  weaving  of 
the  mystic  bonds  which  knit  together  the  female  and  the  sacerdotal 
hearts.  It  was  the  age  of  feudalism,  not  of  chivalry.  Yet  when 
chivalry  came,  and  St.  Louis  himself  adorned  it,  would  he,  if  bo 
tried,  have  resisted  the  temptation  under  which  St.  Gregory  fell  ? 
It  is,  probably,  well  for  the  fame  of  that  illustrious  prince  that  his 
virtue  was  never  subjected  to  so  severe  a  t«st. 

Canossa,  the  scene  of  this  memorable  cession,  was,  at  the  same 
time,  the  prison  of  him  to  whom  it'waa  made.  All  the  passes  were 
beset  with  Henry's  troops.  All  the  Lombard  and  Tuscan  dtiea 
were  in  Henry's  possession.  His  reviving  courage  had  kindled  the 
zeal  of  his  adherents.  He  was  no  longer  an  outcast  to  be  trampled 
down  with  impunity;  but  the  leader  of  a  formidable  host,  with 
whom  even  the  Vicar  of  Christ  must  condescend  to  temporise. 

In  the  wild  defiles  of  the  Alps,  swift  messengers  from  the  Princes  • 
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to  the  Pope  hurried  past  Bolemn  legates  from  Uie  Pope  to 
Princes  —  they  urging  his  instant  appearance  at  Augsburg  - 
exhorting  them  to  avoid  any  decision  in  hia  absence.  Mitra 
emisaariea  also  passed  from  Gregory  to  the  Emperor,  summomiii 
him  to  attend  the  Diet  within  ft  time  by  which  no  one  imwafto 
by  wings  or  steam  could  have  reached  the  place,  and  reque 
from  him  a  suicidal  safe-conduct  for  his  pontifical  judge.  Thi 
Pope  was  now  amfined  to  the  weapona  with  which  men  of  tl 
gown  contend  with  men  of  the  sword.  His  prescience  forebode 
a  civil  war.  His  policy  was  to  aasume  the  guidance  of  tl 
German  league  just  far  enough  to  maintafn  his  lofty  claims,  m 
far  enough  to  be  irrevocably  committed  to  the  leaguers, 
plausible  apology  for  his  absence  was  necessary.  It  waa  afforde 
by  Henry's  rejection  of  demands  which  were  made  only  that  the 
might  be  rejected. 

To  Otho  and  to  the  aspiring  Rudolf  such  subtleties  were  alik 
unfamiliar  and  unsuspected.  Those  stont  soldiers  and  sinipU 
Germans  knew  that  the  Pope  had  deposed  their  King,  and  had 
absolved  them  from  their  allegiance.  They  doubted  not,  therefor*(| 
that  he  was  bound  heart  and  soul  to  their  cause.  Or  if,  in  thi 
nssembly  which  they  held  at  Forchelm,  a  donht  was  whispered  ol 
Italian  honour  or  of  Pontifical  faith,  it  was  silenced  by  the  presence 
there  of  Papal  legates,  who  sedulously  swelled  the  tide  of  invective 
against  Heniy.  At  first,  indeed,  they  dissuaded  the  immediate 
choice  of  a  rival  sovereign.  But  to  the  demand  of  the  Princes  foi* 
prompt  and  decisive  measures,  they  gave  their  ready  assent.  They 
advised  them,  it  is  true,  to  confer  no  hereditary  title  on  the  object 
of  their  choice.  Yet  when,  in  defiance  of  tJiat  advice,  the  choice 
was  made,  they  solemnly  confirmed  it  in  the  name,  and  by  the 
authority,  of  Oregory,  They  did  not,  certainly,  vote  for  the  elec- 
tion of  Rudolf;  but,  when  the  shouts  of  the  multitude  announced 
his  accession  to  the  Teutonic  throne,  they  placed  the  crown  on  his 
head.  That  Hildebrand  did  not  disavow  these  acta  of  bis  repre- 
sentatives, hut  availed  himself  of  the  alliances  and  aids  to  he  derived 
from  them,  appeared  to  these  downright  captains  abundantly  suffi- 
cient to  bind  him  in  conscience  and  in  honour,  That  the  Pope 
had  not  the  slightest  intention  of  being  so  bound,  unless  it  should 
chance  to  suit  bis  own  convenience,  is,  however,  past  dispute. 
Even  in  the  nineteenth  century  he  has  found,  in  M.  I'Abb^  Ji^jer, 
an  apologist  who  absolves  him  from  all  responsibility  for  the  acts 
of  his  legates  at  the  Diet  of  Forcheim,  because  they  were  adopted 
without  awaiting  bis  own  personal  arrival.  The  Diet  might  just 
as  reasonably  have  awaited  the  arrival  of  the  Millennium, 

The  decretals  of  Rome,  of  Tribur,  of  Cauossa,  and  of  Forcheim, 
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were  now  to  bear  their  proper  fruits— fruits  of  bitter  taste,  and  of 
evil  augury.  At  the  moment  when  the  cathedral  of  Mentz  was 
pouring  forth  the  crowds  who  had  just  listened  to  the  coronation 
oath  of  Sudolf,  the  clash  of  arms,  the  cries  of  combatants,  and  the 
shrieks  of  the  dying,  mingled,  strangely  and  mournfully,  with  the 
sacred  anthems  and  the  songs  of  revellers.  An  idle  frolic  of  some 
Swabian  soldiers  had  kindled  into  rage  the  sullen  spirit  with  which 
the  partisans  of  Henry  had  gazed  on  that  unwelcome  pageant ;  and 
the  first  rude  and  exasperated  voice  was  echoed  by  thousands  who 
learned,  from  those  acclamations,  the  secret  of  their  nimibers  and 
their  strength.  The  discovery  and  the  agitation  spread  from  city 
to  city,  and  roused  the  whole  German  people  from  the  Bhine  to 
the  Oder.  Men's  hearts  yearned  over  their  exiled  king.  They 
remembered  that,  but  twelve  short  years  before,  he  had  been 
basely  stolen  from  his  mother  by  churchmen,  who  had  yet  more 
basely  corrupted  him.  They  commemorated  his  courage,  his 
courtesy,  and  his  munificence.  They  pardoned  his  faults  as  the 
excesses  of  youth,  and  resented,  as  insults  to  themselves,  the  indig- 
nities of  Canossa,  and  the  treason  of  Forcheim.  In  this  reflux  of 
public  opinion,  the  loyal  and  the  brave,  all  who  cherished  the 
honours  of  the  crown,  and  all  who  desired  the  independence  of  the 
state,  were  supported  by  the  multitudes  to  whom  the  papal  edicts 
against  simony  and  clerical  marriages  were  fraught  with  disaster, 
and  by  that  still  more  numerous  body  who,  at  all  times,  lend  their 
voices  and  their  arms  to  swell  the  triumph  of  every  rising  cause. 
To  this  confederacy  Eudolf  had  to  oppose  the  alliance  of  the 
princes,  secular  and  ecclesiastical,  the  devoted  zeal  of  the  Saxon 
people,  and  the  secret  support,  rather  than  the  frank  and  open 
countenance  of  the  Pope.  The  shock  of  these  hostile  powers  was 
near  and  inevitable. 

In  the  spring  of  1077,  tidings  were  spread  throughout  Germany 
of  the  Emperor's  arrival  to  the  northward  of  the  Alps.  From 
Franconia,  the  seat  of  his  house,  from  the  fruitful  province  of 
Burgundy,  and  from  the  Bohemian  mountains,  he  was  greeted  with 
an  enthusiastic  welcome.  Many  even  of  the  Bavarians  and 
Swabians  revolted  in  his  favour.  His  standard  once  more  floated 
over  all  the  greater  citadels  of  the  fihine.  He  who,  six  months 
before,  had  fled  from  Spires  a  solitary  wanderer,  was  now  at  the 
head  of  a  powerful  army,  controlling  the  whole  of  Southern 
Germany,  laying  waste  the  territories  of  his  rivals,  and  threatening 
tliem  with  a  signal  retribution. 

Amidst  the  rising  tempest  the  voice  of  Gregory  was  heard ;  but 
it  was  no  longer  trumpet-tongued  and  battling  with  the  storm. 
The  supreme  earthly  judge,  the  dread  avenger,  had  subsided  into 
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the  pacific  mediator.  In  the  name  of  Peter  he  enjoined  eitkerj 
king  to  send  him  a  safe-conduct,  that  he  might,  in  person,  arbitratfti 
between  them  and  stop  the  effusion  of  Christian  blood.  A  saf^l 
but  an  impracticable  offer;  an  indirect  but  significant  avowal  of^ 
neutrality  between  the  sovereign  he  had  ao  lately  deposed  and  the  1 
sovereign  whom,  by  his  legates,  he  had  bo  lately  crowned  1  Thus  ] 
ignobly  withdrawing  from  the  contest  he  had  kindled,  Kildebrand  I 
returned  from  Canossa  to  the  papal  city.  The  Great  Countese,  sa  . 
usual,  attended  as  the  commander  of  bis  guard.  Rome  received  in  | 
triumph  her  new  Germanicns,  and  decreed  an  ovation  to  his  ever 
faithful  Agrippina. 

While  the  glories  of  Canossa  were  thua  celebrated  by  rejoicings 
in  the  Christian  capital,  they  were  expiated  by  blood  in  the  plains 
of  Saxony.     Confiding  in  the  solemn  acta  of  the  Pope  and  hia 
legates,  the  Saxons  had  thronged  to  the  defence  of  the  crown  of    ■ 
Kudolf,  and  they  had  sustained  it  undauntedly.     But  the  bravest    i 
quailed  at  the  intelligence  that  Gregory  had  disowned  the  cause  of 
the  Church  and  of  their  native  land ;  and  that,  even  in  the  palace    I 
of  the  Lateran,  the  Eimbassadors  of   Henry  were  received  with    I 
honours,  and  with  a  deference  denied  to  the  humbler  envoys  of  hia   . 
rival.     Sagacity  far  inferior  to  that  of  Hildebrand  could,  at  that  J 
time,   have   divined   that   the  sword  alone  could  decide  such  KM 
quarrel — that  the  sword  of  Henry  was  the  keener  of  the  two — and, I 
that,  by  the  cordial  adoption  of  the  cause  of  either,  the  Pope  1 
might  draw  on  himself  the  vengeance  of  the  conqueror.    To  pause,    i 
to  vacillate,  and  to  soothe,  had  therefore  become  the  policy  of  the    ( 
sovereign  of  the  papal  states ;  but  to  be  silent  or  inactive  in  such 
a  strife  would  have  been  to  abdicate  one  of  the  highest  prerogatives 
of  the   Papacy,     Pontifical  legates  traversed  Europe.     Pontifical 
epistles  demanded  the  submission  of  the  combatants.     Pontifical 
warning  denounced  woea  on  the  disobedient.     But  no  pontifical 
voice  explained  who  was  to  be  obeyed  or  who  opposed,  what  was  to 
be  done  or  what  forborne.     Discerning  readers  of  tlieae  mandates 
understood  them   as  an  intimation  that,  on  the  victorious  side 
(whichever  that  side  might  be)  the  pontifical  power  would  ulti- 
mately be  foimd, 

The  appeal  from  these  dark  oracles  to  the  unambiguous  eword 
waa  first  made  by  the  rival  kings  in  the  autumn  of  1078.  They 
met  on  the  banks  of  the  Stren,  on  the  plains  of  Melrichstadt. 
£ach  was  driven  from  the  field  with  enormous  loss;  Henry  by 
hia  inveterate  antagonist  Otho;  Rudolf  by  Count  Herbard,  the 
lieutenant  of  Henry.  Each  claimed  the  victory.  An  issue  so  un- 
decisive could  draw  from  the  circumspect  Pontiff  nothing  more 
definite  than  renewed  exhortations  to  rely  on  the  Holy  Peter;  and 


could  ui^e  him  to  no  measiire  more  Lazardoiia  than  that  of  con- 
veuiiig  a  uew  Council  at  tlie  Lateran.  There  appeared  the  Imperial 
envoys  with  hollow  vowe  of  obedience,  and  Saxon  messengers  in- 
voking aome  intelligible  intimation  of  the  judgment  and  purposes 
of  the  Apostolic  See.  Again  the  Pope  listened,  spoke,  exhorted, 
threatened ;  and  left  the  bleeding  world  to  interpret  as  it  might 
the  mystic  sense  of  the  Infallible. 

To  that  brave  and  truth-loving  people  from  whom,  at  the  distance 
of  four  centuries,  Luther  was  to  rise  for  the  deliverance  of  man- 
kind, these  subterfuges  appeared  in  their  real  Hght.  The  Saxon 
annalist  has  preserved  three  letters  sent  by  his  countrymen  on  this 
occasion  to  Gregory,  which  he  must  have  read  with  admiration  and 
with  shame.  "  You  know,  and  the  letters  of  your  Holiness  attest 
(such  is  their  indignant  remonstrance)  that  it  was  by  no  advice,  nor 
for  any  interest  of  ours,  but  for  wrongs  done  to  the  Holy  See,  that 
you  deposed  oui  king,  and  forbade  us,  mider  fearful  menaces,  to 
acknowledge  him.  We  have  obeyed  you  at  great  danger,  and  at 
the  expense  of  horrible  sufferings.  Many  of  \ia  have  lost  their 
property  and  their  lives,  and  have  bequeathed  hopeless  poverty  to 
their  children.  We  who  siu-vive  are  without  the  means  of  sub- 
sistence, delivered  over  to  the  utmost  agonies  of  distress.  The 
reward  of  our  sacrifices  is,  that  he  who  was  compelled  to  cast 
himself  at  your  feet  baa  been  absolved  without  punishment,  and 
has  been  permitted  to  crush  us  to  the  very  abyss  of  misery.  After 
our  king  had  been  solemnly  deposed  in  a  Synod,  and  another  chosen 
in  virtue  of  the  Apostolic  authority,  the  very  matter  thus  decided 
is  again  brought  into  question.  Wliat  especially  perplexes  us 
simple  folk  is,  that  the  legates  of  Henry,  though  excommunicated 
by  your  legates,  are  well  received  at  Rome.  Holy  Father,  your 
piety  assures  us  that  you  are  guided  by  honourable,  not  hy  subtle 
views;  but  we  are  too  gross  to  understand  them.  We  can  only 
explain  to  you  that  this  management  of  two  parties  has  produced 
civil  war,  murder,  pillage,  conflagration.  If  we,  helpless  sheep  t 
had  failed  in  any  point  of  duty,  the  vengeance  of  the  Holy  See 
would  have  overtaken  us.  Why  exhibit  so  much  forbearance  when 
you  have  to  do  with  wolves  who  have  ravaged  the  Lord's  fold  ? 
We  conjure  you  to  look  into  your  own  heart,  to  remember  your 
own  honour,  to  fear  the  wrath  of  G-od,  and  for  your  own  sake,  if  not 
for  love  of  us,  rescue  yourself  from  responsibility  for  the  torrent* 
of  blood  poured  out  in  our  land." 

To  these  pathetic  appeals  Gregory  answered  slowly  and  re- 
luctantly, by  disavowing  the  acts  of  his  legates  at  Forcheim;  by 
extolling  his  own  justice,  courage,  and  disinterestedness;  by  in- 
voking the  support   of   all  orders  of  men  in  Germany;  and  by 
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assuring  them^  in  scriptural  language^  of  the  salvation  of  such  *^  as 
should  persevere  to  the  end,"  But  the  hour  for  blandishments  had 
passed  away.  The  day  of  wrath,  and  the  power  of  the  sword,  had 
come. 

The  snow  covered  the  earth,  and  the  frost  had  chained  the  rivers, 
when,  in  the  winter  of  1079-80,  the  armies  of  Henry  and  Kudolf 
were  drawn  up,  in  hostile  lines,  at  the  village  of  Fladenheim,  near 
Mulhausen.  Henry  was  the  assailant,  but  Eudolf,  though  driven 
with  great  loss  from  the  field,  was  the  conqueror ;  for  in  that  field 
the  dreaded  Otho  ugain  commanded,  and  by  his  skill  and  oeurage 
a  rout  was  turned  into  a  victory. 

The  intelligence  arrived  at  Rome  at  the  moment  when  Gregory 
was  presiding  there  in  the  most  numerous  of  the  many  councils  he 
had  convened  at  the  Lateran.  Long-suppressed  shame  for  his 
ignoble  indecision,  the  murmurs  of  the  assembled  prelates,  a  voice 
from  Heaven  audible,  as  we  are  told,  to  his  sense  alone,  and 
above  all  the  triumphant  field  of  Fladenheim,  combined  to  over- 
come his  long-cherished  but  timid  policy.  Eising  from  his  throne 
with  the  majesty  of  his  earlier  days,  the  Pope,  in  the  names  of 
Peter  and  of  Paul,  "  of  God,  and  of  his  holy  mother  Mary,"  ex- 
communicated Henry,  took  from  him  the  government  of  his  states, 
deprived  him  of  his  royal  rank,  forbade  all  Christian  people  to 
receive  him  as  their  king,  **gave,  granted,  and  conceded"  that 
Eudolf  might  rule  the  German  and  Italian  Empire;  and  with 
blessings  on  Eudolfs  adherents,  and  curses  on  his  foes,  dissolved 
the  assembly.  Then,  moved,  as  he  believed  by  a  divine  impulse, 
he  proceeded  to  the  altar,  and  uttered  a  prediction  that  ere  the 
Church  should  celebrate  the  festival  of  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles, 
Henry,  her  rebellious  outcast,  should  neither  reign,  nor  live,  to 
molest  her. 

A  perilous  prophecy  1  Henry  was  no  longer  the  exile  of  Tribur, 
nor  the  penitent  of  Canossa.  Yet  his  own  rage,  on  hearing  of  this 
new  papal  sentence,  did  not  bum  so  fiercely  as  the  wrath  of  his 
adherents. 

With  the  sanction  of  thirty  bishops,  a  new  Anti-Pope,  Guibert 
of  Eavenna,  was  elected  at  Brixen ;  and,  at  every  court  in  Europe 
Imperial  embassies  demanded  support  for  the  common  cause  of  all 
temporal  sovereigns.  In  every  part  of  Germany  troops  were  levied, 
and  Henry  marched  at  their  head  to  crush  the  one  German  power 
in  alliance  with  Eome.  But  that  power  was  still  animated  by  the 
Saxon  spirit,  and  was  still  sustained  by  the  claims  of  Eudolf,  and 
by  the  genius  of  Otho. 

On  the  bright  dawn  of  an  autumnal  day  his  forces,  drawn  up  on 
the  smiling  banks  of  the  Elster,  raised  the  sacred  song  of  the 
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Hebrews, — "God  standeth  in  the  congregfitlon  of  princes;  lie 
is  a  judge  among  Gods;" — and  flung  themselves  on  the  fur- 
extended  lines  of  Henry'a  army ;  who,  with  emidoua  devotion,  met 
them  with  the  hardly  less  sublime  canticle, — "TeDeum  taudamus," 
Cries  more  welcome  to  the  demons  of  war  soon  stilled  these  sacred 
strains;  cries  of  despair,  of  anguish,  and  of  terror.  They  first 
TTMe  from  one  of  Henry's  S(|uadron8,  which,  alarmed  by  the  fall  of 
their  captain,  receded ;  and,  in  their  retreat,  spread  through  the 
rest  a  panic,  a  pause,  and  a  momentary  confusion.  That  moment 
was  enough  for  the  eagle  glance  of  Otho.  He  rushed  on  the 
wavering  Imperialists ;  and,  ere  that  bright  aun  had  reached  the 
meridian,  thousands  had  fallen  by  t!ie  Saxon  sword,  or  had  perished 
in  the  blood-atained  river.  The  victory  was  complete,  the  exulta- 
tioQ  raptnroiiB.  Shouts  of  glory  to  the  God  of  battles,  thauks- 
^viogB  for  the  deliverance  of  Saxony,  paeans  of  immortal  honour 
to  OUio,  the  noblest  of  her  sons,  soothed  or  exasperated  the  agonies 
of  the  dyii^ ;  when  the  triumph  was  turned  into  sudden  and  irre- 
me<Uable  mourning.  On  the  field  which  had,  apparently,  secured 
his  crown,  Rudolf  himself  had  fallen.  He  fell  by  an  illustrious 
arm.  Godfrey  of  Bouillon,  the  hero  of  the  JerusaUm,  Delivered, 
Btmck  the  fatal  blow.  Another  sword  severed  the  right  hand  from 
the  arm  of  Rudolf.  "  It  is  the  hand,"  he  cried,  as  his  glazing  eye 
rested  cm  it,  "  with  which  I  confirmed  my  fealty  to  Henry  my 
lord."  At  once  elevated  by  so  signal  a  victory,  and  depressed  by 
these  penitent  misgivings,  his  spirit  ptkssed  away,  leaving  his 
adherents  to  the  mercy  of  his  rival. 

The  aame  sun  which  witnessed  the  ruin  of  Henry's  army  on  the 
Elster,  looked  down  on  a  conflict,  in  which,  on  that  eventful 
morning,  the  forces  of  Matilda,  in  the  Mantuan  territory,  fled 
before  his  own.  He  now,  once  more,  descended  into  Italy.  He 
Carney  not,  as  formerly,  a  pilgrim  and  an  exile ;  but  at  the  head 
of  an  army  devoted  to  his  person,  and  defying  all  carnal  enemies, 
and  all  spiritual  censures.  He  came  to  encounter  Hildebrand, 
destitute  of  all  Transalpine  alliances,  and  supported,  even  in  Italy, 
by  no  power  hut  that  of  Matilda ;  for  the  Norman  Duke  of  Apulia 
waa  far  away,  attempting  the  conquest  of  the  Eastern  capital  and 
Empire.  But  Henry  left  in  his  rear  the  invincible  Saxons,  and  the 
hero  who  commanded  them.  To  prevent  a  diversion  in  that 
quarter  the  Emperor  proposed  to  abdicate  his  dominion  in  Saxony 
in  favour  of  Conrad,  his  son.  But  Otho  (a  merry  talker,  as  his 
annaJist  informs  us)  rejected  the  project  with  the  remark,  that  "  the 
calf  of  a  vicious  bull  usually  proved  vicious."  Leaving,  therefore, 
this  implacable  enemy  to  his  machinations,  the  Emperor  pressed 
forward ;  and  before  the  summer  of  1 080,  the  citizens  of  Rome  saw, 
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from  tlieir  walls,  the  Germaa  etanJards  in  hostile  an'ay  in  the 
Campagoa. 

Id  the  presence  of  such  danger  the  gallant  spirit  of  the  aged 
Pope  once  more  rose  and  exulted.  He  conveaed  a  Synod  to  attest 
his  last  defiance  of  his  formidable  enemy.  Ke  exhorted  the  Gen 
man  princes  to  elect  a  succeasor  to  Rudolf.  In  letters  of  im] 
sioned  eloquence,  he  again  maintained  his  supremacy  over  all 
kings  and  rulers  of  mankind.  He  welcomed  persecution  as 
badge  of  his  holy  calling ;  and,  while  the  besiegers  were  at  the  gate^ 
he  disposed  (at  leaat  in  words)  of  royal  crowns,  and  distant  pro- 
vinces, Matilda  supplied  him  with  money,  which,  for  a  wliilej 
trautiuillised  the  Homau  populace.  He  himself,  as  we  are  assured, 
wrought  miracles  to  extinguish  conflagrations  kindled  by  theii 
treachery.  In  language,  such  as  martyrs  use,  he  consoled  the  part* 
ners  of  his  sufferings.  In  lauguage  such  as  heroes  breatlie,  he  an 
roat«d  the  defenders  of  the  city.  The  siege,  or  blockade,  continue 
for  three  years  uninterruptedly,  except  when  Henry's  troops  wei 
driven,  by  the  deadly  beats  of  autumn,  to  the  neighbouring  hill^ 
Distress,  and,  it  is  alleged,  bribery,  at  length  suljdued  the  court  _ 
of  the  garrison.  On  every  side  clamours  were  heard  for  peace ;  foo 
Henry  demanded,  as  the  terms  of  peace,  nothing  more  than  th0 
recognition  of  his  Imperial  title,  and  his  coronatiou  by  the  handv 
of  Gregory,  The  conscience,  perhaps  the  pride,  of  Gregory  rev 
volted  against  the  proposal.  His  invincible  will  opposed  and 
Milenced  the  outcries  of  the  fiimishod  multitudes  ;  nor  could  their 
entreaties,  or  their  threats,  extort  from  him  more  than  a  promise 
that,  in  the  approaching  winter,  ho  would  propase  the  question  to 
a  Pontifical  Synod.  It  met,  by  the  permission  of  Henry,  on  the 
30th  of  November,  1083.  It  was  the  latest  council  of  Gregory^ 
pontificate,  A  few  bishops,  faithful  to  their  chief  and  to  his  cause, 
now  occupied  the  seats  so  often  thronged  by  mitred  churchmen. 
Every  pallid  cheek  and  anxious  eye  was  turned  to  him  who  occu- 

I  pied  the  loftier  throne  in  the  centre  of  that  agitated  assembly.  He 
rose,  and  thehalf-utteredsuggestionaof  fear  and  human  policy  were 
hushed  into  deep  stillness  as  he  spoke.  He  spoke  of  the  glorious 
example,  of  the  light  affliction,  and  of  the  eternal  reward,  of  mar- 
tyrs for  the  faith.  He  spoke,  as  dying  fathers  speak  to  their 
children,  of  peace,  and  hope,  and  of  consolation.     But  he  spoke 

I  also,  as  inspired  prophets  spake  of  yore  to  the  Kings  of  Israel,  de- 
nouncing the  swift  vengeance  of  Heaven  against  his  oppressor, 
enraptured  audience  exclaimed  that  they  had  heard  the  voice 
of  an  angel,  not  nf  a  man.  Gregory  dismissal  the  assembly,  and 
calmly  prepared  for  whatever  extremity  of  distress  might  await 
him. 


It  did  not  linger.  In  the  spring  of  1084  the  garrison  was  over- 
powered, the  gates  were  thrown  open  to  the  besie^ra,  fuid  (ttegory 
Bought  a  precarious  refuge  In  the  Castle  of  St,  Aogelo.  He  left  the 
great  Churcli  of  the  Latertui  as  a  theiitre  for  the  triumph  i>f  hU  an- 
tagonist and  his  rival.  Seated  on  tlie  Apostolic  throne,  (Juiliert, 
the  Anti-Pope  of  Brixen,  was  consecrated  there  by  the  title  of 
Clement  the  Third  ;  and  then,  as  the  sHccesaor  of  Peter,  ho  placed 
the  crown  of  Germany  and  of  Italy  on  the  brows  of  Henry,  and  of 
Bertha,  as  they  knelt  before  him. 

And  now  Henry  had,  or  seemed  to  have,  in  his  grasp  the  author 
of  the  shame  of  Canossa,  of  the  anathemas  of  the  Iwiteran,  and  of 
the  civil  wars  and  rebellious  of  the  Empire.  The  Iwwe  popidace  of 
Home  were  already  anticipating,  with  sanguinary  joy,  the  humilia- 
tion, perhaps  the  death,  of  the  noblest  spirit  who  had  reigned  there 
since  the  slaughter  of  Julius.  The  approaching  catastrophe,  what- 
ever might  be  its  form,  Gregory  was  prepared  to  meet,  with  a  aereua 
confidence  in  God,  and  a  haughty  defiance  of  man.  A  few  liourti 
more,  and  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo  must  have  yiclileil  to  famine  or 
to  assault ;  when  the  aged  Pope,  in  the  very  agony  of  his  fate, 
gathered  the  reward  of  the  policy  with  which  he  had  cemented  the 
alliance  between  the  Papacy  and  the  Norman  con<]«eror8  of  tho 
South  of  Italy.  Robert  Guiacard,  returning  from  CouHtaritiiioplc, 
flew  to  the  rescue  of  his  Suzerain.  Scouts  announced  to  Henry  the 
approach  of  a  njighty  host,  in  which  the  Norman  battle-axe,  and 
the  cross,  were  strangely  united  with  the  Saracenic  cimeter,  and  tlio 
crescent  A  precipitate  retreat  scarcely  rescued  his  enfeebled 
troops  from  the  impending  danger.  He  abandoned  his  prey  in  n 
fever  of  disappointment.  Unable  to  slake  his  thirst  for  vengeance, 
he  might  perhaps  allay  it  by  surprising  the  Great  CountcSH,  and 
overwhelming  her  forces,  still  in  anns  in  the  Modencae.  But  ho 
was  himself  surprised  in  the  attempt  by  her  superior  skill  and  vigi- 
lance. Shouts  for  St.  Peter  and  Matilda  roused  the  retreating  Im- 
perialists by  night,  near  the  Castle  of  Sorbaria.  They  retired  across 
the  Alps,  with  such  a  loss  of  men,  of  officers,  and  of  treasure,  tut 
disabled  them  from  any  further  enterprises. 

The  Emperor  returned  into  Germany  to  reign  undiHturbtnl  by 
civil  war ;  for  the  great  Otho  was  dead,  and  Herman  of  Luxemburg, 
who  had  assumed  the  Imperial  title,  was  permitted  to  abdicate  it 
with  contemptuous  impunity.  Henry  rehirned,  however,  to  pre- 
pare for  new  conflicts  with  the  Papacy  —  to  dnun  the  cup  of  toil, 
of  danger,  and  of  distre*?  —  .iml  to  die,  at  length,  with  a  heart 
broken  by  the  parricidal  cruelty  of  his  son.  No  prayers  were  said, 
and  no  requiem  sung,  over  the  unhallowed  grave  which  receivetl 
the  booea  of  the  excommimicated  Monarch.     Yet  they  were  cftm- 
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mitted  to  the  earth  with  the  best  and  the  kindest  obsequies.  Th« 
pity  of  hia  enemies,  the  lamentation  of  hie  subjects,  and  the 
bidden  tears  of  tlie  poor,  the  widows  and  the  orphans,  who  CTOV/ieii 
round  the  biex  of  their  benefactor,  rendered  his  tomb  not  less  eacred' 
than  if  it  had  been  blessed  Tiy  the  united  prayers  of  the  whole 
Christian  Episcopacy.  Those  unbribed  mourners  wept  over  ft 
Prince  to  whom  God  had  given  a  large  heart  and  a  capacious  mind  i 
but  who  had  derived,  from  canonised  Biabopa,  a  corrupting  educa- 
tion, and  from  a  too  early  and  too  unchequered  prosperity,  the  de- 
velopment of  every  hose  and  cruel  appetite ;  but  to  whom  calamity 
bail  imparted  a  self-dominion,  from  which  none  could  withhold  hit 
respect,  and  an  active  sympathy  with  sorrow,  to  which  none  could 
refuse  his  love. 

With  happier  fortunes,  as,  indeed,  with  loftier  virtues,  MatildS 
continued,  for  twenty-five  years,  to  wage  war  in  defence  of  tb^ 
Apostolic  See.  After  a  life  which  might  seem  to  belong  to  tbv 
province  of  romance  rather  than  of  history,  she  died  at  the  age  of 
seventy-five,  bequeathing  to  the  world  a  name  second,  in  the 
annals  of  her  age,  to  none  but  that  of  Hildebrand  himself. 

To  him  the  Norman  rescue  of  the  Papal  city  broiight  only 
momentary  relief.  He  returned  in  triumph  to  the  Lateran,  But% 
within  a  few  hours,  he  looked  from  the  walls  of  that  ancient  palace 
on  a  scene  of  woe  such  as,  till  then,  had  never  passed  before 
him.  A  sanguinary  contest  was  raging  between  the  forces  of 
Robert  and  the  citizens  attached  to  Henry,  Every  street  was  bar- 
ricaded ;  every  house  had  become  a  fortress.  The  pealing  of  bells, 
the  clash  of  arms,  cries  of  fury,  and  shrieks  of  despair,  assailed  his 
cars  in  dismal  concert.  When  the  sun  set'  behind  the  Tuscan  hills 
on  this  scene  of  desolation,  another  light,  and  a  still  more  fearfid 
struggle,  succeeded.  Flames  ascended  at  once  from  every  quarter. 
They  leaped  from  house  to  house,  enveloping  and  destroying  what- 
ever was  most  splendid  or  most  sacred,  in  the  edifices  of  medis>val 
Rome.  Amidst  the  roar  of  the  conflagration  they  had  kindled,  and 
by  ibi  portentous  light,  the  fierce  Saracens,  and  the  ruthless  North- 
men, revelled  in  pliinder,  lust,  and  carnage,  like  demons  by  the 
glare  of  their  native  pandemonium.  Gregory  gazed  with  agony  on 
the  real  and  present  aspect  of  civil  war.  Perhaps  lie  thought  with 
penitence  on  the  wars  he  had  kindled  beyond  the  Alps.  Two-thinls 
of  the  city  perished.  Every  convent  was  violated,  every  altar  pro- 
faned, and  multitudes  driven  away  into  perpetual  and  hopeless 


Himself  a  voluntary  exile,  Gregory  sought,  in  the  Castle  of 
Salerno,  and  under  the  protection  of  the  Normans,  the  security  he 
could  no  longer  find  among  his  own  exasperated  subjects.     Age 
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and  anxiety  weighed  heavily  upon  him.  An  unwonted  lassitude 
depressed  a  frame  till  now  incapable  of  fatigue.  He  recogm'sed 
the  summons  of  death,  and  his  soul  rose  with  unconquerable  power 
to  entertain  that  awful  visitant.  He  summoned  round  his  bed  the 
Bishops  and  Cardinals  who  had  attended  his  flight  from  Eome.  He 
passed  before  them,  in  firm  and  rapid  retrospect,  the  incidents  of 
his  eventful  life.  He  maintained  the  truth  of  the  great  principles 
by  which  it  had  been  governed  from  the  commencement  to  the 
close.  He  named  his  three  immediate  successors  in  the  Papacy. 
He  assured  his  weeping  friends  of  his  intercession  for  them  in 
heaven.  He  forgave,  and  blessed,  and  absolved  his  enemies, 
though  with  the  resolute  exceptions  of  the  Emperor  and  the  Anti- 
Pope.  He  then  composed  himself  to  die.  His  faltering  lips  had 
closed  on  the  transubstantiated  elements.  The  final  unction  had 
given  assurance  that  the  body,  so  soon  to  be  committed  to  the  dust, 
would  rise  again  in  honour  and  incorruption.  Anxious  to  catch 
the  last  accents  of  that  once  oracular  voice,  the  mourners  were 
bending  over  him,  when,  struggling  in  the  vei-y  grasp  of  death,  he 
collected,  for  one  last  eflFort,  his  failing  powers,  and  breathed  out 
his  spirit  with  the  indignant  exclamation  —  "I  have  loved  right- 
eousness, and  hated  iniquity :  and  therefore  I  die  in  exile  1 " 

It  was  not  permitted,  even  to  the  genius  of  Hildebrand,  to  con- 
dense, into  a  single  sentence,  an  epitome  of  such  a  life  as  his.  It 
was  a  life  scarcely  intelligible  to  his  own  generation,  or  to  himself, 
nor  indeed  to  our  age,  except  by  the  light  of  that  ecclesiastical 
history  in  which  it  forms  so  important  an  era. 

It  had  ill  beseemed  the  inspired  wisdom  of  the  tent-maker  of 
Tarsus,  and  of  the  Galilean  fishermen,  to  have  founded  on  any  other 
than  a  popular  basis,  a  society  destined  to  encounter  the  enmity  of 
the  dominant  few,  by  the  zeal  of  the  devoted  many.  From  the 
extant  monuments  of  their  lives  and  writings,  it  accordingly  appears 
that  they  conceded  to  the  lay  multitude  an  ample  share  in  the 
finance,  the  discipline,  and  the  legislation  of  the  collective  body. 
The  deacons  were  the  tribimes  of  the  Christian  people.  This  was 
the  age  of  Proselytism. 

In  the  sad  and  solemn  times  which  followed,  ecclesiastical  autho- 
rity became  austere  and  arbitrary,  and  submission  to  it  enthusiastic. 
Martyrs,  in  the  contemplation  of  mortal  agonies,  and  of  an  opening 
paradise,  had  no  thoughts  for  the  adjustment  and  balancing  of 
sacerdotal  powers.  They  who  braved  the  wild  beasts  of  the  amphi- 
theatre, or  the  ascetic  rigours  of  the  wilderness,  were  the  heroes 
of  the  Church.  The  rest  sank  into  a  degraded  caste.  But  all  laid 
bare  their  souls  at  the  confessional.     All  acknowledged  a  dominion 
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which,  discountenanced  by  the  state,  eustained  itaelf  by  extreme 
and  recondite  maxims  of  government.  In  virtue  of  such  maxima 
the  Episcopal  order  encroached  on  every  other.  The  vicarious  attri-" 
butee  of  Deity  were  ascribed  to  those  who  ministered  at  the  altar< 
Inhere,  and  at  the  font,  ^fts  of  inestimable  price  were  placed,  in 
popular  belief,  at  the  disposal  of  the  priest ;  whose  miracles,  though 
unattested  by  sense  or  consciousness,  threw  into  the  shade  tha 
mightiest  works  of  Moses  and  of  Christ.  This  was  the  age  of 
Persecution. 

Heretics  arose.  To  refute  them  from  the  sacred  test  was  eome-. 
times  diEBcuit,  always  hazardous.  It  was  eaaiex  to  silence  tbem  by; 
,  a  living  authority.  The  Bishops  came  forth  as  the  elect  depodtan 
ries  of  an  unwritten  code.  Tradition  became  the  rule  of  th«' 
'  Christiau  world.  It  might  crush  the  errors  of  Ariua,  but  it  migh^ 
'  sustain  the  usurpations  of  Ambrose,  This  was  the  age  of  Contro- 
'    veray. 

Constantine  saw  the  miraculous  cross,  and  worshipped.  He 
confirmed  to  tlie  Christian  hierarchy  all  their  original,  and  all  their 
acquired,  powers.  This  was  tlie  age  of  the  Church  and  State 
alliance. 

The  seat  of  empire  was  transferred  from  the  Tiber  to  the  Bo8- 
phorus.  The  Roman  bishop  and  clergy  seized  on  the  vacant  inhe- 
ritance of  abdicated  authority.  The  Pope  became  the  virtual 
sovereign  of  the  Eoman  city.  The  Greeks  and  Latins  became 
ecclesiastical  rivals.  Then  was  first  heard  the  Eoman  watchword, 
and  rallying  cry,  of  the  Visible  Unity  of  the  Church.  This  was  tha 
age  of  Paptd  Independence. 

Goths,  Vandals,  Huns,  Bulgai-ians,  Franks,  aiid  Lombards,  con- 
quered the  dominions  of  Ciesar.  But  they  became  the  convert* 
and  tributaries  of  Peter.  The  repulse  of  the  Saracens  by  Charles. 
Martel  gave  to  Europe  a  new  empire,  to  the  Church  a  second  CoD- 
Btantine.     This  was  the  age  of  Barbaric  Invasion. 

Europe  became  one  vast  assemblage  of  military  states.  The 
lands  were  everywhere  partitioned  by  the  conquerors  among  thek 
liegemen,  who,  having  bound  themselves  to  use  their  swords  ia 
their  lords'  defence,  imposed  a  similar  obligation  on  their  owa 
tenants,  who,  in  turn,  exacted  it  from  their  subordinate  vassals. 
This  was  the  age  of  Feudalism  and  of  Hildebr&nd. 

He  ascended  the  Apostolic  tliroue,  therefore,  armed  with  pre- 
Bcriptions  in  favour  of  the  loftiest  claims  of  the  hierarchy,  thus 
reaching  back  almost  to  the  apostolic  times.  But  he  found  in  the 
Papal  armoury  other  weapons  scarcely  less  keen,  tlmngh  of  a  more 
recent  fabric.  Of  these  the  most  effective  were  tlie  iutimata 
alliance  of  the  Roman   See  with  the  monastic  orders,  and  the  re— 
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appearance^  in  theological  debate^  of  that  mystic  word  which,  seven 
centuries  before,  had  wrought  such  prodigies  at  Nicaea.  He  who 
first  taught  men  to  speak  of  an  Hypostatic  change  beneath 
unchanging  forms,  may  have  taught  them  to  use  words  without 
meaning*  But  though  he  added  little  or  nothing  to  the  received 
doctrines  of  the  Church,  he  made  an  incalculable  addition  to  the 
sacerdotal  power. 

To  grasp,  to  multiply,  and  to  employ  these  resources  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  render  the  Roman  Pontiflf  the  suzerain  of  the  civilised 
world,  was  the  end  for  which  Hildebrand  lived — an  unworthy  end, 
if  contrasted  with  the  high  and  holy  purposes  of  the  Gospel  —  an 
end  even  hateful,  if  contrasted  with  the  free  and  generous  spirit  in 
which  the  primitive  founders  of  the  Church  had  established  and 
inculcated  her  liberties — yet  an  end  which  might  well  allure  a 
noble  spirit  in  the  eleventh  century,  and  the  attainment  of  which 
(so  far  as  it  was  attained)  may  be  now  acknowledged  to  have  been 
conducive,  perhaps  essential,  to  the  progress  of  Christianity  and 
civilisation. 

To  the  spiritual  despotism  of  Rome  in  the  middle  ages  may, 
indeed,  be  traced  a  long  series  of  errors  and  crimes,  of  wars  agd 
persecutions.  Yet  the  Papal  dynasty  was  the  triumphant  antago- 
nist of  another  despotism  the  most  galling,  the  most  debasing,  and 
otherwise  the  most  irremediable,  under  which  Europe  had  ever 
groaned.  The  centralisation  of  ecclesiastical  power  more  than 
balanced  the  isolating  spirit  of  the  feudal  oligarchies.  The  vassal 
of  Western,  and  the  serf  of  Eastern  Europe,  might  otherwise,  at 
this  day,  have  been  in  the  same  social  state,  and  military  autocra- 
cies might  now  be  occupying  the  place  of  our  constitutional  or 
paternal  governments.  Hildebrand's  despotism,  with  whatever 
inconsistency,  sought  to  guide  mankind,  by  moral  impulses,  to  a 
more  than  human  sanctity.  The  feudal  despotism  with  which  he 
waged  war,  sought,  with  a  stern  consistency,  to  degrade  them  into 
beasts  of  prey,  or  beasts  of  burden.  It  was  the  conflict  of  mental 
with  physical  power,  of  literature  with  ignorance,  of  religion  with 
injustice  and  debauchery.  To  the  Popes  of  the  middle  ages  was 
assigned  a  province,  the  abandonment  of  which  would  have  plunged 
the  Church  and  the  World  into  the  same  hopeless  slavery.  To 
Pope  Gregory  the  Seventh  were  first  given  the  genius  and  the 
courage  to  raise  himself  and  his  successors  to  the  level  of  that 
high  vocation. 

Yet  Hildebrand  was  the  founder  of  a  tyranny  only  less  odious 
than  that  which  he  arrested,  and  was  appaiently  actuated  by  an 
ambition  neither  less  proud,  selfish,  nor  reckless,  than  that  of  his 
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secular  antagonists,      la  the  great  economy  of  Providence,  hutnan 
agency  is  ever  alloyed  by  some  base  motives;  and  tlie  iiublest 
success  recorded  by  history,  must  stil)  be  purchased  at  the  price 
some  great  ultimate  disaster. 

To  the  title  of  the  Czar  Peter  of  the  Church,  conferred  on  Lim  bj 
M.  Guizot,  Hildebrand's  only  claim  is,  that  by  the  energy  of  htf 
will,  he  moulded  her  institutions,  and  her  habits  of  thought,  to  bii 
own  purposes.  But  the  Czar  wrought  in  the  spirit  of  an  architect 
who  invents,  arranges,  and  executes  hiE  own  plan  :  Uildebrand  in 
the  spirit  of  a  builder,  erecting  by  divine  command  a  temple 
which  the  divine  hand  had  drawn  the  design,  and  provided  the 
materials.  His  faith  in  what  he  judged  to  be  the  purposes  and  tho 
will  of  Heaven,  was  not  merely  sublime,  but  astounding.  He  u 
everywhere  depicted,  in  his  own  letters,  the  habitual  denizen  oi 
that  bright  region  which  the  damps  of  fear  never  penetrate,  and 
the  shadows  of  doubt  never  overcast. 

To  extol  him  as  one  of  those  Christian  stoics  whom  the  wreck  of 
worlds  could  not  divert  from  the  str^ght  paths  of  integrity  and 
truth,  is  a  mere  extravagance.  His  policy  was  Imperial;  hia 
r^ources  and  his  arts  Sacerdotal.  Anathemas  and  flatteries,  stem 
defiances  and  subtle  insinuations,  invectives  such  as  might  Lave 
been  thundered  by  Genseric,  and  apologies  such  as  might  have 
been  whispered  by  Augustulus,  succeed  each  other  in  his  story, 
with  no  visible  trace  of  hesitation  or  of  shame.  Even  hia  professed 
orthodoxy  is  rendered  questionable  by  his  conduct  and  language 
towai-da  Berengarius,  the  great  opponent  of  tran substantiation. 
With  William  of  England,  Philip  of  France,  and  Robert  of  Apulia, 
and  even  with  Henry  of  Germany,  he  temporised  at  the  espense  of' 
his  own  principles  as  often  as  the  sacrifice  seemed  advantageous 
"  Nature  gave  horns  to  Bulls."  To  aspiring  and  belligerent  Church- 
men she  gave  Dissimulation  and  Artifice. 

Our  exhausted  space  forbids  the  attempt  to  analyse  or  delineate 
the  personal  character  of  the  great  founder  of  the  spiritual  despo- 
tism of  Home.  His  acts  must  stand  in  place  of  such  a  portnuture. 
He  found  the  Papacy  dependent  on  the  Empire :  he  sustained  her 
by  alliances  almost  commensurate  with  the  Italian  Peninsula.  He 
found  the  Papacy  electoral  by  the  Eoman  people  and  clergy :  he 
left  it  electoral  by  a  college  of  Papal  nomination.  He  found  the 
Emperor  the  virtual  patron  of  the  Holy  See  ;  be  wrested  that 
power  from  iiis  bands.  He  found  the  secidar  clergy  the  allies  and 
dependants  of  the  secidar  power  :  he  converted  tbem  into  the 
inalienable  auxiliaries  of  his  own.  He  found  the  higher  ecclejriastica 
in  servitude  to  the  temporal  sovereigns :    be  delivered  them  from- 
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that  yoke  to  subjugate  them  to  the  Boman  Tiara.  He  found  the 
patronage  of  the  Church  the  mere  desecrated  spoil  and  merchandise 
of  princes :  he  reduced  it  within  the  dominion  of  the  Supreme 
PontiSl  He  is  celebrated  as  the  reformer  of  the  impure  and 
profane  abuses  of  his  age :  he  is  more  justly  entitled  to  the  praise 
of  having  left  the  impress  of  his  own  gigantic  character  on  the 
history  of  all  the  ages  which  have  succeeded  him. 
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It  was. a  noble  design  which  died  with  Kobert  Southey.  His 
History  of  the  Monastic  Orders  would  not  perhaps  have  poured  a 
large  tribute  of  philosophy,  divine  or  human,  into  the  ocean  of 
knowledge;  but  how  graceful  would  have  been  the  flow  of  that 
transparent  narrative,  and  how  would  it  have  reflected  and  enhanced 
the  beauty  of  every  rich  champaign,  and  of  every  towering  pro- 
montory, along  which  it  would  have  swept  I  Peremptory  and 
dogmatical  as  he  was,  he  addressed  himself  to  the  task  of  instruct- 
ing his  own  and  future  generations,  with  a  just  sense  of  the  dignity, 
and  of  the  responsibilities,  of  that  high  office.  He  was  too  brave 
a  man,  and  too  sound  a  Protestant,  to  shrink  from  any  aspect  of 
truth ;  nor  would  he  ever  have  supposed  that  he  could  promote 
a  legitimate  object  of  ecclesiastical  history,  by  impairing  the  well- 
earned  fame  of  any  of  the  worthies  of  the  Church,  because  they 
had  been  entangled  in  the  sophistries,  or  the  superstitions,  of  the 
ages  in  which  they  flourished. 

M.  Chavin  de  Malan  has  adopted  the  project  of  our  fellow- 
countryman,  and  is  publishing  a  Monastic  History  in  a  series  of 
fragments,  among  which  is  a  volume  on  the  founder  and  the  pro- 
gress of  the  Franciscan  Order.  Though  among  the  most  passionate 
and  uncompromising  devotees  of  the  Church  of  Kome,  M.  Chavin 
de  Malan  is  also  in  one  sense  a  Protestant.  He  protests  against 
any  exercise  of  human  reason  in  examining  any  dogma  which  that 
Church  inculcates,  or*  any  fact  which  she  alleges.  The  most 
merciless  of  her  cruelties  affect  him  with  no  indignation,  the 
silliest  of  her  prodigies  with  no  shame,  the  basest  of  her  super- 
stitions with  no  contempt.  Her  veriest  dotage  is  venerable  in  his 
eyes.  Even  the  atrocities  of  Innocent  the  Third  seeip,  to  this  all 
extolling  eulogist,  but  to  augment  the  triumph  and  the  glories  of 
his  reign.  If  the  soul  of  the  confessor  of  Simon  de  Montfort, 
retaining  all  the  passions  and  all  the  prejudices  of  that  sera,  should 
transmigrate  into  a  Doctor  of  the  Sorbonne,  conversant  with  the 
arts  and  literature  of  our  own  times,  the  result  might  be  the  pro- 
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duction  of  such  an  Ecclesiastical  History  as  that  of  wliich 
M.  de  Malan  has  given  us  a  specimen  —  elaborate  in  research, 
glowing  in  style,  vivid  in  portraiture ;  utterly  reckless  and  indis- 
criminate in  belief;  extravagant,  up  to  the  very  verge  of  idolatry, 
in  applause ;  and  familiar,  far  beyond  the  verge  of  indecorum, 
with  the  most  awful  topics  and  objects  of  the  Christian  faith. 

The  episode  of  which  M.  Chavin  de  Malan  disposes  in  his  Life 
of  Francis  of  Assisi,  is  among  the  most  curious  and  important  in 
the  annals  of  the  Church ;  and  the  materials  for  such  a  biography 
are  more  than  usually  copious  and  authentic.     First  in  order  are 
the   extant   writings,  —  consisting    chiefly  of   letters,  colloquies, 
poems,   and   predictions,  —  of  the   Saint   himself.      His   earliest 
biographer,  Thomas  of  Celano,  was  his  follower  and  his  personal 
friend.     Three  of  the  intimate  associates  of  the  Saint  (one  of  them 
his  confessor)  compiled  a  joint  narrative  of  his  miracles  and  his 
labours.     Bonaventura,  himself  a  General  of  the  Franciscan  Order, 
wrote  a  celebrated  life  of  the  Founder,  whom  in  his  infancy  he 
had  seen.     And  lastly,  there  is  a  chronicle  called  Fioretti  di  San 
Francisco,  which,  though  not  written  till  half  a  century  after  his 
death,  has  always  been  held  in  much  esteem  by  the  hagiographers. 
Within  the  last  thirty  years  a  new  edition  of  it  has  been  published 
at  Verona.     On  these  five  authorities  all  the  more  recent  narratives 
are  founded.     Yet  the  works  of  Thomas  de  Celano,  and  of  the 
"  Tres  Socii,"  with  the  writings  of  Francis  himself,  are  the  only 
sources  of  contemporary  intelligence  strictly  so  called;  although 
Bonaventura  and  the  chronicler  of  the  Fioretti  had  large  oppor- 
tunities of  ascertaining  the  reality  of  the  facts  they  have  related. 
How  far  they  availed  themselves  of  that  advantage,  may  be  partly 
inferred  from  the  following  brief  epitome  of  those  occurrences. 

The  city  of  Assisi,  in  Umbria,  was  a  mart  of  some  importance 
in  the  latter  half  of  the  twelfth  century.  At  that  period  it  could 
boast  no  merchant  more  adventurous  or  successful  than  Pietro 
Bemadone  di  Mericoni.  Happy  in  a  thriving  trade,  and  happier 
still  in  an  affectionate  wife,  he  was  above  all  happy  in  the  prospect 
of  the  future  eminence  of  his  son  Francisco.  The  foremost  in 
every  feat  of  arms,  and  the  gayest  in  every  festival,  the  youth  was 
at  the  same  time  assiduous  in  the  counting-house ;  and  though  his 
expenditure  was  profuse,  it  still  flowed  in  such  channels  as  to  attest 
the  princely  munificence  of  his  spirit.  The  brightest  eyes  in 
Assisi,  dazzled  by  so  many  graces,  and  the  most  reverend  brows 
there,  acknowledging  such  early  wisdom,  were  alike  bent  with 
complacency  towards  him ;  and  all  conspired  to  sustain  his  father's 
belief,  that,  in  his  person,  the  name  of  Bernadone  would  rival 
the  proudest  of  those  whom  neither  Transalpine  conquerors,  nor  the 
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iajesty  of  the  Tiara,  disdained  to  propitiate  in  the  guilds   of 

'  mice  or  of  Pisa. 
Uniform,  alas  \  is  the  dirge  of  all  the  generations  of  mankind, 
hopes  blossoming  bub  to  die.  In  a  combat  with  the  citizens 
of  Perugia,  Francis  was  taken  prisoner ;  and,  after  a  captivity  of 
twelve  months,  was  released  only  to  encounter  a  disease,  which,  at 
the  dawn  of  manhood,  brought  him  within  view  of  the  gates  of 
death.  Long,  earnest,  and  inquisitive  waa  hia  gaze  into  the  in- 
scrutable abyss  on  which  tliey  open;  and  when  at  length  be 
returned  to  the  duties  of  life,  it  was  in  the  awe-stricken  spirit  of 
one  to  whom  those  dread  realities  had  been  unveiled.  The  world 
one  complicated  imposture,  all  sensible  delights  so  many  polluting 
vanities,  human  praise  and  censure  but  the  tinkling  of  the  cymbals, 
what  remained  bub  to  spurn  these  empty  shadows,  that  so  he 
;ht  grasp  the  one  imperishable  object  of  man's  sublunary 
His  alms  became  lavish.     His  days  and  nights  were 

ittsumed  in  devout  esercises.  Prostrate  in  the  crowded  church, 
or  in  tJie  recesses  of  the  forest,  his  agitated  frame  attt-etcd  the 
conflict  of  his  mind.  He  exchanged  dresses  with  a  tattered 
mendicant,  and  pressed  to  bis  bosom  a  wretch*  rendered  loathsome 
by  leprosy.  But  aa  he  gradually  gathered  strength  from  these 
aelf-conquesta,  or  as  returning  health  restored  the  tone  and  vigour 
of  his  nerves,  bis  thoughts,  reverting  to  the  lower  world,  wandered 
in  search  of  victories  of  another  order. 

Walter  of  Brienne  was  in  arms  in  the  Neapolitan  States  against 
the  Eroperor;  the  weak  opposed  to  the  powerful;  the  Italian  to 
the  German ;  the  Guelph  to  the  Ghibelline ;  and  Francis  laid  him 
down  to  sleep,  resolved  that,  with  the  return  of  day,  he  would  join 
tlie  "Gentle  Count,"  as  he  waa  usually  called,  in  resisting  the 
oppressor  to  the  death.  In  his  slumbers  a  vast  armoury  seemed 
to  open  to  his  view ;  and  a  voice  commanded  him  to  select  from 
the  burnished  weapons  with  which  it  was  hung,  such  as  he  could 
most  effectually  wield  against  the  impious  enemy  of  the  Church, 
The  dreamer  awoke ;  and  in  prompt  submission  to  the  celestial 
mandate,  laid  aside  the  serge  gown  and  modest  bonnet  of  hia  craft, 
and  exhibited  himself  to  his  admiring  fellow-citizena  armed  cap-a- 
pie,  and  urging  on  his  war-horse  towards  the  encampment  of  his 
destined  leader.  At  Spoleto  fatigue  arrested  his  course.  Again  he 
slept,  and  again  the  voice  was  heard.  It  announced  to  bim  that 
the  martial  implements  of  his  former  vision  were  not,  as  he  bad 
supposed,  such  as  are  borne  beneath  a  knightly  banner  against  a 
carnal  adversary,  but  arms  of  spiritual  temper,  to  be  directed,  in 
his  native  city,  against  the  invisible  powers  of  darkness.  He 
listened  and  obeyed ;  and  Assisi  re-opened  her  gates  t«  her  re- 
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turning  warrior,  resolute  to  break  a  lance  with  a  more  fearful  foe 
then  was  ever  sent  by  the  Emperor  into  the  field. 

To  superficial  judges  it  probably  appeared  as  if  that  dread  an- 
tagonist had  won  an  easy  triumph  over  his  young  assailant.  For 
Francis  was  seen  once  more  the  graceful  leader  of  the  civic  revels, 
bearing  in  his  hand  the  sceptre  of  the  king  of  frolic,  and  followed 
by  a  joyous  band,  who  made  the  old  streets  echo  with  their  songs. 
As  that  strain  arose,  however,  a  dark  shadow  gathered  over  the 
countenance  of  the  leader,  and  amid  the  general  chorus  his  voice 
was  unheard,  "  Why  so  grave,  Francis  ?  Art  thou  going  to  be 
married?  "  exclaimed  one  of  the  carollers.  "  I  am,"  answered  Francis, 
^^  and  to  a  lady  of  such  rank,  wealth,  and  beauty,  that  the  world  can- 
not produce  her  like."  He  burst  from  the  jocund  throng  in  search 
of  her,  and  was  ere  long  in  her  embrace.  He  vowed  to  take  her  "  for 
his  wedded  wife,  for  better  for  worse,  to  love  and  to  cherish  till 
death  should  them  part."  The  lady  was  Poverty.  The  greatest 
poet  of  Italy  and  the  greatest  orator  of  France  have  celebrated  their 
nuptials.  But  neither  Dante  nor  Bossuet  was  the  inventor  of  the 
parable.  It  was  ever  on  the  lips  of  Francis  himself,  that  Poverty 
was  his  bride,  that  he  was  her  devoted  husband,  and  the  whole 
Franciscan  order  their  offspring. 

His  fidelity  to  his  betrothed  lady  was  inviolate,  but  was  not  un- 
assailed  by  temptation.  Pleasure,  wealth,  ambition,  were  the  syrens 
who,  with  witching  looks  and  songs,  attempted  to  divert  him  from 
his  Penelope ;  and  when  he  could  no  longer  combat,  he  at  least 
could  fly,  the  fascination.  Wandering  in  the  Umbrian  hills,  he 
wept  and  fasted,  and  communed  with  the  works  of  God ;  till  raised 
to  commimion  with  their  Maker,  he  knelt  in  a  rustic  church  which 
the  piety  of  ancient  times  had  consecrated  there  to  the  memory  of 
St.  Damiano. 

The  voice  which  directed  his  path  in  life  was  heard  again. 
**  Seest  thou  not,"  it  cried,  "  that  my  temple  is  falling  into  ruins  ? 
Eestore  it."  Again  the  spirit  of  interpretation  failed  him.  Instead 
of  addressing  himself  to  renovate  the  spiritual,  he  imdertook  the 
repairs  of  the  material  fabric  —  an  arduous  task  for  the  future 
spouse  of  Poverty  I  But  obedience  was  indispensable.  Bising 
from  his  knees,  he  hastened  to  his  father's  warehouse;  laded  a 
stout  palfrey  with  silks  and  embroideries ;  sold  both  horse  and  goods 
at  the  neighbouring  town  of  Foligno ;  and  laid  down  the  money  at 
tBe  feet  of  the  officiating  priest  of  St.  Damiano.  The  more  cautious 
churchman  rejected  the  gold.  Francis  indignantly  cast  it  into  tbe 
mire ;  and  vowed  that  the  building  so  solemnly  committed  to  his 
care  should  become  his  dwelling-place  and  his  home,  till  the  Divine 
behest  had  been  fulfilled. 


During  all  Uiis  time  hallucinations  of  his  own,  though  of  a  fa,r 
different  kind,  had  haunted  the  brain  of  the  reiipectable  Pietro 
Bemadoue,  Grouping  into  forms  ever  new  and  brilliant,  like 
spangles  shaken  in  a  kaleidoscope,  the  ideas  of  bales  and  bills  of 
lading,  of  seariaks  and  of  supercargoes,  bad  combined  with  those  of 
loans  to  reckleas  crusaders  and  of  the  supply  of  hostile  camps,  to 
form  one  gorgeous  El  Dorado,  when  intelligence  of  tlie  loss  of  hia 
draperies,  his  pack-horse,  and  hia  son,  restored  him  to  the  waking 
world  and  to  himself.  The  goods  aad  the  quadruped  were  gone 
irrevocably.  But  as  the  exasperated  father  paced  the  streets  of 
Assisi,  a  figure  emaciated  with  fasts  and  vigils,  squalid  with  dirt, 
and  assailed  by  the  filthy  missiles  of  a  hooting  rabble,  approached 
him,  and  as  it  moved  onwards  with  a  measured  tread,  an  uplifteil 
eye,  and  a  serene  aspect,  it  revealed  to  the  old  merchant,  in  this 
very  sorry  spectacle  of  dignified  suffering,  the  long -cherished 
object  of  his  ambitious  hopes.  WTiat  biographer  even  now  can  tell 
the  sequel  without  a  blush  I  Francis  was  hurried  away  from  his 
persecutors  and  hia  admirers,  in  the  grasp  of  the  elder  Bemadone, 
and,  from  his  vigorous  arm,  received  that  kind  of  chastisement 
under  which  heroism  itself  ceases  to  be  sublime.  The  incensed 
judge  then  passed  a  chain  round  the  body  of  the  youth,  and  left 
him  in  a  kind  of  domestic  prison,  there  to  satiate  his  love  for 
penances,  until  his  own  return  from  a  joiu-ney  to  which  the  in- 
exorable demands  of  his  commerce  had  summoned  him. 

Wiser  far  and  more  gentle  was  the  custody  to  which  Francis  was 
transferred,  and  a  voice  was  heard  in  his  penitentiary  full  of  a  more 
genuine  inspiration  than  any  of  those  by  which  his  steps  had  been 
hitherto  guided.  It  was  the  voice  of  his  mother,  soothing  her  half- 
distracted  child  in  accents  as  calm  and  as  holy  as  those  which  first 
broke  the  silence  of  Eden.  It  spoke  to  him  of  maternal  love,  of 
reconciliation,  and  of  peace.  But  it  addressed  him  in  vain.  He 
was  bound  to  leave  father  and  mother,  and  to  cleave  to  his  be- 
_  trotbed  wife,  and  to  the  duties  of  that  indissoluble  alliance.     Con- 

^^^L      vinced  at  length  of  the  vanity,  perhaps  trembling  at  the  impiety, 
^^^K     of  any  further  resistance,  his  motlier  threw  open  his  prison  doors, 
^^^1     and  permitted  him  to  escape  to  hi.s  sanctuary  at  St.  Damiano. 
^^^1  In  those  hallowed  precincts  Francis  found  courage  to  oppose,  and 

^^^1  constancy  to  disarm,  the  rage  with  which  he  was  pursued  by  his 
^^^r  father.  G-radually,  but  surely,  the  mind  of  the  old  man  embraced 
^^^  the  discovery,  that,  though  dwelling  on  the  same  planet,  he  and 
1^  his  son  were  inhabitants  of  different  worlds.     From  that  conviction 

I  he  advanced  with  incomparable  steadiness  to  the  practical  results 

I  involved  in  i(,     Why,  be  inquired,  should  a  churchman,  to  whom 
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price  of  the  pack-horse  and  of  his  pack  ?  The  priest  of  St.  Damiano 
immediately  restored  the  scattered  gold,  which  he  had  providently 
gathered  up.  Why  should  a  youth,  who  despised  all  treasures,  but 
tliose  laid  up  in  heaven,  retain  his  prospective  right  to  a  sublunary 
inheritance  ?  A  renunciation  of  it  was  at  once  drawn  up,  signed, 
and  placed  in  his  hands.  Why  should  a  candidate  for  cowl  and 
scapulary  retain  the  goodly  apparel  in  which  he  had  reached  his 
place  of  refuge  ?  In  a  few  moments  the  young  probationer  stood 
before  him  in  his  shirt.  Carefully  packing  up  the  clothes,  the 
parchment,  and  the  gold,  the  merchant  returned  to  accumulate 
more  gold  at  Assisi.  And  here  history  takes  her  leave  of  him ; 
without  regret  and  without  applause,  but  not  without  a  sullen 
acknowledgment  that,  after  all,  it  was  from  the  mortal  Pietro  that 
the  immortal  Francis  derived  one  inheritance  which  he  could  not 
renounce  —  the  inheritance  of  that  inflexible  decision  of  purpose 
which  elevated  the  father  to  distinction  among  the  worshippers  of 
IVIammon,  and  the  son  to  eminence  among  the  saints  of  Chris- 
tendom. 

It  was  indeed  "  an  obstinate  hill  to  climb.'"  An  orphan  with 
living  parents,  a  beggar  entitled  to  a  splendid  patrimony,  he  tra- 
versed the  mountains  with  the  freedom  of  soul  known  only  to 
those  for  whom  the  smiles  of  fortune  have  no  charm,  and  her 
frowns  no  terror.  Chanting  divine  canticles  as  he  went,  his  voice 
attracted  the  banditti  who  lurked  in  those  fastnesses.  They  tossed 
the  worthless  prize  contemptuously  into  a  snow  drift.  Half  frozen, 
lie  crawled  to  a  neighbouring  monastery,  and  was  employed  by  the 
monks  as  a  scullion.  He  returned  to  the  scene  of  his  former 
revels ;  and  obtained  the  cloak,  the  leathern  girdle,  and  the  staff, 
of  a  pilgrim,  as  an  alms  from  one  who,  in  those  brilliant  days,  had 
confessed  his  superiority  in  every  graceful  art  and  in  every  feat  of 
chivalry.  With  the  dress,  he  assumed  the  spirit^  of  a  pilgiim ;  and 
devoted  himself  to  the  relief  of  the  sorrows  of  those  who  like  him- 
self, though  for  a  very  different  reason,  were  estranged  from  a  cold 
and  a  fastidious  world. 

The  Crusaders  had  at  this  period  introduced  the  Leprosy  of  the 
East  into  all  the  countries  embracing  the  Mediterranean  Sea.  A 
ritual  was  compiled  for  the  purpose  of  celebrating  with  impressive 
solemnity  the  removal  of  the  victims  of  that  fearful  malady  from 
all  intercourse  with  their  fellow  Christians.  It  was  a  pathetic  and 
melancholy  service,  in  which  the  sternest  interdict  was  softened  by 
words  of  consolation  and  of  pity.  Nor  were  they  words  of  empty 
ceremonial.  A  sentiment  of  reverence  towards  those  miserable 
sufferers  was  widely  diffused  throughout  the  whole  of  Europe. 
The  obscurity  which  hung  over  the  origin,  the  nature,  and  the 


cure  of  the  disease,  and  the  mysterious  connexion  in  which  it  stood 
to  the  warfare  for  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  had  induced  that  wonder- 
loving  age  to  invest  it  with  a  kind  of  sacred  character.  The 
churchmen  of  the  times  availed  themselves  skilfully  and  kindly  of 
this  popular  feeling.  They  taught  that  Christ  himself  had  re- 
garded the  leprous  with  peculiar  tenderness ;  and  not  content  to 
enforce  this  lesson  from  those  parts  of  the  evangelic  narrative 
which  really  confirm  it,  they  advanced,  by  the  aid  of  the  Vulgate, 
further  still ;  and  quoted  from  the  fifty-third  chapter  of  Isaiah,  a 
prophecy  in  which,  as  they  maintained,  the  Messiah  himself  was 
foretold  under  the  image  of  a  leper.  "  Nos  putavimus  eum  quasi 
Leproaufm,  percussum  a  Deo,  et  humiliatiim."  Kings  and  princes 
visited,  countesses  ministered  to  them,  eaints  (as  it  was  believed) 
wrought  miracles  for  their  cure,  and  almost  every  considerable  city 
erected  hospitals  for  their  reception  and  relief. 

Some  time  before  his  betrothment  to  Poverty,  Francis,  crossing 
on  horseback  the  plain  which  surrounds  Assisi,  unexpectedly  drew 
near  t»  a  leper.  Controlling  his  involuntary  disgust,  the  rider  dis- 
mounted and  advanced  to  greet  and  to  succour  him ;  but  the  leper 
instantaneoualy  disappeared.  St.  Bonaventura  is  sponsor  for  the 
sequel  of  the  tale.  He  who  assumed  this  deplorable  semblance 
was,  in  reality,  no  other  than  the  awful  Being  whom  the  typical 
language  of  Isaiah  had  adumbrated.  Little  wonder,  then,  that 
after  his  vows  had  been  plighted  to  his  austere  bride,  Francis  hail 
faith  to  see,  and  charity  to  love,  even  in  the  leprous,  the  imperish- 
able traces  of  the  Divine  image  in  which  man  was  created,  and  the 
brethren  of  the  Divine  sufferer  by  whom  man  was  redeemed. 

Yet,  despite  this  triumph  of  the  spiritual  discernment  over  the 
carnal  sense,  neither  faith  nor  charity  could  subdue  his  natural 
terror  in  the  prospect  of  a  continued  and  familiar  intercourse  with 
such  associates.  Some  distinct  disclosure  of  the  Divine  will  was 
still  requisite  to  such  a  self-immolation ;  and  such  disclosures  were 
never  long  denied  to  him.  The  now  familiar  voice  was  heard 
anew.  "  Hate  what  thou  haat  hitherto  loved,"  it  cried ;  "  Love  what 
thou  hast  hitherto  hated."  He  listened,  and  became  an  inmate  of 
the  Leprous  Hospital  at  Assisi.  With  his  own  hands  he  washed 
the  feet  and  dressed  the  sores  of  the  lepers;  and  once  at  least 
reverently  applied  bis  lips  to  such  a  wound.  The  man  (so  says 
St.  Bonaventura)  instantly  became  whole.  "  Whether  shall  we 
most  admire,"  he  exclaims,  "  the  miraculous  power,  or  the  courage- 
ous humility  of  that  kiss  ?  "  A  question  to  be  asked  of  those  who 
believe  in  both.  But  even  they  who  reject  the  miracle,  will  revere 
the  lovingkindness  of  such  a  sojourn  among  such  unhappy  out- 
casts 
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In  later  days  Francis  became  the  father  and  the  apostle  of  the 
leprous ;  and  when  weightier  cares  withdrew  him  in  person  from 
that  charge,  his  heart  still  turned  towards  them  with  a  father's 
yearnings.  Among  his  numerous  followers,  were  some  who,  though 
destitute  of  the  higher  gifts  of  intellect,  were  largely  endowed 
with  the  heroism  of  self-denying  love.  James,  sumamed  the 
Simple,  was  amongst  the  most  conspicuous  of  them ;  and  in  those 
abodes  of  woe  he  earned  the  glorious  title  of  steward  and  physician 
of  the  leprous.  It  happened  that,  in  his  simplicity,  James  brought 
one  of  his  patients  to  worship  at  a  much  frequented  church,  and 
there  received  from  Francis  the  rebuke  so  well  merited  for  his  in- 
discretion. The  heart  of  the  sick  man  was  oppressed  as  he  listened 
to  the  censure  pronounced  on  his  benefactor;  and  the  heart  of 
Francis  was  moved  within  him  to  perceive  that  he  had  thus  inad- 
vertently added  to  the  burden  of  the  heavy  laden.  He  fell  at  the 
leper's  feet,  implored  his  forgiveness,  sat  down  with  him  to  eat  out 
of  the  same  dish,  embraced  and  dismissed  him  !  Had  he  grasped 
every  subtle  distinction  of  the  Summa  Theologiae  itself,  or  had  he 
even  built  up  that  stupendous  monument  of  the  learning  of  his 
age,  it  would  have  been  a  lower  title  to  the  honours  of  canonisation. 

The  church  of  St.  Damiano  still  lay  in  ruins.  The  command  to 
rebuild  it  was  still  unrevoked.  Ill  success  had  followed  the  attempt 
to  extract  the  requisite  funds  from  the  hoards  of  the  old  merchant. 
Plutus,  his  inexorable  father,  had  been  invoked  in  vain.  Poverty, 
his  affianced  wife,  might  be  more  propitious.  He  wooed  her  in  the 
form  she  loves  best.  In  the  dress  and  character  of  a  beggar,  he 
traversed  the  city  through  which  he  had  been  wont  to  pass  as  at 
once  the  gayest  of  her  troubadours,  the  bravest  of  her  captains, 
and  the  most  sumptuous  of  her  merchants.  Assisi  had  her  witty 
men  who  jeered,  her  wise  men  who  looked  grave,  and  her  respect- 
able men  who  were  scandalised,  as  this  strange  apparition  invoked 
their  alms  in  the  names  of  the  Virgin  and  of  St.  Damiano.  Solemn 
heads  were  shaken  at  the  sight,  in  allusion  to  the  supposed  state 
of  the  brain  of  the  mendicant.  But  the  sarcasms  of  the  facetious, 
and  the  conclusive  objections  of  the  sensible,  fell  on  Francis  like 
arrows  rebounding  from  the  scales  of  Behemoth.  His  energy 
silenced  and  repelled  them  all.  Insuperable  difficulties  gave  way 
before  him.  The  squalid  lazar  became  the  inspiring  genius  of  the 
architect,  the  paymaster  of  the  builders,  the  menial  drudge  of  the 
w^orkman.  Sometimes  he  came  with  money  in  his  hand,  some- 
times with  stones  and  mortar  on  his  back.  At  his  bidding,  nave, 
chancel,  arches,  roof,  and  towers,  rose  from  their  foundations.  The 
sacred  edifice  appeared  in  renovated  splendour.  The  heavenly 
precept  was  obeyed. 
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Prompt  and  decisive  was  the  reaction  of  popular  feeling.  Instead  I 
of  debating  whethei'  this  strange  mortal  was  rogue  or  maniac,  it  was  I 
now  argued  that  he  must  be  either  a  necromancer  or  a  eaint.  Tha 
wise  and  more  charitable  opinion  prevailed.  Near  to  the  city  v 
a  ruined  church  aacred  to  the  prince  of  the  apostles.  Confident  in 
hia  late  success,  Francis  rather  demanded  than  implored  contribu- 
tions for  rebuilding  it.  Purses  were  emptied  into  his  handa,  and 
speedily  the  dome  of  St.  Peter  looked  down  in  all  its  pristine  dignity 
on  the  marts  and  battlements  of  Aaaisi. 

There  were  no  church-building  commissionera  in  those  daya.     In  J 
their  stead,  a  half-starved  youth  in  the  rags  of  a  bedesman  moved  I 
along  the  streets  of  hia  native  city,  appealing  to  every  passer-by,  in  I 
quiet  tones  and  earnest  words,  and  with  looks  stilt  more  persuasive  j 
to  aid  him  in  reconstructing  the  chapel  of  La  Porzionciila ;  a  shrine 
of  Our  Lady  of  Angela,  of  which  the  remains  may  yet  be  seen,  at 
once  hallowing  and  adorning  the  quiet  meadow  by  which  Assisi  is  I 
surrounded.     "  He  wept  to  think  upon  her  stones,  it  grieved  him  to   | 
see  her  in  the  dust,"     Vows  were  uttered,   processions   formed, 
jewels,  plate,  and  gold  were  laid  at  the  feet  of  the  gentle  enthusiast : 
and  Mary  with  her  attendant  angels  rejoiced  (so  at  least  it  was  de- 
voutly believed)  over  the  number  and  the  zeal  of  the  worshippers 
who  once  more  thronged  the  courts  erected  in  honour  of  her  name— 
"^    From  that  devout  company  he  waa  not  often  absent,  by  whose 
pious  zeal  the  work  had  been  accomplished.     As  he  knelt  before 
the  altar,  the  oracular  voice,  so  often  beard  before,  again  broke  in  i 
upon  the  silence  of  his  soul.     It  cried,  "  Take  nothing  for  your  J 
journey,  neither  staves  nor  scrip,  neither  bread  nor  money,  neither  j 
have  two  coats  a-piece,"      A    caviller,   in   the  plight  to   which  I 
Francis  was  reduced  already,  might  have  evaded  such  an  injuno-  I 
tion.     But  Francis  was  no  caviller.     The  poor  fr^meut  left  to  him  I 
of  this  world's  goods,  his  shoes,  his  staff,  his  leathern  girdle,  and  hia  1 
empty  purse,  were  abandoned ;  and  in  his  coarse  cloak  of  sei^,  : 
drawn  round  him  with  a  common  cord,  he  might  dely  men  and  i 
devils  to  plunge  him  more  deeply  in  the  lack  of  this  world's  wealth,  * 
or  to  rekindle  in  his  heart  the  passion  for  it. 

And  now  were  consummated  his  nuptials  with  his  betrothed  I 
spouse,  Dante  ha.s  composed  the  Epithalamium  in  the  eleventh  J 
Canto  of  the  Paradieo :  — 

"  Not  long  the  period  from  his  glorious  Lirtb, 
"When,  witi  eitraordinary  virtue  blest, 
This  wondrous  Son  'began  to  comfort  earth ; 
Bearinp',  while  yet  s  child,  his  father's  ire, 
For  sflhe  of  her  whom  dl  as  denth  delist, 
And  banish  from  the  gate  of  their  dedre, 
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Before  the  spiritual  court,  before 

His  father,  too,  he  took  her  for  his  own  : 

From  day  to  day  then  loved  her  more  and  more. 
*  •  •  • 

But  lest  my  language  be  not  clearly  seen, 
Know,  that  in  speaking  of  these  lovers  twain, 
Francis  and  Poverty  henceforth  I  mean. 

Their  joyfiil  looks,  with  pleasant  concord  fraught. 
Where  love  and  swee^ess  might  be  seen  to  reign, 
Were  unto  others  cause  of  holy  thought."  * 

Nor  did  Bossuet  himself  disdain  to  emulate  this  part  of  the 
<*  divine  comedy."  In  the  panegyric  bestowed  on  the  saint  by  the 
great  orator,  Francis  is  introduced  as  thus  addressing  his  bride :  — 

"Ma  ch^re  Pauvrete,  si  basse  que  soit  ton  extraction  selon  le 
jugement  des  hommes,  je  t'estime  depuis  que  mon  maitre  t'a 
epous^e.  Et  certes,"  proceeds  the  preacher,  "il  avait  raison, 
Chretiens  1  Si  un  roi  Spouse  une  fille  de  basse  extraction,  elle  de- 
vient  reine ;  on  en  murmure  quelque  temps,  mais  enfin  on  la  re- 
connait :  elle  est  ennoblie  par  le  mariage  du  prince."  ** Oh  pauvresl 
que  vous  etes  heureux  1  parce  qu'^  vous  appartient  le  royaume  de 
Dieu.  Heureux  done  mille  et  mille  fois,  le  pauvre  Fran9ois ;  le 
plus  ardent,  le  plus  transports,  et,  si  j'ose  parler  de  la  sorte,  le  plus 
d&espSrS  amateur  de  la  pauvrete  qui  ait  peut-^tre  6t4  dans  I'Sglise." 

Art  contributed  her  aid  to  commemorate  this  solemn  union.  In 
one  of  the  churches  of  Assisi  may  yet  be  seen  a  fresco,  by  Griotto,  of 
Francis  and  his  bride ;  he  placing  the  nuptial  ring  on  her  finger, 
and  she  crowned  with  light  and  roses,  but  clothed  in  sordid  apparel, 
and  her  feet  torn  by  the  sharp  stones  and  briars  over  which  she  is 
passing. 

As  often  as  the  rising  sun  had  in  former  days  lighted  up  the 
spires  of  Assisi,  it  had  summoned  the  hard-handed  many  to  earn 
their  bread  by  the  sweat  of  their  brows ;  and  the  prosperous  few  to 
drive  bargains,  or  to  give  them  legal  form ;  to  chant  masses,  or  to 
assist  at  them ;  to  confess,  or  to  lay  up  matter  for  confession ;  to 
arrange  their  toilettes,  or  to  sit  in  judgment  on  the  dresses  and 
characters  of  others ;  to  sleep  through  the  sultry  noon,  and  to  while 
away  the  long  soft  summer  nights  with  dice,  music,  scandal  or 
lovers'  vows ;  till  after  some  few  circuits  through  the  Zodiac,  the 
same  sxm  looked  down  on  their  children's  children  sauntering  at 
the  same  listless  pace,  along  the  same  flowery  road,  to  the  same 
inevitable  bourne.  But  no  sooDer  had  these  prolific  nuptials  been 
celebrated,  than  the  inert  mass  of  human  existence  at  Assisi  began 
to  heave  with  unwonted  agitation.    In  her  streets  and  public  walks 

♦  Wright's  Dante. 
F  2 
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and  churches,  might  be  daily  encountered  the  presence  of  one, 
most  merciless  to  liimself,  most  merciful  to  others.  His  few, 
simple,  and  affectionate  words,  penetrated  those  cold  and  frivolous 
minds ;  for  they  were  uttered  in  the  soul-subduing  power  of  a  seer, 
whose  wide  horizon  embraces  the  sublime  objects  visible  to  the  eye 
of  faith,  though  hidden  from  the  grosser  eye  of  sense. 

Of  the  union  of  Francis  and  Poverty,  Bernard  de  Quintavalle 
was  the  first  fruits.  He  was  a  man  of  wealth  and  distinction,  and 
had  cherished  some  distrust  of  the  real  sanctity  of  his  fellow- 
townsman.  Bernard  therefore  brought  him  to  his  liouse,  laid 
himself  down  to  rest  in  the  same  chamber,  and  pretended  to  sleep 
while  he  watched  the  proceedings  of  his  guest.  He  saw  him  rise 
and  kneel,  extend  his  arms,  weep  tears  of  rapture,  and  gaze  towards 
heaven,  exclaiming  repeatedly,  "My  God,  and  my  all  1 "  At  this 
sight  all  doubts  were  dissipated.  "  Tell  me,"  said  Bernard  to  his 
friend,  when  they  met  shortly  afterwards,  '4f  a  slave  should  receive 
from  his  master  a  treasiu-e  which  he  finds  to  be  useless  to  him, 
what  ought  he  to  do  with  it?"  *^  Let  him  restore  it,"  said  Francis, 
"to  his  master."  "  Lo  then,"  replied  Bernard,  "  I  render  back  to  God 
the  earthly  goods  with  which  He  has  enriched  me."  "  We  will  go 
together  to  church,"  rejoined  the  spouse  of  Poverty,  "  and,  after 
hearing  mass,  we  will  ascertain  His  will."  In  their  way  thither  they 
were  joined  by  Peter  of  Catania,  who,  though  a  canon  of  the 
cathedral  church  of  Assisi,  was  another  aspirant  after  the  same 
sublime  self-sacrifice. 

The  three  knelt  together  before  the  altai* ;  and  when  the  mass 
had  been  sung,  the  oflSciating  priest,  at  their  request,  made  the 
sign  of  the  cross  over  the  missal,  and  then  devoutly  opened  it. 
Once  on  behalf  of  each  of  them  were  these  smiles  aaiictoi^vi  tried. 
We  are  the  humble  transcribers,  not  the  sponsors  of  the  marvels 
which  followed.  To  the  first  inquiry,  the  response  of  the  oracle 
was,  "  If  ye  will  be  perfect,  go  and  sell  all  that  ye  have."  To  the 
second  it  answered,  "  Take  nothing  for  your  journey."  To  the  third 
and  last  was  returned  the  admonition,  "  He  that  would  come  after 
me,  let  him  deny  himself,  and  take  up  his  cross  and  follow  me." 
^'  Ye  have  heard,  my  brethren,"  exclaimed  Francis, "  what  must  be 
our  rule  of  life,  and  the  rule  of  all  who  shall  join  us.  Let  us  obey 
the  Divine  command."  It  was  obeyed  implicitly.  Bernard  and 
Peter  sold  all  they  had,  and  gave  it  to  the  poor ;  and,  having 
stripped  themselves  of  all  temporal  wealth  as  absolutely  as  their 
leader,  they  assumed  his  austere  dress,  and  avowed  themselves  his 
disciples, 

A  gieat  event  had  happened  in  an  unconscious  world.  Though 
but  three  had  thus  met  together,  yet  the  order  of  Minorites  or 
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Franciscan  brethren  was  constituted.  Six  centuries  have  since 
passed  away ;  and  it  still  flourishes,  one  of  the  elements  of  life,  if 
not  of  progress,  in  the  great  Christian  commonwealth. 

The  grain  of  mustard-seed  soon  began  to  germinate.  Francis, 
Bernard,  and  Peter,  retired  together  to  a  hut  in  the  centre  of  the 
plain  of  Eivo  Torto ;  so  called  from  a  serpentine  stream  which 
wanders  through  it.  With  what  authority  the  founder  ruled  even 
these,  his  first  followers,  may  be  inferred  from  the  fact,  (attested 
by  the  usual  evidence,)  that  after  the  death  of  Peter,  such  prodigies 
of  healing  were  wrought  at  his  tomb,  as  much  disturbed  the  devout 
retirement  of  his  surviving  friends.  "  Brother  Peter,  you  always  • 
obeyed  me  implicitly  when  you  were  alive,"  at  length  exclaimed 
the  much  perplexed  Francis — "I  expect  from  you  a  similar 
submission  now.  The  visitors  to  your  tomb  annoy  us  sadly.  In 
the  name  of  holy  obedience  I  command  you  to  work  no  more 
miracles."  Peter  at  once  dutifully  desisted  from  his  posthumous 
works  of  mercy.  "  So  obedient^"  observes  M.  Chavin  de  Malan, 
writing  in  this  nineteenth  century,  "  were  the  family  of  Francis 
even  after  death." 

At  Eivo  Torto,  Egidius,  another  rich  citizen  of  Assisi,  sought  out 
and  joined  the  new  society.  Famous  for  many  graces,  and  for  not 
a  few  miracles,  he  is  especially  celebrated  for  having  received  at 
Perugia  a  visit  from  St.  Louis  in  disguise,  when  the  two  saints  long 
knelt  together  in  silence,  embracing  each  other,  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  bring  their  hearts  into  the  closest  possible  contiguity.  On 
the  departure  of  the  King,  Egidius  was  rebuked  by  his  brethren 
for  his  rudeness,  in  not  having  uttered  a  word  to  so  great  a 
sovereign.  "  Marvel  not,"  he  answered,  "  that  we  did  not  speak.  A 
divine  light  laid  bare  to  each  of  us  the  heart  of  the  other.  No 
words  could  have  intelligibly  expressed  that  language  of  the  soul, 
or  have  imparted  the  same  sacred  consolation.  So  impotent  is  the 
tongue  of  man  to  utter  divine  mysteries." 

Sabbatini,  of  whom  we  read  only  that  he  was  vir  bonus  et  rectus 
— Morico,  a  crusader,  who  had  been  miraculously  cured  by  the 
prayers  of  Francis — John  de  Capella,  "who,  like  another  Judas, 
hanged  himself  at  last" — Sylvester,  who,  in  a  dream,  had  seen  the 
arms  of  Francis  extended  to  either  end  of  the  world,  while  a  golden 
cross  reached  from  his  lips  to  heaven — with  four  other  worthies, 
of  whom  history  has  preserved  only  the  names,  followed  the  steps 
of  the  mystic  Egidius.  In  the  dilapidated  hut  of  Eivo  Torto, 
twelve  poor  men  had  now  assembled.  To  a  common  observer  they 
might  have  passed  for  the  beggar  king  and  his  tattered  crew.  To 
the  leader  himself  they  appeared,  more  justly,  an  image  of  the 
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brotherhood  of  which  the  patriarchal  family  had  been  the  type, 
and  the  apostolic  college  the  antitypa 

The  morning  had  dawned  over  the  hilla  from  which  the  river 
Torto  flowH,  and  long  had  been  the  prayer  of  Francis,  when,  rising 
from  his  knees,  he  called  his  brethren  round  him,  and  thus  addressed 
them:  "Take  cotirage,  and  ahelter  yourselveB  in  God.  Be  not 
depressed  to  think  how  few  we  are.  Be  not  alarmed  either  at  your 
own  weakness,  or  at  mine.  God  has  revealed  to  me  that  He  will 
diffuse  through  the  earth  thisour  little  family, of  which  He  is  himself 
the  Father.  I  would  have  concealed  what  I  have  seen,  but  love 
constrains  me  to  impart  it  to  you,  I  have  seen  a  great  multitude 
coming  to  us,  to  wear  our  dress,  to  live  as  we  do.  I  have  seen  all 
the  roads  crowded  with  men  travelling  in  eager  haste  towards 
us.  The  French  are  coming.  The  Spaniards  are  bastening.  The 
English  and  the  Germans  are  running.  All  nations  are  mingling 
t-ogether.  I  bear  the  tread  of  the  numbers  who  go  and  come  to 
execute  the  commands  of  holy  obedience." — "  We  aeem  contemptible 
and  insane.  But  fear  not.  Believe  that  oiu-  Savioiu',  who  has 
overcome  the  world,  will  speak  effectually  in  us.  If  gold  should  lio 
in  our  way,  let  us  value  it  as  the  dust  beneath  our  feet.  We  will 
not,  however,  condemn  or  despise  the  rich  who  live  softly,  and  are 
arrayed  sumptuously.  God,  who  is  our  master,  is  theirs  also.  But 
go  and  preach  repentance  for  the  remission  of  sina.  Faithful  men, 
gentle,  and  full  of  charity,  will  receive  you  and  your  words  with  joy. 
Proud  and  impious  meu  will  condemn  and  oppose  you.  Settle  it 
in  your  hearts  to  endure  all  things  with  meekness  and  patience. 
The  wise  and  the  noble  will  soon  join  themselves  to  you,  and,  witli 
you,  will  preach  to  kings,  to  princes,  and  to  nations.  Be  patient  in 
tribulation,  fervent  in  prayer,  fearless  in  labour,  and  the  kingdom 
of  God,  which  endures  for  ever,  shall  be  your  reward." 

Such,  we  are  a^ssured  by  bis  "  Three  Companions,"  was  the  inau- 
gural discourse  of  Francis  to  his  first  disciples.  Then  drawing  on 
the  earth  on  which  he  stood  a  figure  of  the  cross,  each  limb  of  which 
was  turned  to  one  of  the  four  cardinaJ  points  of  the  compass,  and 
furanging  his  brethren  in  the  four  corresponding  lines,  he  dismusaed 
eachof  tbem  with  the  solemn  benediction — "  Cast  thy  burden  upon 
the  Lord,  and  He  shall  nourish  thee."  The  new  missionaries 
departed  to  their  work  of  mercy,  and  Francis  himself  retired  to  the 
solitude  of  the  hut  of  Rivo  Torto. 

In  that  retirement  an  arduous  duty  awaited  him.  He  drew  up 
there,  in  twenty-three  chapters,  the  rule  of  his  new  monastic  order, 
the  "  Magna  Charta  of  Poverty."  It  did  not  essentially  differ  from 
the  similar  institutes  of  the  Benedictines.  To  the  vows  of  chastity 
Bnd  obedience,  was  however  to  be  added  a  vow  of  Poverty  yet  more 
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stringent  than  theirs.  His  brethren  were  to  labour  with  their 
hands,  and  were  to  be  maintained  by  alms.  But  they  were  to 
solicit  alms,  not  as  suitors  for  a  gratuitous  favour,  but  as  asserters 
of  a  positive  rights  which  Christ  himself  had  bestowed  on  the  poor, 
A  code  of  higher  authority  than  any  human  laws,  had  imposed  on 
the  rich  the  office,  and  the  obligations,  of  stewards  for  such  as  had 
need  of  sustenance.  The  indigent  were  the  real  proprietors  of  all 
earthly  treasures.  The  food  on  which  Dives  fared  sumptuously, 
belonged  of  right  to  Lazarus ;  and  Dives  could  acquire  an  equal 
title  to  be  fed,  only  by  lying,  in  his  turn,  a  beggar  at  the  gate. 

A  doctrine  always  so  welcome  to  the  great  body  of  mankind, 
could  never  have  been  announced  with  a  surer  prospect  of  a  wide 
and  cordial  acceptence,  by  the  people  at  large,  than  in  the  com- 
mencement of  the  thirteenth  century.  But  the  establishment  in 
the  church  of  a  polity  thus  democratic,  seemed  no  easy  enterprise. 
He  who  wore  the  Triple  Crown,  could,  it  seemed,  be  scarcely 
expected  to  permit  the  creation  of  a  new  monastic  institute  on 
principles  so  menacing  to  all  sovereigns,  whether  secular  or  spiritual. 
Yet  without  that  permission,  the  founder  might  become  an  heresi- 
arch  as  guilty  as  Peter  Waldo,  and  his  followers  obnoxious  to 
punishments  as  terrible  as  those  of  the  Albigenses.  It  was  in  the 
summer  of  the  year  1210  that  Francis,  accompanied  by  two  or  three 
of  his  disciples,  made  a  pilgrimage  to  £ome,  to  obtain,  if  possible, 
from  the  formidable  potentate,  who  then  bore  the  keys  and  the 
sword  of  Peter,  a  sanction  for  these  startling  novelties. 

The  splendid  palace  of  the  Lateran  reflected  the  rays  of  the 
evening  sun  as  the  wayworn  travellers  approached  it,  A  group  of 
churchmen  in  sumptuous  apparel  were  traversing  with  slow  and 
measured  steps  its  lofty  terrace,  then  called  *^  the  Mirror,"  as  if 
afraid  to  overtake  him  who  preceded  them,  in  a  dress  studiously 
simple,  and  with  a  countenance  wrapt  in  earnest  meditation. 
Unruffled  by  passion,  and  yet  elate  with  conscious  power,  that  eagle 
eye,  and  those  capacious  brows,  annoimced  him  the  lord  of  a  dominion 
which  might  have  satisfied  at  once  the  pride  of  Diogenes,  and  the 
ambition  of  Alexander.  Since  the  Tugurium  was  built  on  the 
Capitoline,  no  greater  monarch  had  ever  called  the  seven  hills  his 
own.  But,  in  his  Pontificate,  no  aera  had  occurred  more  arduous 
than  that  in  which  Innocent  the  Third  saw  the  mendicants  of  Assisi 
prostrate  themselves  at  his  feet. 

Twelve  years  had  elapsed  since  his  elevation  to  the  Pontifical 
throne.  In  that  period  he  had  converted  into  realities  the  most 
audacious  visions  of  Hildebrand.  He  had  exacted  the  oath  of  fealty 
to  himself  from  all  the  Imperial  officers  of  the  city.  He  had  seized 
on  the  marches  of  Ancona  and   Umbria.      He  had  annulled  the 
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election  of  Frederick,  the  infant  son  o,f  the  deceased  Emperor ;  and, 
as  Vicar  of  Christ  on  earth,  had  substituted  for  him  the  young  Otho 
of  Brunswick ;  whom  he  afterwards  excommunicated.  He  had  laid 
France  under  an  interdict  to  punish  the  divorce  of  Philip  Augustus. 
He  had  given  away  the  crowns  of  Bohemia  and  Bulgaria.  He  had 
received  homage  from  John  for  the  crown  of  England ;  and,  availing 
himself  of  Count  Baldwin's  capture  of  Constantinople,  he  had 
become  the  arbiter  of  the  fortunes  of  the  Eastern  Empire.  So  far 
all  had  been  triumphant.  But  dark  clouds  had  now  arisen,  which 
may  well  be  supposed  to  have  shaped  and  coloured  the  evening 
reverie  of  this  great  conqueror  ;  when  it  was  interrupted  by  the 
sudden  appearance  of  Francis  and  his  companions. 

The  interruption  was  as  unwelcome  as  it  was  abrupt.  As  he 
gazed  at  the  squalid  dress  and  faces  of  his  strange  suitors,  and  ob- 
served their  bare  and  unwashed  feet,  his  lip  curled  with  disdain, 
and,  sternly  commanding  them  to  withdraw,  he  seemed  again  to 
retire  from  the  outer  world  into  some  of  the  deep  recesses  of  that 
capacious  mind.  Francis  and  his  companions  betook  themselves 
to  prayer;  Innocent  to  his  couch.  There  (says  the  legend)  he 
dreamed  that  a  palm  tree  sprouted  up  from  the  ground  between 
his  feet,  and,  swiftly  shooting  up  into  the  heavens,  cast  her  boughs 
on  every  side,  a  shelter  from  the  heat,  and  a  refreshment  to  the 
weary.  The  vision  of  the  night  (so  proceeds  the  tale)  dictated  the 
policy  of  the  morning,  and  assured  Innocent  that,  under  his  fos- 
tering care,  the  Franciscan  palm  would  strike  deep  her  roots,  and 
expand  her  foliage  on  every  side,  in  the  vineyard  of  the  church. 

Never,  however,  was  there  a  time  when  the  councils  of  Rome 
were  less  really  under  the  influence  of  narcotics  of  any  kind.  It 
must  have  been  in  the  vigils,  not  in  the  slumbers,  of  the  night, 
that  the  Pontiflf  revolved  the  incidents  of  the  preceding  evening, 
and  perceived  their  full  significance.  Yet  why  deliberate  at  all 
when  it  is  impossible  to  err  ?  Infallibility  should  advance  to  truth 
by  one  free  intuitive  boimd,  not  hobbling  on  the  crutches  of  in- 
quiry and  inference.  It  is  among  the  mysteries  which  we  are 
bound  to  revere  in  silence,  that,  whether  in  solitude  or  in  synods, 
the  inspired  wisdom  of  Rome  has  always  groped  its  way  by  the  aid 
of  human  reasonings.  No  record  remains  of  those  which  now 
governed  the  resolves  of  Innocent ;  but  an  obvious  conjecture  may 
supply  them. 

The  great  traditional  maxim  of  the  Papal  dynasty  has  ever  been, 
to  direct  the  tendencies  of  each  succeeding  age,  by  grasping  and 
controlling  those  springs  of  action  from  which  the  spirit  of  each 
successively  derives  its  mould,  and  form,  and  fashion.  From  every 
province  of  his  spiritual  empire,  tidings  had  recently  reached  the 
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Pontiff  of  the  appearance  and  rapid  diffusion  of  a  spirit,  full  of 
menace  to  all  tiirones,  and  urgently  demanding  subjugation.  It 
might  be  called  the  fraternising  spirit.  It  manifested  itself  in  the 
creation  of  brotherhoods  as  barriers  against  despotism,  both  feudal 
and  ecclesiastical.  In  all  the  chief  cities  of  Europe,  the  merchants, 
citizens,  arid  workmen,  were  forming  themselves  into  guilds,  and 
electing  th^ir  own  syndics  and  magistrates.  Already  might  be  i 
discerned  the  active  germs  of  the  great  commercial  commonwealths 
of  Florence,  Pisa,  and  Genoa;  of  Frankfort,  Ghent,  and  Bruges;  | 
of  Hamburgh,  Lubeck,  and  Bremen;  and  those  of  the  no  less  1 
great  commercial  corporations  of  London,  Bristol,  and  Norwich. 
Still  more  numerous  were  the  religious  associations  which,  in  one 
vast,  though  incoherent,  alliance,  opposed  the  pride  and  luxury  of 
their  spiritual  lords.'  From  the  Guadalquiver  to  the  Elbe  —  from 
the  Thames  to  the  Tiber  —  swarms  of  such  socialists  practised,  or 
seemed  to  practise,  extreme  austerities,  and  inculcated  doctrines 
abhorred  of  the  orthodox  and  the  faithful.  Obscurely  distinguished 
from  each  other  as  Patarins,  Cathari,  Bons-Hommes,  Poor  Men  of 
Lyons,  Josephins,  Flagellants,  Publicani,  and  Waldenses,  or  grouped 
together  under  the  general  term  of  Albigenses,  they  rejected  the 
sacraments  of  marriage  and  penance,  and  disbelieved  the  magical 
influence  of  baptism  and  tlie  euchai*ist.  They  denied  the  lawful- 
ness of  oaths  and  of  capital  punishments.  They  maintained  that 
no  Divine  ordinance  was  valid  if  administered  by  a  priest  in  mortal 
sin.  They  taught  that  the  successors  of  the  Apostles  were  bound 
to  succeed  to  the  apostolic  poverty ;  and,  since  none  so  well  fulfilled 
that  hereditary  obligation  as  themselves,  they  thought  that  none 
were  equally  well  entitled  to  discharge  the  apostolic  office. 

To  refute  these  errors,  Rome  had  employed  her  most  irrefragable 
arguments :  the  bitter  curses  of  Lucius ;  the  cruelties,  beyond 
conception  horrible,  of  Innocent.  The  brand,  the  scourge,  and 
the  sword,  had  fallen  from  the  wearied  hands  of  the  ministers  of 
his  vengeance.  Hundreds  were  cast  alive  into  the  furnace,  and 
not  a  few  plunged  into  the  flames  with  exulting  declai^ations  of 
the  faith  for  which  they  perished.  The  Vicar  of  Christ  bathed  the 
banner  of  the  cross  in  a  carnage,  /rom  which  the  wolves  of  Eomulus, 
and  the  eagles  of  Caesar,  would  have  turned  away  with  loathingi 
But  the  will  of  the  sufferers  was  indomitable ;  and  this  new  scourge 
of  God  was  constrained  to  feel,  that,  from  conquests  which  left  the 
immortal  spirit  unsubdued,  he  could  derive  no  effectual  security, 
and  no  enduring  triumph. 

Such  was  the  menacing  aspect  which  Christendom  presented  to 
her  sacerdotal  head  at  the  moment,  when,  after  having  first  re- 
pulsed, he  again  summoned  to  his  presence,  the  mendicants  of 
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Afisifd.  The  other  monastic  orders  formed  so  many  ramparts  roimd 
hie  throne.  But  neither  the  Benedictinea  with  their  splendid  en- 
dowments, nor  the  Carthusians  with  their  Belf-immolations,  nor  the 
Cistertiana  in  their  studious  solitudes,  nor  the  Templars  and  Hos- 
pitallers with  their  sharp  swords,  nor  tiie  Eeguines  and  Maturina 
with  their  half-secular  pursuits,  could  oppose  any  effective  weapons 
to  the  migratory  gospellers,  who  in  every  land  toiled,  and  preaxied, 
and  died ;  at  once  the  martyrs,  and  the  devoted  antagonists,  of  his 
power.  It  waS)  then,  in  no  dreaming  phantasy,  but  in  open  vision, 
that  the  palm-tree  sprung  up  between  his  feet,  as  a  new  and  a 
welcome  shelter.  The  fei-vid  speech,  the  resolved  aspect,  the  lowly 
demeanoTir,  the  very  dirt  and  wretchedneas  of  those  squalid  va- 
grants, gave  to  that  penetrating  eye  assurance  of  a  devotednesa 
which  might  rival  and  eclipse  (and,  perhaps,  persuade)  those  whom 
Simon  de  Moutfort  had  in  vain  attempted  to  exterminate.  And 
as,  in  later  days,  Aristotelian  innovations  were  neutralised  by  scho- 
lastic subtleties ;  —  the  all-emancipating  press  by  the  soul-subduing 
miracles  of  art;  —  the  impassioned  revolt  of  Luther  by  the  ardent 
allegiance  of  Loyola :  —  so  now,  the  ill-organised  confederacy  of 
the  reformers  of  Western  Europe  might  be  counteracted  by  a  zeal 
as  impetuous  as  their  own,  but  directed  by  the  unerring  sagacity  of 
the  Homan  conclave,  to  far  more  systematic  and  effective  exertions. 
The  popular  watchwords  of  Poverty,  Continence,  Lowliness,  and 
Self-Denial,  would  no  longer  he  used  as  so  many  reproaches  on  the 
Roman  hierarchy,  but  as  the  war-cry  of  the  self-mortified  adherents 
of  Rome.  Her  enthusiastic  missionaries,  commanding  the  sym- 
pathy of  the  multitude,  would  cause  it  to  fiow  in  holy  indignation 
against  the  vices  of  the  mitre  and  the  coronet,  but  in  pious  loyalty 
towards  the  Triple  Crown  which  had  rested  for  a  thousand  years  on 
the  brows  of  the  successors  of  Peter. 

With  such  prescience,  Innocent  recalled  into  his  presence  the 
mendicant  whose  first  overtures  he  had  so  contemptuously  rejected. 
He  now  accepted  them,  cordially  indeed,  yet  witli  characteristic 
caution.  The  laws  of  the  proposed  order  of  Minorites  were  ex- 
amined, discussed,  and  approved.  Heedless  of  the  sinister  predic- 
tions of  the  Sacred  College,  the  Pope  was  willing  to  recognise,  in 
the  severity  of  their  discipline,  the  perfection  which  Christ  himself 
requires;  and  Francis,  having  plighted  solemn  vows  of  obedience, 
and  having  received  in  turn  a  no  less  solemn  apostolic  blessing, 
departed  from  the  Lateran  with  an  ■unwritten  approbation  of  his 
rule. 

Indamed  with  holy  ardour  for  the  conversion  of  men,  and  for 
the  defence  of  the  fortress  and  centre  of  the  Catholic  faith,  he  re- 
turned to  his  native  city.     His  toilsome  march  was  a  genuine 
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ovation.  His  steps  were  followed  by  admiring  crowds;  church 
bells  rang  out  their  peals  at  his  approach ;  processions  chanting 
solemn  litanies  advanced  to  meet  him ;  enraptured  devotees  kissed 
his  clothes,  his  hands,  and  his  feet ;  proselytes  of  either  sex,  and 
of  every  rank  and  age,  repeated  the  vows  of  poverty,  continence, 
obedience,  and  labour ;  and,  as  the  words  passed  from  mouth  to 
mouth,  other  vows  strangely  mingled  with  them,  devoting  lands, 
convents,  and  monasteries  to  the  use  of  those  whose  abandonment 
of  all  worldly  wealth  was  thus  enthusiastically  celebrated.  Superb 
inconsistency!  No  homage,  however  extravagant,  is  refused  by 
mankind  to  a  will  at  once  inflexible  and  triumphant ;  so  great  is 
the  reverence  unconscidusly  rendered,  even  by  the  least  reflecting, 
to  the  great  mystery  of  our  nature;  —  the  existence  in  man  of 
voUtions  and  of  resolves,  not  absorbed  in  the  Supreme  Will,  but, 
in  some  enigmatic  sense,  distinct  from  it.  The  simple-hearted 
Francis  had  a  readier  solution.  "  They  honour  Grod,"  he  exclaimed, 
"  in  the  vilest  of  His  creatures."  Whatever  may  have  been  the 
motive  of  the  donors,  the  fact  is  certain,  that,  on  his  return  from 
Bome,  the  spouse  of  Poverty  received,  for  the  use  of  his  spiritual 
oflFering,  a  formal  grant  of  the  church  of  St.  Mary  of  Angels,  or 
the  Porzioncula,  which  his  pious  zeal  had  reinstated. 

Among  the  saints  of  the  Eoman  calendar  few  enjoy  a  more  ex- 
alted renown  than  St.  Clare,  a  scion  of  the  noble  house  of  Ortolana. 
"Clara,"  so  runs  the  bull  of  her  canonisation,  "claris  praeclara 
meritis,  magnae  in  coelo  claritate  glorise,  ac  in  terra  miraculorum 
sublimium,  clare  claret."  Even  before  her  birth  a  voice  from 
heaven  had  announced  that  her  course  of  life  was  to  be  a  brilliant 
one ;  and,  at  the  instance  of  her  mother,  to  whom  the  promise  had 
been  addressed,  she  therefore  received  at  the- baptismal  font  the 
significant  name  on  which,  after  her  death.  Pope  Alexander  the 
Fourth  was  to  play  this  jingle.  From  her  childhood  she  had  jus- 
tified the  appellation.  Beneath  her  costly  robes,  and  the  jewels 
which  adorned  them,  she  wore  the  penitential  girdle;  and  vain 
were  the  eflforts  of  coimtless  suitors  to  win  a  heart  already  devoted 
to  the  Heavenly  Bridegroom.  The  fame  of  her  piety  reached  the 
ears,  and  touched  the  heart,  of  Francis.  She  admired  the  lustre^ 
of  his  sanctity.  The  mutual  attraction  was  felt  and  acknowledged. 
They  met,  conferred,  and  met  again.  By  his  advice  an  elopement 
from  the  house  of  her  parents  was  arranged,  and  by  his  assistance 
it  was  eflfected.  They  fled  to  the  Porzioncula.  Monks,  chanting 
their  matins  by  torch-light,  received  and  welcomed  her  there ;  and 
then,  attended  by  her  spiritual  guide,  she  took  sanctuary  in  the 
neighbouring  church  of  St.  Paul,  until  arrangements  could  be  made 
for  her  reception  in,  a  convent.     The  heroine  of  the  romance  was 
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in  her  nineteenth,  the  hero  in  his  thirtieth,  year.  Yet  she  was 
not  an  Eloisa,  but  only  one  of  those  young  ladies  (all  good  angels 
guard  them !)  by  whom  the  ether  of  sacerdotal  eloquence  cannot 
be  safely  inhaled  in  private.  He  was  not  an  Abelard,  but  only  one 
of  those  ghostly  counsellors  (all  good  angels  avert  them  I)  who 
would  conduct  souls  to  heaven,  by  the  breach  of  the  earliest  and 
most  sacred  of  the  duties  which  He  who  reigns  there  has  laid  upon 
us.  Such,  indeed,  was  the  superiority  of  Francis  to  any  prejudice 
in  favour  of  filial  obedience  and  parental  authority,  that,  despite 
the  agony  and  the  rage  of  her  father,  and  the  eflforts  of  his  armed 
retainers,  he  induced  her  two  sisters,  Agnes  and  Beatrice,  to  follow 
her  flight,  and  to  partake  of  her  seclusion.  The  shears  which 
severed  the  clustering  locks  of  Agnes,  were  held,  we  are  assured,  by 
his  own  consecrated  hands. 

So  bewitching  an  example  was,  of  course,  fatal  to  many  other 
flowing  tresses,  and  to  the  serenity  of  the  heads  they  covered.  The 
church  of  St.  Damiano,  which  the  zeal  of  F'rancis  had  reconstructed, 
became  the  convent  of  the  order  of  poor  sisters.  Monks  cannot 
cease  to  be  men ;  and,  in  their  silent  cells,  the  hearts  of  the  Minor 
brethren  throbbed  to  learn  that  their  cravings  for  woman's  sympathy 
were  thus,  at  least,  partially  satisfied.  Under  the  guidance  of  the 
ladies  of  the  house  of  Ortolana,  and  the  legislation  of  their  com- 
mon  founder,  colonies  of  this  devout  sisterhood  were  rapidly  settled 
in  all  the  chief  cities  of  Europe ;  and  Clara,  the  disobedient  and 
the  devout,  being  elected  the  first  abbess  of  the  order,  performed, 
as  we  are  assured,  miracles  of  self-conquest  in  her  lifetime,  and 
miracles  of  mercy  in  her  tomb. 

At  the  summit  of  his  hopes,  Francis  surveyed  the  path  which 
yet  lay  before  him ;  but  his  spirit  fainted  at  the  prospect.  Renown, 
influence,  supremacy,  had  gathered  round  him ;  but  his  soul  was 
oppressed  with  the  responsibilities  of  trusts  so  weighty,  and  for 
the  use  of  which  he  was  wholly  unprepared  by  any  literary  or 
theological  education.  In  words  which  he  ascribes  to  Francis  him- 
self, St.  Bonaventura  depicts  the  conflict  of  his  mind  on  the  grave 
question,  whether,  by  a  life  of  solitary  devotion,  or  by  a  life  of 
apostolic  labours,  he  should  best  fulfil  the  Divine  counsels.  If  the 
quotation  of  his  language  be  accurate,  it  is  evident  that  he  inclined 
to  the  more  active  choice,  but  dreaded  to  oppose  to  the  wisdom  of 
his  age,  the  foolishness  of  such  preaching  as  his  untaught  mind, 
and  unpractised  tongue,  could  utter.  If  the  difficiUty  itself  is 
characteristic  of  him,  the  escape  from  it  is  still  more  so. 

Sylvester,  one  of  his  associates  at  the  Rivo  Torto,  still  remained 
in  the  adjacent  mountains,  a  hermit  absorbed  in  devotion.  To  him, 
and  to  Clara,  Francis  despatched  injunctions  to  ascertain  what  was 
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the  pleasure  of  the  great  Head  of  the  Church  on  this  momentous 
question.  The  answers  of  the  hermit  and  of  the  abbess  were  the 
same.  To  each  it  had  been  revealed  that  the  founder  of  their 
order  should  go  forth  and  preach  the  Gospel.  God,  they  assured 
him,  would  put  words  into  his  mouth.  To  receive  their  joint  mes- 
sage he  knelt  on  the  eai*th ;  his  head  bare  and  bowed  down,  his 
hands  crossed  over  his  breast.  On  hearing  it  he  vaulted  from  the 
ground,  crying,  "  Let  us  go  forth  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  I  "  At 
his  first  appearance  as  a  preacher,  we  are  told  that  burning  elo- 
quence burst  from  his  lips,  diseases  fled  at  his  touch,  sinners  aban- 
doned their  vices,  and  crowds  flocked  into  his  order.  Every  day 
witnevssed  the  increase  of  the  numbers  and  zeal  of  his  proselytes ; 
until,  on  the  30th  of  May,  1216,  a  goodly  company,  constituting 
the  first  chapter  of  the  order  of  the  Minor  brethren,  had  assembled 
at  the  Porzioncula. 

This  convention  was  rendered  memorable  in  their  annals  by  the 
apportionment  which  was  then  made  of  the  Christian  world  into 
80  many  Franciscan  missions.  For  himself  the  founder  reserved 
the  kingdom  of  France,  as  the  noblest  and  most  arduous  province. 
Tuscany,  Lombardy,  Provence,  Spain,  and  Germany  were  assigned 
to  five  of  his  principal  followers.  Such  were  now  their  numbers 
that  thirty-four  departed  for  Provence,  and  no  less  than  sixty  found 
their  way  to  the  Empire.  The  land  of  the  Ghibellines,  the  future 
birth-place  of  Luther,  formed,  however,  even  in  the  thirteenth 
century,  an  exception  to  the  welcome  with  which,  in  other  parts 
of  Europe,  these  new  emissaiies  of  Kome  were  enthusiastically 
received.  Of  the  itinerants  along  the  banks  of  the  Ehine  and  the 
Danube,  not  one  could  make  himself  intelligible  in  the  German 
tongue.  Destitute  of  the  ever  ready  resource  of  miracle  (it  is 
diflBcult  to  conjecture  why),  they  could  not  convince  a  people  with 
whom  they  could  not  communicate ;  and  were  driven  away  with 
ridicule  and  outrage. 

The  French  mission  received  a  yet  more  unexpected  check.  To 
place  this  great  undertaking  under  the  special  care  of  St.  Peter  and 
St.  Paul,  Francis  had  commenced  his  missionary  journey  by  visit- 
ing their  sepulchres.  Rome  had,  at  that  time,  received  another, 
and  not  less  memorable,  guest,  since  known  in  the  calendar  of  the 
saints  by  the  name  of  Dominick.  He  was  a  Spaniard,  the  member 
of  a  noble  house,  a  man  of  letters,  and  a  priest.  Amid  the  horrors 
of  the  crusade  against  the  Albigenses,  and  while  himself  deeply 
stained  with  that  blood-guiltiness,  he  had  preached  repentance, 
and  inculcated  orthodoxy.  And  now,  a  sojourner  in  the  metro- 
polis of  Christendom,  he  saw  in  a  vision  Christ  himself  possessed 
with  wrath  against  mankind  (so  well  agreed  bis  sleeping  and  his 
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waking  thoughts),  and  then  appeared  to  him  the  Virgin  mother, 
appeasing  her  son  by  presenting  to  him  two  meB,  in  one  of  whom 
the  dreamer  saw  his  own  image.  The  other  was  a  stranger  to 
him.  When,  with  the  return  of  light,  he  repaired  to  a  neigh- 
bouring church  to  worship,  that  stranger  appeared  there  in  the 
garb  of  a  mendicant.  "  My  brother,  my  companion,"  exclaimed 
the  Spaniard,  "  let  us  imite  our  powers,  and  nothing  shall  prevail 
against  us;"  and  forthwith  the  founders  of  the  Dominican  and 
Franciscan  orders  were  in  each  other's  arms.  They  met  again  at 
the  palace  of  the  Cardinal  Ugolino.  He  proposed  to  them  the 
elevation  of  some  of  their  followers  to  the  episcopacy,  and  even  to 
the  Sacred  College.  The  ofiFer  was  declined  by  both.  Another 
ineflfectual  proposal  was  made  by  Dominick  himself  for  the  union 
of  their  separate  institutes ;  and  then,  with  earnest  professions  of 
mutual  regard,  and  assurances  of  mutual  support,  they  parted  to 
divide  the  world  between  them. 

To  secure  his  share  of  that  empire,  Francis,  however,  found  it 
necessary  to  abandon  his  contemplated  mission  to  France.  The 
sagacity  of  Ugolino  had  detected  the  intrigues  and  secret  machina- 
tions of  the  enemies  of  this  new  spiritual  power ;  and  his  authority 
induced  the  foimder  of  it  to  remain  at  Bome,  to  counteract  them. 
Subtlety,  the  tutelary  genius  of  his  country,  and  his  natural  ally 
on  such  an  occasion,  abandoned  Francis  on  this,  as  on  so  many 
other  exigencies,  to  the  charge  of  the  gentler  power,  Somnus; 
who,  throwing  open  the  ivory  gates,  exhibited  to  him,  first  a  hen, 
attempting  in  vain  to  gather  her  chickens  under  her  wings,  and 
then  a  majestic  bird,  gently  alighting  to  spread  her  far-extended 
plumage  over  the  unprotected  brood.  The  interpretation  was 
obvious.  The  Pope  must  be  persuaded  to  appoint  Ugolino  to  the 
office  of  protector  of  the  unfledged  nestlings  of  the  Franciscan 
eyrie. 

But  Innocent  was  now  dead ;  and  the  third  Honorius,  a  stratiger 
to  Francis,  and  studiously  prepossessed  against  him,  filled  the  papal 
throne.  The  cardinal  proposed  that  the  suitor  for  this  new  favour 
should  win  it  by  preaching  in  the  sacred  consistory;  persuaded 
that  the  eloquence  for  which  he  was  renowned  must  triumph  over 
all  opposing  prejudices.  Great  were  the  throes  of  preparation. 
A  sermon,  composed  with  the  utmost  skill  of  the  preacher,  was 
engraven,  with  his  utmost  diligence,  on  his  memory.  But  at  the 
sight  of  that  august  audience,  every  trace  of  it  departed  from  his 
mind ;  leaving  him  in  utter  confusion,  and,  as  it  seemed,  in  hope- 
less silence.  A  pause,  a  mental  prayer,  and  one  vehement  self- 
conflict  followed;  and  then,  abandoning  himself  to  the  natural 
current  of  his  own  ardent  emotions,  he  poured  forth  his  soul,  in  an 
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address  so  full  of  warmth  and  energy,  asto  extort  from  the  Pope, 
and  the  whole  college,  the  exclamation  that  it  was  not  he  that 
spake,  but  the  divinity  which  spoke  within  him.  From  such  lips 
no  request  could  be  preferred  in  vain ;  and  Ugolino  was  nominated 
by  Honoriiis  to  the  high  and  confidential  post  of  Protector  of  the 
Minorite  brethren. 

In  the  month  of  May,  1219  (the  tenth  year  of  the  Franciscan 
aera),  the  inhabitants  of  Assisi  looked  from  their  walls  on  a  vast 
encampment  surrounding  the  Porzioncula  as  a  centre,  and  spread- 
ing over  the  wide  plain  on  which  the  city  stands.  Five  thousand 
mendicants  had  there  met  together  to  celebrate  the  second  general 
chapter  of  their  Order.  Huts  of  straw  and  mud  aflforded  them 
shelter.  The  piety  of  the  neighbouring  towns  and  villages  sup- 
plied them  with  food.  Each  group,  or  company,  of  sixty  or  a 
hundred,  formed  a  distinct  congregation,  oflFering  up  prayers  in 
common,  or  listening  to  discourses  of  which  the  future  conquest 
of  the  world  was  the  theme.  Then,  at  the  word,  and  imder  the 
guidance,  of  their  chief,  the  separate  bands,  forming  themselves 
into  one  long  procession,  advanced  with  solemn  chants,  or  in  still 
more  solemn  silence,  to  the  city  of  Perugia.  There  Ugolino  met 
them,  and,  casting  oflF  his  purple  mantle,  his  hat,  and  his  shoes, 
was  conducted  by  his  exulting  clients,  in  the  dress  of  a  Minor 
brother,  to  the  place  of  their  great  assembly.  "Behold,"  ex- 
claimed the  astonished  patron,  to  the  founder  of  the  order,  "behold 
the  camp  of  Grod  I  How  goodly  are  thy  tents,  0  Israel,  and  thy 
dwellings,  0  Jacob  I " 

The  words  fell  mournfully  on  the  ear  of  Francis.  As  his  eyes 
scanned  the  triumphs  of  that  auspicious  hour,  sadness  brooded 
over  his  soul.  He  felt,  like  other  conquerors,  that  the  laurel 
wreath  is  too  surely  entwined  with  cypress ;  and  drew  dark  fore- 
bodings of  decay  even  from  the  unexpected  rapidity  of  his  success. 
Brief,  therefore,  and  melancholy,  was  his  answer  to  the  Cardinal's 
congratulations.  "  We  have  made,"  he  said,  "  large  promises ;  we 
have  received  yet  larger.  Let  us  accomplish  the  one ;  and  aspire 
after  the  fulfilment  of  the  other.  These  pleasures  are  brief.  There 
are  pains  which  are  eternal.  Our  suflFerings  are  Ught ;  but  there  is 
a  far  more  exceeding  weight  of  glory.  Many  are  called,  few  are 
chosen.  To  each  man  there  shall  be  a  recompence  according  to 
his  works.  Above  all  things,  my  brethren,  love  the  holy  Church, 
and  pray  for  her  exaltation.  But  cling  to  poverty.  Is  it  not 
written,  cast  thy  burden  upon  the  Lord,  and  He  shall  nourish  thee?" 

Again  the  heart  of  Ugolino  throbbed  as  he  surveyed  the  multitude 
devoted  to  works  of  mercy  and  of  self-denial ;  and  he  commended, 
while  he  blessed,  them.     Again  was  raised  the  sterner  voice  of  their 
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spiritual  father,  rebuking  the  soft  weakness  with  which  they  had 
welcomed,  and  enjoyed  such  unmerited  praise.  Pained  and  mortified, 
the  Cardinal  asked  the  motive  of  this  ill-timed  severity.  "  My 
lord,  I  have  reproved  them,"  was  the  answer,  "  that  they  may  not 
lose  the  lowliness  you  have  been  extolling :  and  that  humility  may 
strike  her  roots  the  more  deeply  into  their  hearts." 

Unfamiliar  as  he  was  with  the  subtleties,  scholastic  or  politic,  of 
his  age,  Francis  was  a  keen  observer  of  the  characters  and  the  ways 
of  men.  He  discovered  that  the  zealous  protector  of  his  order  was 
a  still  more  zealous  member  of  the  Eoman  conclave ;  and  that,  to 
attach  the  foremost  of  the  Minor  brethren  to  the  cause  and  service 
of  the  Papacy,  he  had  dazzled  their  eyes  with  prospects  of  mitres, 
and  even  of  the  purple.  He  also  discovered  that  they  had  conferred 
with  the  Cardinal  on  their  own  exclusion  from  the  government  of 
the  society,  on  the  want  both  of  health  and  of  learning  in  their 
head,  and  on  the  excessive  rigour  and  singularity  of  his  rule.  He 
saw  in  these  Dathans  and  Abirams  of  his  camp  the  rising  spirit  of 
revolt,  and  he  proceeded  at  once  to  subdue  it  with  his  accustomed 
energy.  The  chapter  of  the  Order  was  in  session ;  when,  conducting 
Ugolino  thither,  Francis  addressed  to  them,  and  to  him,  these  stern 
and  menacing  words ;  "  My  brethren,  Grod  has  commanded  me,  in 
foolishness  and  humility,  to  copy  the  foolishness  of  the  cross.  Let 
me  hear  of  no  other  rule  than  that  which  He  has  thus  established. 
Dread  the  Divine  vengeance,  all  ye  who  abandon  it,  all  ye  who 
seduce  others  to  backslide."  The  silence  which  followed  on  this 
apostrophe,  and  on  the  departure  of  the  speaker,  was  at  length 
broken  by  the  Cardinal.  He  exhorted  the  congi'egation  to  obey 
implicitly  their  apostolic  founder ;  on  whom,  he  declared,  the  Divine 
influence  was  evidently  resting.  Evident,  at  least,  it  had  become, 
that  the  day  of  secular  greatness  could  not  dawn  on  the  children  of 
Poverty  till  her  spouse  should  have  ceased  to  govern  them. 

To  divei-t  their  minds  from  such  disloyal  thoughts,  Francis 
occupied  them  with  the  promulgation  of  rules  respecting  the 
worship  of  the  Virgin,  of  Peter  and  of  Paul,  and  the  structure  of 
their  ecclesiastical  edifices.  To  elicit  their  loyal  afiections,  he  laid 
before  them  a  project  for  the  spiritual  conquest  of  the  whole 
habitable  globe.  For  himself  he  reserved  the  seat  of  the  war 
between  the  crusaders  and  the  Saracens.  To  each  of  his  foremost 
disciples  he  assigned  a  separate  mission ;  and  he  dismissed  them 
with  letters  from  the  Pope,  commending  them  to  the  care  of  all 
ecclesiastical  dignitaries,  and  with  a  circular  epistle  from  himself, 
bearing  this  superscription :  "  To  all  Potentates,  Governors,  Con- 
suls, Judges,  and  Magistrates  on  the  earth ;  and  to  all  others  to 
whom  these  presents  shall  come,  brother  Francis,  your  unworthy 
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servant  in  the  Lord,  sendeth  greeting  and  peace."  Armed  with 
these  credentials  the  propagandists  of  Assisi  dispersed;  some  to 
found  monasteries  in  Spain,  some  to  preach  the  Gospel  in  the 
Empire,  some  to  rival  the  socialists  of  France,  some  to  become 
professors  at  Oxford,  and  some  to  provoke  martyrdom  in  Morocco ; 
but  never  again  to  be  convened  by  their  "  Genial  Minister "  to 
consult  together  in  a  deliberative  chapter.  It  was  an  experiment 
too  hazardous  for  repetition ;  a  risk  to  be  dreaded  far  more  than 
any  which  awaited  him  among  the  warriors  of  the  crescent,  or 
the  champions  of  the  cross. 

These  were  now  drawn  in  hostile  array  under  the  walls  of 
Damietta,  and  there  he  joined  them.  The  confusion  of  the  camp 
of  Agramante  was  but  a  feeble  image  of  that  which  he  found  in  the 
host  of  the  titular  ICing  of  Jerusalem,  John  de  Brienne ; — cavaliers 
and  foot-men,  all  emulous  of  fame,  all  impatient  of  obedience,  all 
insisting  on  being  led  into  action,  all  interchanging  bitter  contu- 
melies, and  all  willing  to  cut  each  other's  throats,  if  no  better  em- 
ployment could  be  found  for  their  swords.  Like  another  Micaiah, 
Francis  foretold  the  disastrous  results  of  a  combat  about  to  be 
waged,  under  the  shelter  of  holy  names,  but  in  the  wanton  inso- 
lence of  human  passion.  Like  him  he  saw  all  Israel  scattered  like 
sheep  upon  the  mountains ;  and  like  him  he  prophesied  in  vain. 
The  mutinous  troops  hurried  their  leader  into  the  field ;  and  the 
loss  of  six  thousand  of  the  Christians  attested  the  foresight  of  their 
un warlike  monitor. 

In  the  midst  of  feats  of  arms,  and  agonies  of  toils  and  sufiFering, 
admonition  was,  however,  an  oflfice  too  humble  to  satisfy  the  de- 
sires of  a  soul  cast  in  a  mould  so  heroic  as  his.  He  was  a  strategist 
as  well  as  a  saint ;  and,  in  this  day  of  sorrow  and  rebuke,  found  a 
meet  occasion  to  exhibit  the  whole  strength  of  his  belligerent 
resources.  During  many  successive  hours,  he  knelt  and  was 
absorbed  in  prayer.  Then  rising  with  a  coimtenance  radiant  with 
joy  and  courage,  he  advanced  towards  the  infidel  camp ;  chanting 
as  he  marched,  "  Though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow 
of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art  with  me."  A  gold  besant 
was  the  price  of  the  head  of  a  Christian.  But  what  were  such 
terrors  to  an  evangelist  about  to  close  the  war  by  the  conversion  of 
the  Soldan  himself  ?  From  every  incident  he  drew  fresh  confi- 
dence. When  he  saw  the  flocks  collected  for  the  consumption  of 
the  Saracens,  ^*  Behold,"  he  cried,  "  I  send  you  forth  as  sheep 
among  wolves."  When  seized  by  the  Saracens  themselves,  and 
asked  by  whom,  and  why,  he  had  been  sent  to  "  their  lines,"  he 
answered,  **  I  am  not  sent  of  man,  but  of  God,  to  show  you  the 
way  of  salvation."  When  carried  before  their  chief,  and  courteously 
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invited  to  remain  in  Lis  tent,  "  Ves,"  he  exclaimed,  "  I  will  remain, 

if  you  and  your  people  will  become  converts  for  the  love  of  Jesui 
Christ.  If  you  hesitate,  kindle  a  furnace,  and  I  and  your  prieeta 
will  enter  it  togetlier;  and  the  result  shall  siiow  you  whether  truth 
is  on  my  side  or  on  theirs."  The  most  venerable  of  the  Imauna 
shuddei'ed  and  withdrew ;  and  the  smiling  Commander  of  the 
Faithful  avowed  his  douht  whether  he  could  find  a  priest  to  en- 
counter the  ordeal.  "  Only  promise  to  become  a  Christian,"  re- 
plied Francis,  "  and  I  will  enter  the  fm-nace  alone ;  but  if  I  should 
he  burnt,  conclude,  not  that  ray  message  is  false,  hut  only  that  it 
has  reached  you  by  one  who,  bearing  it  unworthily,  is  justly 
punished  for  his  sins,"  Still  obdurate,  but  still  coiuteous,  the  in- 
fidel chief  offei'ed  rich  presents  to  his  stout-heai'tcd  visitor ;  and 
then,  with  a  guard  of  honour,  and  a  safe  conduct,  dismissed  him 
to  the  Christian  camp. 

That  the  head  of  the  missionary  waa  neither  bartered  for  a  gold 
besant  by  the  soldiers,  nor  amputated  by  the  scimitar  of  their 
leader,  may  be  explained  either  by  the  oriental  reverence  for  sup- 
posed insanity,  or  by  the  universal  reverence  for  self-denying 
courage,  or  by  the  motives  which  induced  the  lion  to  lie  quietly 
down,  and  turn  bia  tail  on  the  drawn  sword,  and  eloquent  taunts, 
of  the  Knight  of  J^a  Mancha.  To  the  Eagle  of  Meaus,  however, 
this  adventure  presenta  itself  in  a  more  brilliant  light.  "  Franpoia," 
he  exclaims,  "  indign^  de  ae  voir  aiusi  respecte  par  les  ennemis  da 
son  maitre,  recommence  sea  invectives  contre  leur  religion  mon- 
strueuac ;  mais,  strange  et  merveilleuse  insensibility  I  ils  ne  lui 
t^moignent  pas  moina  de  deference ;  et  le  brave  athlete  de  Jesus- 
Christ,  voyant  qu'il  ne  pouvait  meiiter  qu'ila  lui  donnassent  la  mort : 
*  Sortons  d'ici,  mon  ir^re,'  disait^il  a  son  compiignon,  '  fuyons, 
fiijons  bien  loin  de  ces  barbares,  trop  humains  pour  nous,  puisque 
nous  ne  les  pouvons  obliger,  ni  a  adorer  notre  maitre,  ni  a  nous 
peraecuter ;  nous  qui  aommes  ses  serviteiurs.  Oh  Dieu  I  quaud 
m^terons-noua  le  triomphe  de  martyre  si  nous  ne  trouvons  que 
des  honneurs,  mSme  parmi  lea  peuplea  les  plus  infidfeles  ?  Pnisqug 
Cieu  ne  nous  juge  pas  dignes  de  la  grace  du  martyie,  ni  de  par- 
ticiper  a  aes  glorieux  opprobes,  allons-nous-en,  mon  fr^e  ;  allooB 
achever  notre  vie  dans  le  martyre  de  la  penitence,  ou  cherchons' 
quelque  endroit  de  la  terre  oCi  nous  puissons  boire  a  longs  trait* 
I'ignominie  de  la  crois.' " 

Such  places  were  readily  found.     In  Spain,  in  Provence,  and 
Northern  Italy,  Francis  everywhere  preached  to  crowds  hanging  ou 
his  lips;  and  though  the  ignominy  of  the  cross  may  have  been  bis 
theme,  it  must  be  confessed  that  the  admiration  of  mankind 
his  b&bitual  reward.     But  amidst  the  applauses  of  the  world,  big 
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heart  yearned  after  his  native  Umbria,  where  his  Order  had  first 
struggled  into  sight,  and  where  it  was  now  to  receive  its  final  de- 
velopment. 

In  his  missions  through  Europe  he  had  discovered  that  his  insti- 
stutes  of  Minor  brethren,  and  of  poor  sisters,  boimd  to  celibacy,  to 
poverty,  and  to  obedience,  were  erected  on  a  basis  far  too  narrow 
for  the  universal  empire  at  which  he  aimed.  Marriage  was  incon- 
sistent with  the  first  of  these  vows,  worldly  callings  with  the  second, 
and  secular  dignities  with  the  last.  But  though  wives,  and  trades, 
and  lordships  were  incompatible  with  "  perfection,"  they  might  be 
reconciled  with  admission  into  a  lower  or  third  estate  of  his  Order, 
where,  as  in  the  court  of  the  Gentiles,  those  might  worship  to 
whom  a  nearer  approach  to  the  sanctuary  was  interdicted.  With 
the  design  of  thus  throwing  open  the  vestibule  of  the  temple  to 
the  uninitiated,  a  supplemental  code  was  promulgated,  in  the  year 
1221,  for  what  was  to  be  called  **  The  Order  of  Penitence." 

The  members  of  it  were  to  take  no  vows  whatever.  Engaging 
to  submit  themselves  to  certain  rules  of  life,  it  was  agreed  that  the 
breach  of  those  rules  should  not  involve  the  guilt  of  mortal  sin. 
They  required  the  restitution  of  all  unjust  gains,  a  reconcilement 
with  all  enemies,  and  obedience  to  the  commands  of  God  and  of 
the  Church.  The  members  of  the  Order  were  to  wear  a  mean  and 
uniform  dress.  Their  houses  and  fmniture  were  to  be  plain  and 
firugal,  though  not  without  consulting  the  proprieties  of  their 
social  rank.  All  luxuriousness  in  animal  delights,  and  all  the  lusts 
of  the  eye,  were  to  be  mortified ;  all  theatres,  feasts,  and  worldly 
amusements  eschewed.  Their  disputes  were  to  be  settled,  with  all 
possible  promptitude,  by  compromises  or  by  arbitrament.  Every 
member  of  the  Order  was  to  make  his  will.  They  were  never  to 
take  a  nonjudicial  oath,  nor  to  bear  arms,  except  in  defence  of  the 
Churchy  the  Catholic  faithy  or  their  natvve  land. 

The  founder  of  such  a  confederacy  must  have  had  some  of  the 
higher  moral  instincts  of  a  legislator.  It  would  be  difficult  even 
now,  with  all  the  aid  of  history  and  philosophy,  to  devise  a  scheme 
better  adapted  to  restrain  the  licentiousness,  to  soften  the  manners, 
and  to  mitigate  all  the  oppressions  of  an  iron  age.  Secular  men 
and  women  were  combined  with  ardent  devotees,  in  one  great 
society,  under  a  code  flexible  as  it  addressed  the  one,  and  inex- 
orable as  it  applied  to  the  other,  of  those  classes ;  and  yet  a  code, 
which  imposed  on  all  the  same  general  obligations,  the  same  undi- 
vided all^iance,  the  same  ultimate  ends,  and  many  of  the  same 
external  badges.  Christianity  itself,  when  first  promulgated,  must 
to  heathen  eyes  have  had  an  aspect  not  wholly  unlike  that  which 
originally  distinguished  the  third  estate  of  the  Franciscan  Orders ; 
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and  rapid  as  may  have  been  the  corruption  and  decline  of  that 
estate,  it  would  be  mere  prejudice  or  ignorance  to  deny  that  it 
sustained  an  important  office  in  the  general  advancement  of 
liaation  and  of  truth. 

In  the  times  of  Francis  himself  and  of  his  immediate 
the  Franciscan  cord  (the  emblem  of  the  re-straint  in  which  the 
soul  of  man  is  to  hold  the  Beast  to  which  it  is  wedded)  was  to  be 
seen  on  countless  multitudes  ;  in  the  market-place,  ii  " 
ties,  in  the  tribunals,  and  even  on  the  throne.  In  the  camp  it 
etill  more  frequent ;  for  there  was  much  latent  significance  in  the 
esceptional  terms  by  which  the  general  prohibition  of  military 
service  had  been  qualified  for  the  members  of  the  Order  of  Pen!' 
tence.  In  the  early  part  of  the  thirteenth  century  "  the  defence  of 
the  Church,  of  the  Catholic  faith,  and  of  their  native  land," 
Italian  ears,  an  intelligible  periphrasis  for  serving  either  under  the 
standard  of  the  cross  against  the  Alhigenses,  or  under  the  standard 
of  the  Guelphs  a^inst  the  Ghibelhnes ;  an(i  the  third  estate  of 
the  Minorites  formed  an  enthusiastic,  patriotic,  and  religioua  chi- 
valry, which  the  Pope  could  direct  at  pleasure  against  either  hifl 
theological  or  bia  political  antagonists. 

And  now  it  remained  that  Francis  should  receive  the  appro- 
priate rewards  of  the  services  which  he  had  rendered  to  Home,  to 
the  world,  and  to  the  Church^to  Rome,  in  surrounding  her  with 
new  and  energetic  allies  ;  to  the  world,  in  creating  a  mighty 
poration  formidable  to  baronial  and  to  mitred  tyrants;  to  the 
Church,  in  supplying  her  with  a  noble  army  of  evangelists,  who 
braved  every  danger,  and  endured  every  privation,  to  dtlfuse 
throughout  Christendom  such  light  as  they  themselv 
The  debt  was  acknowledged  and  paid  by  each. 

In  the  bitterness  of  his  heart  Francis  was  weeping  over  the  sins 
of  mankind,  in  the  shrine  of  St.  Mary  of  Angels,  when  a  revelation 
was  made  to  him,  which,  though  deecribed  with  ease  and  fami- 
liarity by  a  host  of  Catholic  writers,  the  weaker  faith,  or  thft 
greater  reverence,  of  Protestantism  cannot  venture  to  paint  with 
the  same  minuteness.  All  that  can  be  decorously  stated  is,  that 
the  Virgin  mother,  her  attendant  angels,  her  Divine  Son,  and 
Francis  their  devout  worshipper,  are  exhibited  by  the  narrative 
as  interlocutors  in  a  sort  of  melodramatic  action ;  which  termi- 
nates in  a  promise  from  the  Kedeemer,  that  all  who  should  vidft 
that  church,  and  confess  themselves  to  a  priest  there,  should  re- 
ceive a  plenary  remission  from  the  guilt  and  puniahraeut  of  all 
their  sins;  "provided"  (such -is  the  singular  qualification  of  the 
promise)  "  that  this  general  indulgence  be  ratified  by  him  whom  I 
have  authorised  to  bind  and  to  loose  on  earth." 
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On  the  following  day,  Francis  was  on  his  knees  before  the  Pope 
at  Perugia.  '*  Holy  Father,"  he  began,  "  some  years  ago  I  recon- 
structed a  little  church  on  your  domain.  Grant,  I  implore  you, 
to  all  pilgrims  resorting  thither,  a  plenary  indulgence,  and  exempt 
the  building  from  the  imposts  usually  consequent  on  the  grant 
of  such  privileges."  "For  how  many  years,"  said  the  Pontiff, 
**  do  you  desire  the  indulgence  to  be  given  ?  "  "  Give  me  not 
years,"  replied  the  suitor,  **but  souls,  (da  mihi  non  annos,  sed 
animos,)  and  let  all  who  enter  the  church  of  Saint  Mary  of  Angels 
in  contrition,  and  who  are  there  absolved  by  a  priest,  receive  a  full 
remission  of  their  sins  in  this  life,  and  in  the  life  to  come."  "  A 
vast  gift,  and  contrary  to  all  custom,"  observed  the  parsimonious 
dispenser  of  salvation.  "  But,  Holy  Father,  I  make  the  request 
not  in  my  own  name,  but  in  the  name  of  Christ,  who  has  sent 
me  to  you."  "  Then  be  it  so,"  exclaimed  the  Pope  ;  "  but  I  limit 
to  one  day  in  each  year  the  enjoyment  of  this  advantage."  The 
grateful  Francis  rose,  bowed  low  his  head,  and  was  retiring,  when 
the  voice  of  the  Pope  was  again  heard.  *^  Simpleton,  whither  are 
you  going  ?  What  evidence  do  you  carry  with  you  of  the  grant 
which  you  have  been  soliciting?"  *^Your  word,"  replied  the 
single-hearted  suitor.  "If  this  indulgence  be  of  God,  let  the 
blessed  Virgin  be  the  charter,  Christ  the  notary,  and  the  Angels 
the  witnesses.     I  desire  no  other." 

The  traveller  who  in  our  own  day  visits  Assisi,  finds  himself 
surrounded  by  a  population  of  about  three  thousand  souls ;  and 
amidst  the  thirty  chmches  and  monasteries  which  attract  his  eye, 
he  distinguishes,  as  pre-eminent  above  them  all,  the  Sagro  Convento, 
where  repose  the  ashes  of  Saint  Francis.  It  is  a  building  of  the 
sixteenth  century,  extending  over  the  summit  of  a  gentle  eminence 
at  the  base  of  the  Apennines.  A  double  row  of  gigantic  arches, 
resembling  two  vast  aqueducts,  the  lower  of  which  forms  the  basis 
of  the  higher,  sustains  a  sumptuous  terrace,  which  stands  out  Against 
the  evening  sky,  like  the  battlements  of  some  impregnable  fortress. 
The  luxuriant  gardens,  and  the  rich  meadows  below,  watered  by  a 
stream  which  gushes  out  from  the  adjacent  mountains,  encircle  the 
now  splendid  church  of  St.  Mary  of  Angels ;  where  may  still  be 
traced  the  Porzioncula  in  which  Francis  worshipped,  and  the  crypt 
in  which  his  emaciated  body  was  committed  to  the  dust.  And 
there  also,  on  each  returning  year,  may  be  seen  the*  hardy 
mountaineers  of  Umbria,  and  the  graceful  peasants  of  Tuscany, 
and  the  solemn  processions  of  the  Franciscan  orders,  andfl^e  long 
array  of  civil  and  ecclesiastical  dignitaries,  waiting  till  the  chimes 
of  the  ancient  clocks  of  the  holy  convent  shall  announce  the  advent 
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of  the  day  in  wliicli  their  sins  are  to  be  luoaed  on  earth,  and  their 
pardon  sealed  in  heaven. 

Why  demand  the  reasona  of  thia,  or  of  any  other  part  of  a 
religious  system  which  preauppoges  the  renunciation  of  all  reaBon  ? 
The  promise  given  to  Francis  by  the  Saviour,  and  ratified  by  Hia 
Vicar,  was  preciBe  and  definite.  It  insured  a  plenary  remission  of 
sin  to  ail  who  should  visit  the  hallowed  Porzioncula  with  contrite 
hearts,  and  there  receive  priestly  absolution.  The  promise,  as 
interpreted  by  the  eloquent  Bourdalone,  seems  equally  absolute. 
From  his  sermon,  "  Sur  la  fete  de  notre  Dame  des  Anges,"  we  learn 
that  indulgences  granted  by  the  Pope  may,  after  all,  tm-n  out  to  be 
worthless;  since  the  cause  of  the  gift  may  be  insufficient,  or  some 
other  essential  condition  may  have  been  neglected.  But  in  thia 
case,  the  indulgence,  having  been  granted  directly  by  Ghrisli 
himself,  must,  (saya  the  great  preacher,)  be  infallible ;  for  He  must 
have  known  the  extent  of  His  own  power,  and  must  have  been 
guided  by  eternal  wisdom,  and  must  be  superior  to  all  law  in  the 
free  dispensation  of  His  gifta. 

Pause,  nevertheless,  all  ye  who  meditate  a  pilgrimage  to  Asaisi, 
in  (jueet  of  thia  divine  panacea !  Put  not  your  trust  in  Bourilaloue, 
Init  listen  to  the  more  subtle  doctor  of  our  own  days,  M.  Chavin  de 
Malan.  From  him  yon  will  learn  that  to  all  these  large  and  free 
promises  is  attached  yet  another  tacit  condition ;  and  that  unless 
you  renounce  all  sin,  venial  as  well  as  mortal,  unless  the  very 
desire  to  transgress  have  perished  in  your  souls,  unless  your  hearts 
be  free  from  the  slightest  wish,  the  moat  transient  voluntwy 
attachment,  towards  any  forbidden  thing,  you  may  be  members  of 
all  religious  orders,  and  join  in  all  their  pilgrimages  and  devotions, 
but  the  plenary  indulgence  shall  never  be  yours.  Pilgrims  to 
Assisi  I  if  such  he  not  your  happy  state,  it  boots  not  to  go  thither. 
If  such  be  your  condition,  why  roam  over  this  l>arren  earth  to  find 
the  heaven  which  is  yours  already  ? 

Equivocal  as  the  benefit  of  the  papal  reward  may  have  been,  tha 
recompence  which  the  world  rendered,  by  the  hands  of  Orlanilo* 
Lord  of  Chiiisi  de  Caaentino,  was  at  least  substantial.  At  a  solemn 
festival,  at  which  the  knight  had  mode  hia  profession  of  arms, 
Francis  hail  pronounced  the  uaual  benaliction  on  the  symbols  of 
his  chivalry.  Much  discourse  ensiied  on  the  spiritual  state  and 
prospects  of  this  militant  member  of  the  church,  when  the  grateful) 
and  not  improvident,  Orlando,  for  the  good  of  his  soul,  bestowed 
on  the  founder  and  the  companions  of  the  order  of  Minor  brethren, 
Monte  del  Alvemia,  a  tract  of  land  amidst  the  highest  summits  o$ 
the  Tuscan  Apennines,  now  called  Lavenda.  It  was  a  wild  and 
.sequestered  region,  covered  witli  heath  and  rocks,  and  the  prinuuvSl: 
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forest,  and  eminently  adapted  for  a  life  of  penitence.  It  became 
the  favourite  retreat  of  its  new  owners,  and  especially  of  their 
chief.  Yet  even  in  these  solitudes  he  was  not  exempt  from  some 
grave  incommodities.  By  night,  malignant  demons  afHicted  him, 
dragging  his  defenceless  body  along  the  ground,  and  bruising  him 
with  cruel  blows.  When  the  sun  burnt  fiercely  over  his  head, 
Orlando  appeared  with  food,  and  with  ofifers  to  erect  cells  and 
dormitories  for  the  hermits,  and  to  supply  all  their  temporal 
wants,  that  they  might  surrender  themselves  wholly  to  prayer  and 
meditation.  But  neither  the  enmity  of  the  demons,  nor  the  alliure- 
ments  of  their  unconscious  ally,  could  seduce  Francis  from 
his  fidelity  to  his  wedded  wife.  In  her  society  he  wandered 
through  the  woods  and  caverns  of  Alvemia;  relying  for  support 
on  Him  alone  by  whom  the  ravens  are  fed,  and  awakening  the 
echoes  of  the  mountains  by  his  devout  songs  and  fervent  ejacu- 
lations. 

It  remained  only  that  the  Church,  in  the  person  of  her  eternal 
Head,  should  requite  the  services  of  her  great  reformer.  The  too 
familiar  legend  must  be  briefly  told;  for  every  one  who  would 
cherish  in  himself,  or  in  others,  the  reverence  due  to  the  Holy  and 
the  Awfiil,  must  shrink  from  the  approach  to  such  a  topic,  and  be 
unwilling  to  linger  on  it. 

On  the  annual  festival  of  Saint  Michael  the  archangel,  for  the 
year  1224,  Francis  and  Leoni,  a  member  of  his  order,  went  together 
to  worship  at  a  church  which  had  then  been  erected  on  Mount 
Alvernia.  The  eortea  sanctoi'um  were  again  consulted,  by  thrice 
opening  the  gospels,  which  lay  upon  the  altar.  On  each  occasion 
the  volume  presented  to  their  eyes  the  history  of  the  passion ;  and 
the  coincidence  was  accepted  by  Francis  as  ominous  of  some  great 
event  which  was  about  to  happen  to  himself. 

The  hour  arrived  of  the  "  holy  sacrifice ;"  when,  as  though  to 
symbolise  his  disgust  for  earth,  and  his  aspirations  to  heaven,  the 
body  of  the  saint  slowly  ascended  heavenwards.  When  it  had 
reached  the  ordinary  height  of  a  man,  the  feet  were  embraced  and 
bathed  with  tears  by  Leoni,  who  stood  beneath.  Gradually  it 
mounted  beyond  the  range  of  human  vision ;  but  even  then  his 
voice  was  heard  in  discourse  with  the  Invisible,  and  a  bright 
radiance  attested  the  presence  of  the  Eedeemer.  He  was  made 
manifest  to  the  eye  of  his  enraptured  worshipper,  in  the  form  of  a 
seraph  moving  on  rapid  wings,  though  fastened  to  a  cross ;  and 
when  the  whole  scene  passed  away,  it  was  found  that,  by  radiations 
from  this  celestial  figure,  the  body  of  Francis,-  like  wax  beneath  the 
pressure  of  a  seal,  had  acquired  the  sacred  stigmata — that  is,  on 
either  hand,  and  on  either  foot,  marks  exactly  corresponding  with 
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tho  two  opposite  estremitieB  of  a  rude  iron  nail ;  and  on  tlie  aide, 
a  wound  such  as  might  have  been  inflicted  by  a  spear. 

This  stupendous  event  happened  on  the  I7th  September,  a  day- 
still  consecrated  by  the  Church  to  the  perpetual  commemoration  of 
it  No  Christian,  therefore,  may  doubt  it;  for  St.  Thomafi,  and  all 
other  theologians,  assure  us,  that  to  doubt  a  "  canonical  feet,"  i» 
rash,  scandalous,  and  open  to  the  just  suspicion  of  heresy.  Yet 
Bcepticiem  on  the  subject  appears  to  have  been  of  very  early  growth. 
Within  thirteen  years  from  the  date  of  the  occurrence,  a  Dominicaa 
preacher  at  Oppaw  in  Moravia,  and  the  Bishop  of  Olmutz,  had 
both  published  their  utter  disbelief  of  the  whole  story,  and  bad 
condemned  the  propngation  of  it  as  sinful.  For  this  audacious 
presumption,  however,  Ugolino,  who  then  filled  the  papal  throne 
under  the  title  of  Gregory  the  Ninth,  addressed  to  both  of 
them  reproachful  letters,  which  sufficiently  attest  bis  own  faith' 
in  the  prodigy.  In  the  dense  cloud  of  corroborative  witnesses  may. 
be  distinguished  his  successor.  Pope  Alexander  the  Fourth ;  who, 
in  a  still  extant  bull,  denoiinces  the  severest  penalties  on  all 
gainsayera.  Indeed,  if  Saint  Bonaventura  may  be  believed, 
Alexander  went  fiuther  still,  and  was  used  to  declare  that  he  had 
with  his  own  eyes  seen  and  admired  the  stigmata.  And  M.  Chavin 
de  Malttn  is  ready  to  abandon  bis  rehance  on  all  human  testimony, 
if  any  one  can  convince  him  of  the  insufficiency  of  that  on  which  his 
faith  in  this  miracle  reposes. 

When  the  fishermen  of  Jordan  shall  have  learnt  how  to  stay  hi 
swellings  with  their  nets,  it  will  be  time  to  encounter  the  soaring 
enthusiasm  of  M.  Cbavin  de  Malan  by  the  cobwebs  of  human  logio. 
When  geometricians  shall  have  ascertained  the  colour  of  tlie  circle, 
we  may  hope  to  arrive  at  an  understanding  with  bim  as  to  the 
meaning  of  the  terms  in  which  he  dispiitea.  When  critics  shall 
have  demonstrated,  from  the  odes  of  Pindar,  the  polarisation  of 
I-ight,  he  and  we  may  be  of  one  mind  as  to  the  laws  by  which 
belief  shoidd  be  governed.  Meanwhile,  bis  rebukes  for  the 
hardness  of  our  hearts  shall  not  be  repelled  by  any  imputatioru 
touching  the  softness  of  bis  head.  He  and  his  fellow-worsbippen). 
^^^  regard  it  as  eminently  probable,  that  He  by  whom  this  universal 

^^^L        frame  of  things  has  been  created  and  sustained,  sboitid  descend  to 
^^^1        this  earth,  to  act  so  strange  a  part  as  they  assign  to  Him 
^^^f        grotesque  a  drama  as  that  of  Mount  Alvernia.     If  we  could  adopt, 
I  the  same  opinion,  we  might,  with  them,  give  some  heed  even  ta\ 

I  the  scanty,  and  most  suspicious,  evidence  on  which  these  marvels. 

I  rest.     One  prodigy,  indeed,  connected  with  this  ta,le,  we  recei 

I  with  implicit  conviction  and  profound  astonishment.     It  is,  that  iii3 

L  the  city  in  which   Louis  Philippe  was  then  reigning,  in  whii 
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Guizot  and  Thierry  were  wilting,  and  in  which  Cousin  was  deliver- 
ing his  lectures,  there  arose  two  learned  historians,  who,  with 
impassioned  eloquence,  and  unhesitating  faith,  reproduced  a  legend 
which  would  have  been  rejected  as  extravagant  by  the  novelists  to 
whom  we  owe  the  "  Arabian  Nights,"  and  as  profane  by  the  authors 
with  whom  Don  Quixote  was  familiar. 

Francis  did  not  long  survive  the  revelation  of  Moimt  Alvemia. 
Exhausted  l)y  vigils,  by  fastings,  and  by  fatigue,  he  retired  to 
Assisi.  Leoni  accompanied  him.  As  they  approached  the  city, 
the  increasing  weakness  of  the  saint  compelled  him  to  seek  the 
unwonted  relief  of  riding.  But  as  his  companion  followed  behind, 
Francis  divined  his  thoughts.  In  early  life  they  had  often 
journeyed  together  over  the  same  road ;  the  one  ever  conscious  of 
his  noble  birth,  the  other  never  allowed  to  forget  that  his  father 
was  but  a  merchants  The  contrast  of  the  past  and  the  present 
was  too  powerful  to  both  of  the  travellers. .  Faint  as  he  was, 
Francis  dismounted  from  the  ass  which  bore  him :  declaring  that 
he  could  not  retain  the  saddle  while  one  so  much  his  superior  in 
rank  was  on  foot. 

He  reached  at  length  a  hut  near  the  convent  of  St.  Damiano, 
where,  under  the  care  of  Clara  and  her  poor  sisters,  he  found  a 
temporary  repose.  Twelve  months  of  utter  incapacity  for  exertion 
followed.  They  were  passed  in  the  monastery  of  St.  Mary  of 
Angels.  The  autumn  brought  with  it  some  brief  intermission  of 
his  sufferings ;  and  again  his  voice  was  heard  throughout  Umbria, 
preaching,  as  his  custom  was,  in  words  few,  simple,  and  pathetic ; 
and  when  unable  to  teach  by  words,  he  presented  himself,  and 
gazed  with  earnest  tenderness  on  the  crowds  who  thronged  to 
receive  his  benediction  and  to  touch  his  garments. 

In  this  his  last  mission,  a  woman  of  Bagnarea  brought  to  him 
her  infant  to  be  healed.  Francis  laid  his  hands  on  the  child,  who 
recovered ;  and  who  afterwards,  under  the  name  of  Bonaventura, 
became  his  biographer,  the  general  minister  of  his  order,  a  cardinal, 
a  theologian,  and  a  saint* 

At  the  approach  of  death,  Francis  felt  and  acknowledged  the 
horror  common  to  all  men,  and  especially  to  men  of  irritable  nerves 
and  delicate  organisation.  But  such  feelings  promptly  yielded  to 
his  habitual  affiance  in  the  Divine  love,  and  to  his  no  less  habitual 
affection  for  all  in  whom  he  recognised  the  regenerate  image  of 
the  Divine  nature.  Among  these  was  the  Lady  Jacoba  di  Sette- 
soli ;  and  to  her  he  dictated  a  letter,  requesting  her  immediate 
presence  with  a  winding-sheet  for  his  body,  and  tapers  for  his 
funeral,  and  with  the  cakes  she  had  been  used  to  give  him  during 
his  illness  at  Home.     Then  pausing,  he  bade  his  amanuensis  tear 
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the  letter,  espresaing   his  conviction  tbat   Jacoba  was  at    hand. 

She  appeared ;  and  so  deep  waa  her  emotion  aa  to  have  eiiggeated 

to  the  bystanders  {to  whom  apparently  her  existence  had  till  then 

been  unknown)  the   vague  and  oppressive  sense  of  some   awful 

mystery.     It    may,    however,   he   reasonahly  supposed   that    the 

■      anguish  of  Jacoba  was  nothing  else  than  the  natural  expression  of 

P      that  intense  and  perfect  sympathy  to  which  the  difference  of  sex 

ia  essential,  to  which  none  but  the  pure  in  heart  can  ever  attain,  and 

which,  with  no  failure  of  respect  to  so  great  a  man,  may  therefore 

be  tiupposed  to  have  glowed  in  his  hosom  as  warmly  as  in  hers. 

I  Her  cakes  were  again  eaten  by  the  sick  man ;  but  without  any 

I      alwitement  of  bis  malady.     Elia,  who,  during  his  illuess,  had  acted 

I       as  general  minister  of  his  order,  and  Bernard  de  Quintavalle,  his 

I        first  proselyte,  were  kneeling  before  him.     To  each  of  them  he 

gave  a  part  of  one  of  the  cakes  of  Jacoba ;  and  then  crossing  hia 

arms  so  as  to  bring  his  right  hand  over  the  head  of  Bernard, 

(whose  humility  had   chosen   the   left   or    inferior  position,)  he 

L      Bolemnly  blessed   them   both,   and    bequeathed   to  Bernard   the 

I      government  of  the  whole  Franciscan  society.     He  then  dictated 

"      his  last  will,  in  which  the  rules  he  had  already  promulgated  weie 

explained  and  enforced,  and  hia  followers  were  solemnly  commended 

to  the  guidance  and  the  blessing  of  the  Most  High. 

His  last  labour  done,  he  was  laid,  in  obedience  to  his  own  com- 
mand, on  the  bare  ground.  The  evening,  we  are  told,  was  calm, 
balmy,  and  peaceful ;  the  western  sky  glowing  with  the  mild  and 
transparent  radiance  which  follows  the  setting  of  an  autumnal  sun 
behind  the  lofty  hills  of  central  Italy.  At  that  moment  the 
requiem  for  the  dying  ceased,  as  the  faltering  voice  of  Fi'anciB 
waa  heard,  in  the  language  of  David,  exclaiming,  "Voce  meiv  ad 
^H  Dominum  clamavi!"  His  attendants  bent  over  him  aa  he  piu'sued 
^^^h  the  divine  song,  and  caught  his  last  breath  as  he  uttered,  "  Bring 
^^^B      mj  soul  out  of  prison,  that  I  may  give  thanks  unto  Thy  n. 

I  for 

I  wil 

I  cle 

^^  So 

^^^L  SOI 

^H    So 
^F    th. 

I  wh 

I  COI 


Some  there  are,  total  strangers  to  man's  interior  life,  who  find 
for  themselves  in  the  objects  of  concupiscence  a  living  tomb;  these 

)  the  sensual  and  the  worldly.  Some,  for  whom  the  world 
within  is  detached  from  the  world  without  them  by  bard,  sharp, 
clear  lines  of  demarcation ;  these  are  the  men  of  practical  ability. 
Some,  who,  from  every  idol  of  the  theatre,  faahion  to  themselves 
some  idol  of  the  cavern;  these  are  the  votaries  of  poetry  or  art. 
Some,  to  whom  all  substantial  things  are  permanently  eclipsed  by 
the  imagery  of  the  brain ;  these  are  the  insane.  And  some,  to 
whom  every  cherished  idea  of  their  minds  gives  assurance  of  a 
corresponding  objective  reality ;  these  are  the  mystics  and  enthu- 
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siasts  —  men  of  an  amphibious  existence  —  inhabitants  alternately 
of  the  world  of  shadows,  and  of  the  world  of  solidities  —  their 
dreams  passing  into  action,  their  activity  subsiding  into  dreams  — 
a  byword  to  the  sensual  and  the  worldly,  an  enigma  to  the 
practical,  a  study  to  the  poet^  and  not  rarely  ending  as  fellow- 
prisoners  with  the  insane. 

To  this  small  section  of  the  human  family  belonged  Francis  of 
Assisi ;  a  mere  self-contradiction  to  those  who  beheld  him  incuri- 
ously ^  in  one  aspect  a  playful  child,  in  the  next  a  gloomy  Ancho- 
rite ;  an  arch  smile  of  drollery  stealing  at  times  across  features 
habitually  sacred  to  sorrow  and  devotion ;  passing  from  dark  fore- 
bodings into  more  than  human  ecstasies;  a  passionate  lover  of 
nature,  yet  living  by  choice  in  crowds  and  cities:  at  once  an  erotic 
worshipper,  and  a  proficient  in  the  practical  business  of  the 
religious  state ;  outstripping  in  his  transcendental  raptures  the 
piirsuit  of  criticism  and  conjecture,  and  yet  drawing  up  codes  and 
canons  with  all  the  precision  of  a  notary. 

The  reconcilement  of  all  this  was  not,  however,  hard  to  find. 
Francis  was  an  absolute  prodigy  of  faith  ;  and  especially  of  faith 
in  himself.  Whatever  he  saw  in  the  camera  ludda  of  his  own 
mind,  he  received  implicitly  as  the  genuine  reflection  of  some 
external  reality.  Every  metaphor  with  which  he  dallied,  became 
to  him  an  actual  personage,  to  be  loved  or  to  be  hated.  It  was 
scarcely  as  a  fiction  that  he  wooed  Poverty  as  his  wife.  Each 
living  thing  was  a  brother  or  a  sister  to  him,  in  a  sense  which 
almost  ceased  to  be  figurative.  To  all  inanimate  beings  he  ascribed 
a  personality  and  a  sentient  nature,  in  something  more  than  a 
sport  of  fancy.  At  every  step  of  his  progress,  celestial  visitants 
hovered  round  him;  announcing  their  presence  sometimes  in 
visible  forms,  sometimes  in  audible  voices.  The  Virgin  mother 
was  the  lady  of  his  heart;  her  attendant  angels  but  so  many 
knights  companions  in  his  spiritual  chivalry ;  the  Chm'ch  a  bride 
in  glorious  apparel ;  and  her  celestial  Spouse  the  object  of  a 
passion  which  acknowledged  no  restraint  either  in  the  vehemence 
of  spirit  with  which  it  was  cherished,  or  in  the  fondness  of  the 
language  in  which  it  was  expressed.  It  was  inevitable  that  the 
inhabitant  of  such  a  world  as  this,  should  have  manifested  himself 
to  the  vulgar  denizens  of  earth  in  ceaseless  contrasts  and  seeming 
incongruities ;  so  essential  were  the  diflferences  between  the  ever- 
varying  impulses  on  which  he  soared,  and  the  unvarying  motives 
in  the  strength  of  which  they  plodded. 

Though  Bonaventura  was  but  a  child  at  the  death  of  Francis, 
he  possessed  and  diligently  used  the  means  of  studying  his 
character,  and  has  laboured  in  the  following  passage,  with  more 
earnestness  than  perspicuity,  to  depict  his  interior  life :  — 
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"  Who  can  form  a  conception-  of  the  fervour  and  the  love  of 
Francis,  the  friend  of  Christ?  you  would  have  said  that  he  was 
bunit  up  by  Divine  iove,  like  charcoal  in  the  flames.  Afl  often  aa 
his  thoughts  were  directed  to  that  auhject,  he  waa  excited  as  if  the 
chords  of  his  soul  had  been  touched  by  the  plectnun  of  an  inward 
voice.  But  as  all  lower  affections  elevated  him  to  this  love  of  the 
supreme,  he  yielded  himself  to  the  admiration  of  every  creature 
which  God  has  formed ;  and  from  the  summit  of  this  observatory 
of  delights  he  watched  the  causes  of  all  things,  as  they  unfolded 
themselves  to  him  under  living  forms.  Among  the  beautiful 
objects  of  nature,  he  selected  the  most  lovely ;  and,  in  the  forms 
of  created  things,  he  sought  out,  with  ardour,  whatever  appeared 
especially  captivating;  rising  from  one  beauty  to  another  as 
by  a  ladder,  with  which  he  scaled  to  the  highest  and  the  most 
glorious." 

Birds,  insects,  plants,  and  fishes,  are  variously  regarded,  according 
to  the  temper  of  the  observer,  in  a  culinary,  a  scientific,  a  pic- 
turesque, or  a  poetical  point  of  view.  To  Francis  of  Assisi  they 
were  friends,  kinsmen,  and  even  congregations.  Doves  were  Ids 
especial  favourites.  He  gathered  them  into  his  convents,  laid  them 
in  his  bosom,  taught  them  to  eat  out  of  his  hand,  and  pleased 
himself  with  talking  of  them  as  so  many  chaste  and  faithful 
brethren  of  the  order.  In  the  lark  which  sprang  up  before  his 
feet,  he  saw  a  Minorite  sister,  clad  in  the  Franciscan  colour  ;  who, 
like  a  true  Franciscan,  despised  the  earth,  and  soared  towards 
heaven  with  thanksgivings  for  her  simple  diet.  When  a  nest  of 
th()8e  birds  fought  for  the  food  he  brought  them,  he  not  only 
rebiiked  their  inhumanity,  but  prophesied  their  punishment.  His 
own  voice  rose  with  that  of  the  nightingale  in  rural  vespers ;  and 
at  the  close  of  their  joint  thanksgivings,  he  praised,  and  fed,  and 
blessed  his  fellow-worshipper.  "My  dear  sisters,"  he  exclaimed  to 
some  starlings  who  chattered  round  him  as  he  preached,  "  you  have 
talked  long  enough,  it  is  my  turn  now;  listen  to  the  word  of  your 
Creator,  and  be  quiet,'"  The  very  sermon  addressed  by  tlie  saint  to 
such  an  audience,  yet  lives  in  the  pages  of  his  great  biogr.ipher. 
"My  little  brothers,"  it  began,  "you  shoidd  love  and  praise  the 
Author  of  yom  being,  who  has  clothed  you  with  plumage,  and 
given  you  wings  with  which  to  ily  where  you  will,  You  were  the 
first  created  of  all  animals.  He  preserved  your  race  in  the  ark. 
He  has  given  the  pure  atmosphere  for  your  dwelling-place.  You 
sow  not,  neither  do  you  reap.  Without  any  care  of  your  own.  He 
gives  you  lofty  trees  to  build  your  nests  in,  and  watches  over  your 
young.    Therefore  give  pr^se  to  your  bountiful  Creator." 

The  well-known  instinct  by  which  irrational  animals  discover 
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and  attach  themselves  to  their  rational  friends,  was  exhibited 
whenever  Francis  came  abroad.  The  wild  falcon  wheeled  and 
fluttered  romid  him.  The  leveret  sought  rather  to  attract  than 
to  escape  his  notice.  The  half-frozen  bees  crawled  to  him  in 
winter  time  to  be  fed.  A  lamb  followed  him  even  into  the  city  of 
Eome ;  and  was  playfully  cherished  there  by  Jacoba  di  Settesoli 
under  the  name  of  a  Minor  brother. 

These  natural  incidents  became,  in  the  hands  of  his  monkish 
biographers,  so  many  miracles  fit  only  for  the  nursery.  Let  us  not, 
however,  upbraid  them.  Without  apology,  as  without  doubt,  M. 
Chavin  de  Malan,  in  the  year  1845,  and  from  the  city  of  Paris, 
informs  us,  that  when  Francis  addressed  his  feathered  congregation 
they  stretched  out  their  necks  to  imbibe  his  precepts ;  —  that,  at 
his  bidding,  the  starlings  ceased  to  chatter  while  he  preached ;  — 
that  in  fulfilment  of  his  predictions,  the  naughty  larks  died 
miserably ;  —  that  a  falcon  announced  to  him  in  the  mountains 
the  hour  of  prayer,  though  with  gentler  voice  and  a  tardier 
summons,  when  the  saint  was  sick ;  —  that  Jacoba  was  aroused  to 
her  devotions  by  her  lamb  with  severe  punctuality;  —  that  an 
ovicidal  wolf,  being  rebuked  by  this  ecclesiastical  Orpheus  for  his 
carnivorous  deeds,  placed  his  paw  in  the  hand  of  his  monitor  in 
pledge  of  his  future  good  behaviour,  and,  like  a  wolf  of  honour, 
never  more  indulged  himself  in  mutton.  Yet  M.  Chavin  de  Malan 
is  writing  a  learned  and  an  eloquent  history  of  the  monastic  orders. 
Such  be  thy  gods,  0  Oxford  ! 

In  common  with  all  the  great  Thaumaturgists  of  the  Church  of 
Eome,  Francis  had  abstained  from  recording  his  own  prodigies. 
He  was  too  honest  and  too  lowly.  No  man  could  less  be,  to  him- 
self, the  centre  of  his  own  thoughts.  One  central  object  occupied 
them  all.  He  was  a  Pan-Chidstian,  He  saw  the  outer  world  not 
merely  thronged  with  emblems,  but  instinct  with  the  presence,  of 
the  Eedeemer.  The  lamb  he  fondled  was  the  Paschal  sacrifice. 
The  worm  he  guarded  from  injury  was,  "  the  worm,  and  no  man, 
the  outcast  of  the  people."  The  very  stones  (on  which  he  never 
trod  irreverently)  were  "  the  chief  corner-stone "  of  the  prophet. 
The  flowers  were  the  "  blossoms  of  the  stem  of  Jesse,  the  perfume 
of  which  gladdens  the  whole  earth."  The  ox  and  the  ass  were  his 
guests  at  a  Christmas  festival,  which  he  gave  in  the  forest  not  long 
before  his  death ;  and  while  they  steadily  ate  the  com  provided  for 
them,  processions  of  Minor  brethren,  and  crowds  of  admiring  spec- 
tators, listened  to  his  discourses  on  the  manger  and  the  babe  of 
Bethlehem,  or  joined  with  him  in  sacred  carols  on  the  nativity. 

Among  the  Opuscula  Sancti  Francisci  are  four  poems,  in  which 
the  same  mystic  spirit  expands  itself  gloriously.     It  must  not^  in* 


deed,  be  concealed  that  tlie  authenticity  of  these  canticles  has  been  I 
enveloped  by  the  critics  in  a  chilling  cloud  of  scepticism.  The  I 
controversy  is  not  without  its  interest,  but  could  be  made  intelli-  i 
gible  within  no  narrow  limite.  SufBce  it  then  to  eay,  that  both  I 
Tiraboschi  and  Ginguenfi  acknowledge,  without  hesitation,  the  I 
poetical  claims  of  the  saint ;  and  that  M.  Del^cluse,  after  review- 
ing all  the  evidence  with  judicial  impartiality  and  acumen,  con-  | 
eludes  that  the  general  sense,  and  many  of  the  particular  -1 
expressions,  are  hia,  though,  in  the  lapse  of  so  many  ^ee,  the  J 
style  must  have  drifted  far  away  from  the  original  structure,  into  a  j 
form  at  once  more  modem  and  more  ornate.  In  this  qualified  t 
sense  the  following  "  Canticum  Solis"  may  be  safely  read  as  the  I 
work  of  the  founder  of  the  Franciscan  order :  I 

"  AlUaaimo  omnipntcnte  bun'  Signore,  tue  son  le  laude,  la  gloria,  lo  honora,  «  I 
ogni  beucdictione.     A  te  sola  Be  oonfiuiiio,  e  sullo  homo  h  degno  de   □ami-    I 

"  Laudato  sia  Dio  inio  Signore  COQ  tutte  lo  creature,  specifllmcnte  mesBor  lo  1 
Fmtre  Sole,  il  qnttle  gioma  e  illumina  noi  por  lui.  E  olio  £  bsllo  e  nuliente  eon  I 
grande  splendore  ;  de  to,  SignoTo,  porta  sipiiflcazione.  I 

"  Laudato  ua  mio  Signore,  per  Suora  Ltma  e  per  le  atelle ;  il  quale  in  t^o  la  I 
haj  formata  chiore  e  balle.  1 

"  Laudato  sia  mio  Sipiore  per  Fratre  Vonto  o  per  1'  Aire  e  Nuvole  e  eereno  a  ' 
ogni  tempo,  per  le  quale  dni  a  tutte  croatiue  aust«ntamento. 

"  Laudato  sia  luio  Signore  per  Suora  Acqun,  la  quale  h  molto  utile,  e  hamili^  • 
e  pretiosa,  e  casta.  ^ 

"  Laudato  sia  mio  Signore  per  Fratre  Fiiocho,  per  lo  quale  tu  allumini  la  notte  j 
e  ello  6  bello,  e  jocondo,  e  robuatisaimo,  e  forte. 

'■  Laudato  aia  mio  Signore  per  nostra  Madre  Terra,  laqunleneaostonta,  goverua 
e  produce  divetsi  frutti,  e  coloriti  fieri,  e  herbe. 

"  Laudato  sia  mio  Signore  per  quelli  cbe  perdonano  per  lo  tue  nmore,  a  ftoate- 
neno  intirmitade  e  tribiilatioae.  Beat!  queUi  clie  soategneraouo  in  pace,  cbe  da 
te  Altisaimo,  senmno  incoronatL" 

Another  stanza  was  added  in  Lis  last  illness,  giving  thanks  fot 
"  our  sister,  the  Death  of  the  body,"  the  last  of  this  strange  cata^ 
logue  of  hia  kindred.     Protestant  reserve   and  English   gravity  i 
alike  forbid  any  quotations  of  the  canticles  which  follow.     They  J 
belong  to  that  kind   of  anacreontic  psalmody,  in   which  CupiiM 
prompts  the  worship  of  Psyche.     Such  a  combination  of  the  lan-3 
guage  of  Paphos,  with  the  chaste  fervours  of  the  sanctuary,  can 
never  be  rendered  tolerable  to  those  who  have  been  familiar  from 
their   childhood  with   the  majestic    composure   of  the   Anglican 
liturgy,  or  with  the  solemn  effusions  of  our  Scottish  church,  even 
though  it  he  recommended  to  them  by  tlie  pathos  of  Tliomas  a 
Kempis,  or  by  the  tenderness  of  Fenelon. 

A^Tioever  shall  undertake  a  collection  of  the  facetiie  of  Francis, 
may  console  Limself  under  the  inevitable  reBult>  by  remembering 


that  lie  hfls  fiuled  only  where  Cicero  and  Bacon  had  failed  before 
Uira.  In  the  tragi-coniedy  of  life,  the  saint,  in  common  witli  all 
other  great  men,  occasionally  assumed  the  buskin  ;  though  not  so 
much  to  join  in  the  dialogue  aa  to  keep  up  the  by-play.  His 
joculaiitiea  were  of  the  kind  usually  distinguished  as  practical ; 
and,  if  not  eminently  ludicrous,  were,  at  least,  very  pregnant  jeeta. 
Behold  him,  to  the  unutterable  amazement  of  his  unwashed  and 
half  naked  fraternity,  strutting  before  them,  on  hia  return  from 
Damietta,  in  a  tunic  of  the  finest  texture,  with  a  hood  behind 
fashionably  reaching  to  his  middle,  and  a  broad  and  rich  frill  in 
front  usurping  the  function  of  clerical  bands :  —  his  head  tossed 
up  towards  the  sky  —  his  voice  loud  and  imperious  —  and  hia  gait 
like  that  of  a  dancing  master.  What  this  strange  pantomime 
might  mean  could  be  conjectured  by  none  but  brother  Elia,  whose 
unsubdued  passion  for  dress  had  been  indulged  during  the  absence 
of  the  "  general  minister,"  and  who  now  saw  himself  thus  villan- 
ously  caricatured  by  the  aid  of  his  own  finery.  With  hia  serge 
cloak,  hia  sandala,  and  hia  cord,  JVancia  resumed  bis  wonted 
gravity;  and  the  unlucky  Exquisite  was  degraded  on  the  spot  from 
bis  charge  as  vicar-general.  On  the  refusal,  by  another  brother, 
of  the  obedience  due  to  his  chief,  a  grave  was  dug,  the  offender 
seated  upright  in  it,  and  mould  cast  over  him  tiil  it  had  covered 
hia  shoulders,  "  Art  thou  dead  ?  "  exclaimed  Francis  to  the  head, 
which  alone  remained  above  ground.  "  Completely,"  replied  the 
terriiied  monk.  "Arise,  then,"  rejoined  the  saint,  "go  thy  ways, 
and  remember  that  the  dead  never  resist  any  one.  Let  me  have 
dead,  not  living  followers." 

Tlieae  gambols,  however,  were  as  infrequent  as  they  were  nn- 
couth.  They  were  but  gleams  of  mirth,  passing  rapidly  across  a 
mind  far  more  often  overcast  by  constitutional  sadness.  For 
though  Faith  had  reversed  the  natural  springs  of  action  in  liis 
mind,  and  revealed  to  him  the  cheat  of  life,  and  peoj)led  his  imagi- 
nation with  many  bright  and  many  awful  forms,  yet  she  was  not 
attended  by  her  usual  handmaids,  Peace  and  Hope.  With  a  lit^art 
dead  to  selfish  delights,  and  absorbed  in  holy  and  benevolent  affec- 
tions, he  possessed  neither  present  serenity  nor  anticipated  joy. 
Cheerless  and  unalluring  ia  the  image  of  Francis  of  Assisi :  his 
figure  gaunt  and  wasted,  his  countenance  furrowed  with  care,  his 
soul  hurried  from  one  excitement  to  another,  incapable  of  study, 
incapable  of  repose,  forming  attachments  hut  to  learn  their  fragil- 
ity, conquering  difficulties  but  to  prove  the  vanity  of  conquest, 
living  but  to  consoUdate  his  Order  of  Minor  brethren,  and  yet 
haunted  by  constant  forebodings  of  their  rapid  degeneracy.  Under 
the  pressure  of  sych  aolicitudes  and  of  premature  diseoee,  he  in- 


SAIST    tK.TJii_i.5   ur    .ic 

dulged  bis  natural  melnncholy  (his  onlv  self-indulgence),  and  gave 
way  to  tears  till  hhs  eyesight  hod  almost  wholly  failed  htm. 

To  his  wondering  disciples,  th«se  natural  results  of  low  diet, 
scanty  dress,  and  ceaseless  fatigue  operating  on  a  temperament  so 
iiusceptible  as  his,  appeared  as  so  many  prodigies  of  grace.  But 
the  admiration  was  not  reciprocal.  He  saw,  and  vehemently  re- 
proved their  faults.  Which  of  them  should  be  tlie  greatest  —  was 
debated  among  the  Minor  brethren,  as  once  among  a  more  illus- 
trious fraternity ;  and,  in  imitation  of  Him  who  washed  the  feet  of 
the  aspiring  fishermen  of  Galilee,  Francis  abdicated  the  govern- 
ment of  the  Order,  and  for  awhile  became  himself  nothing  more 
than  a  Minor  brother.  Which  of  them  should  gather  in  the 
greatest  number  of  female  proselytes,  and  superintend  their  con- 
vents —  was  another  competition  which  he  watched  with  yet 
severer  amdety.  He  had  learnt  to  regard  bis  own  abduction 
of  Clara  from  her  father's  bouse  as  a  sublime  departure  from 
ndes  which  other  zealots  would  do  well  to  observe.  "  Alas  I "  he 
exclaimed,  "  at  the  moment  when  God  forbade  us  wives,  Satan  lias, 
I  fear,  given  us  sisters."  Which  of  them  should  buIM  the  most 
splendid  monasteries  —  was  yet  another  rivalry  in  which  he  fore- 
saw their  approaching  decline,  "  Now,"  he  said,  "  it  is  who  shall 
erect  the  finest  religious  edifices.  The  time  is  coming,  when 
others  of  us  shall  build  mansions  fit  for  the  great  and  noble  of  the 
earth.  Rich  and  beautiful  will  be  the  dress  of  those  architects! 
Well  I  if  our  brethren  may  but  escape  mortal  sin,  let  ua  be  satis- 
fied." Which  of  them  should  first  win  the  favour  of  ecclesi.istical 
patrons  —  was  an  inquiry  which  their  protector,  Ugoliuo,  had  sug- 
gested ;  but  their  rising  ambition  was  energetically  denounced,  by 
their  prophet  P'rancis,  in  fervent  and  prophetic  warnings,  which 
may  be  read  among  hia  yet  extant  predictions. 

Saints  and  Satirists,  of  a  day  but  little  remote  from  his  own, 
emulate  each  other  in  recording  the  accomplishment  of  these 
dark  forebodings.  At  the  distance  of  only  thirty  years  from  the 
death  of  the  founder,  we  find  Bonaveutura,  the  greatest  of  his 
successors  in  the  government  of  the  Order,  thus  addressing  his 
provincial  ministers: — "The  indolence  of  our  brethren  is  laying 
open  the  path  to  every  vice.  They  are  immersed  in  carnal  repose. 
They  roam  up  and  down  everywhere,  burthening  every  place  to 
which  they  come.  So  importunate  are  their  demands,  and  such 
their  rapacity,  that  it  has  become  no  less  terrible  to  fiill  in  with 
them  than  with  so  many  robbers.  So  sumptuous  is  the  structure  of 
their  magnificent  buildings  as  to  bring  us  all  into  discredit.  So 
frequently  are  they  involved  in  those  culpable  intimacies  which 
our  rule  prulubitA,  that  suspicion,  scandal,  and  reproach  have  been 
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excited  against  us,"     Listen  again  to  the  ardent  admirer  of  Francis 
in  the  22nd  book  of  the  Paradwo : — 

So  soft  is  flesh  of  mortals^  that  on  earth 

A  good  beginning  doth  no  longer  last 

Than  while  an  oak  may  bring  its  fruit  to  birth. 
Peter  began  his  convent  without  gold 

Or  silver, — I  built  mine  by  prayer  and  fast ;  — 

Humility  for  Francis  won  a  fold. 
If  thou  reflect  how  each  began,  then  view 

To  what  an  end  doth  such  beginning  lead^ 

Thoult  see  the  white  assume  the  darkest  hue. 
Jordan  driven  backward,  and  the  sea,  that  fled 

At  God's  command,  were  miracles  indeed  '  T«y 

Greater  than  those  here  needful. *    '*  //  ^ . 

Wright's  Dan^^--:.-.!'::^;// 

The  Franciscan  Order  has,  however,  not  only  survived  the 
denunciations  of  Bonaventura  and  of  Dante — the  banter  of  Erasmus 
—  the  broader  scoffs  of  *^The  Letters  of  some  Obscure  Men"  — 
the  invectives  of  WicIifiF  and  Luther — ^the  taunts  of  Milton — the 
contemptuous  equity  of  Bayle  —  and  the  eloquence,  the  wit^  the 
scorn,  and  the  resentment  of  half  the  pens  of  Europe ;  but  has 
outlived  the  egregious  crimes  and  follies  of  its  own  degenerate  sons ; 
and  after  six  centuries  still  lives  and  flourishes ;  a  boast  of  the 
Papal  and  a  problem  for  the  Protestant  world.  What  is  the  prin- 
ciple of  this  protracted  vitality  ?  Whence  the  buoyancy,  which, 
amidst  so  many  storms  and  wrecks,  has  so  long  sustained  the  institute 
of  the  unlearned,  half-crazy  fugitive  from  the  counting-house  at 
Assisi  ? 

Not  even  the  idolaters  of  his  name  ascribe  to  him  any  profound 
foresight,  or  intuitive  genius,  or  bold  originality  of  thought. 
The  eloquence  for  which  he  was  renowned  was  no  ignited  logic, 
but  a  burst  of  contagious  emotion,  guided  by  no  art,  fed  by  no 
stores  of  knowledge,  and  directed  by  no  intellectual  prowess.  It 
was  the  voice  of  a  herald  still  repeating  the  same  impressive 
tidings,  not  the  address  of  an  orator  subjugating  at  once  the 
rational  and  the  sensitive  faculties  of  his  audience.  He  was 
rather  the  compiler  than  the  inventor  of  the  Franciscan  code; 
and,  as  a  legislator,  is  famous  for  only  two  novelties  —  the  vow  of 
absolute  poverty,  which  was  made  but  to  be  broken;  and  the 
reconcilement  of  the  religious  with  the  secular  state  in  his  Order 
of  Penitence,  which  died  away  with  the  feudal  oppressions  and 
the  social  exigencies  which,  at  first,  sustained  and  nourished  it. 

If  considered  only  as  a  part  of  the  general  system  of  Monasticism, 
the  success  of  the  Franciscan  rule  is,  however,  readily  explicable. 
Men  become  monks  and  women  nuns,   sometimes   from  vulgar 
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«^  «  «(  WliUiH,  «w  W  iiiMiirFl  nth  the  eBChauan 
«teh  tmg^hm  ^ilniit  thtsk  V  vtt  &e  nnmediate  ind 
^taM»tM«tt4ff«i^U«^  hmac>«r«lisuducalt7nnnj 
%g  '•w*  the  g» ifcaiiw  rf lh»  «*ah:  ieaaage  of  ignoraoce  the 
^MnMws<«(«eAhiMli  «MlteaKafr«<fnttgMn- A«  stern  Tindi- 
■<ihWRrfth»liiaii>re<f  lfc>  »eBM*i»J  charedcr,  and  the  nrtiies 
«<<%«>«■»  KSk  Vlttt-  «4h«*  M%faa>  avCKtaes  vithdreir  from 
Uto  «ldl^  lihqi  iMiiil  mi  ft  ^  ^  taa««raed  it.  Thej  were 
nil  I  I  >  V  lh»  wtfchA  lh»  attlniiit.  —i  the  ohKure,  through 
«4«s.flN«Kl|b»«M^lh»C>NmhkH  hem  cUeAy  KiJenished; 
hM  %«•  V<  l^*M  ""i^  ^  «**"9  V^  *f  Bwopes,  the  rich,  the 
■tw*tiL  4«t  lh»  fcwCTin^  vne  fMari  aoMHig  thetr  proselvtes. 
it  tM»  -MM.  W»l  Sktw  ^MtMb  JAwaiht  VAa,  Robert  Gro^ete, 
Wl  !k«»»  WhWKk  lie*  »•  Ifcfe  *wr  (Irimhe  wofedentcr  the  lnsb« 
afti  <h«  twah-twi^i'  «f  libik  — M.  Aai  •««•  vhoa,  b/the  aatnral 
4wiMM  -M"^  wi^lftaww  9k  feadi  Ukft  Ma  mA^BumA  cootamely, 
«tt  lh»  )«M>«  Md  lh»  t^lH>>.aHl  the  InriMaa  of  the  great 
«plk  ^  whMft  ift  «ae  nB^BhwJ^y  ««saewed  aad  aurtared,  were 
t  t»l«m>  th*  ycqpMa  «f  ietax,  tmd  to  ndeem  for  the 
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Franciapan  Order  a  permanent  and  a  conspicuous  station  among 
the  "Princedoms,  Dominations,  Powers,"  which  hold  their 
appointed  rank,  anil  perform  their  appropriate  officea,  in  the 
great  spiritual  dynasty  of  Rome. 

The  tragedy  of  Hamlet,  leaving  out  the  character  of  the  Prince 
of  Denmark,  the  biography  of  Turenne,  with  the  exception  of  hia 
wars,  may,  perhaps,  be  but  inadequate  images  of  a  life  of  St. 
Francis,  omitting  all  notice  of  the  doctrines  lie  taught,  and 
excluding  any  account  of  the  influence  of  his  theology  on  him- 
self or  his  contemporaries,  and  on  the  generations  which  have 
succeeded  him.  This,  however,  is  not  a  biography,  but  a  rapid 
sketch  put  forth  by  secular  men  to  secular  readers.  It  would  be 
indecorous  to  suppose  that  our  profound  divines,  Scottish  or 
English,  would  waste  the  midnight  oil  over  so  slight  an  attempt 
to  revive  the  memory  of  a  once  famoua  Father  of  tlie  Church, 
now  fallen  into  unmerited  neglect  and  indiscriminate  opprobrium 
among  us.  Yet  if,  indeed,  any  student  of  Jewell  or  of  Knox 
should  so  far  descend  from  his  Hodleian  eminences  as  to  cast  a 
hasty  glance  over  these  lines,  let  him,  if  he  will,  first  heartily 
censure,  and  then  supply,  their  too  palpable  omissions.  Let  him 
write  the  complete  story  of  St.  Francis,  and  estimate  impartially 
his  acts,  hia  opinions,  his  character,  and  his  labours;  and  he  will 
have  written  one  important  chapter  of  a  History  of  the  Monastic 
Orders,  and  will  have  contributed  to  supply  one  great  deficiency 
in  the  ecclesiastical  literature  of  the  Protestant  world. 


motives;  such  as  fashion,  the  desire  of  mutual  support,  the  want 
of  a  maiuteDance,  iaaptitude  for  more  active  duties,  satiety  of  the 
pleasures  of  life,  or  disgust  at  it«  disappoiittmeuts,  parental  au- 
thority, family  convenience,  or  the  like ;  —  sometimea  from  super- 
stitious fancies;  such  as  the  Bupposed  Bancfity  of  certain  relics, 
or  the  expiatory  value  of  aome  particular  ceremonial ;  —  sometimes 
from  nobler  impulses ;  such  as  the  conviction  that  such  solitude 
is  essential  to  the  pmity  of  the  soul  of  the  recluae,  or  to  the 
usefulness  of  his  life; — but  always,  in  some  degree,  from  other 
causes  of  still  deeper  root  and  far  wider  expansion.  Such  are, 
the  servile  spirit,  which  desires  to  abdicate  the  burden  of  free 
will  and  the  responsibilities  of  free  agency ;  —  and  the  feebls 
spirit  which  can  stand  erect,  and  make  progress,  only  when  sus- 
tained by  the  pressure  and  the  impulse  of  a  crowd  ;  —  and  the 
wavering  spirit,  which  takes  refuge  from  the  pains  of  doubt  in 
the  contagion  of  monastic  unanimity. 

Neither  is  the  success  of  the  Franciscan  institute,  if  viewed 
aa  distinct  from  all  other  conventual  orders,  involved  in  any  real 
obacmrity.  So  reiterated,  indeed,  and  so  just  have  been  the 
assaults  on  the  Mendicant  Friars,  that  we  usually  forget  that, 
till  the  days  of  Martiu  Luther,  the  Church  had  never  seen  so 
great  and  effectual  a  reform  as  theirs.  During  nearly  two  cen- 
turies, Francis  and  his  spiritual  deaceudants,  chiefly,  if  not 
exclusively,  directed  the  two  great  engines  of  the  Cliristian  warfare 
—  the  Mission  and  the  Pulpit.  Nothing  in  the  histories  of 
Wesley  or  of  Wiitfield,  can  be  compared  with  the  enthusiasm 
which  everywhere  welcomed  them,  or  with  the  immediate  aud 
visible  reaolts  of  their  labours.  In  an  i^e  of  oligarchical  tyranny 
they  were  the  protectors  of  the  weak ;  in  an  age  of  ignorance  the 
instructors  of  mankind ;  and  in  an  age  of  profligacy  the  stern  vindi- 
cators of  the  holiness  of  the  sacerdotal  character,  and  the  virtues 
of  domestic  life.  W'hile  other  religious  societies  withdrew  from 
the  world,  they  entered,  studied,  and  traversed  it.  They  were 
followed  by  the  wretched,  the  illiterate,  and  the  obscure,  through 
whom,  from  the  first,  the  Church  has  been  chiefly  replenished; 
but  not  by  them  only.  In  every  part  of  Europe,  the  rich,  the 
powerful,  and  the  learned,  were  found  among  their  proselytes. 
In  our  own  land  Duns  Scotus,  Alexander  Hales,  Robert  Grostete, 
and  Roger  Bacon,  lent  to  this  new  Christian  confederacy  the  lustre 
and  the  authority  of  their  names.  And  even  when,  by  the  natural 
descent  of  corruption,  it  had  fallen  into  well-deserved  contumely, 
still  the  Mission  and  the  Pulpit,  and  the  tradition  of  the  great 
men  by  whom  it  was  originally  organised  and  nurtured,  were 
sufficient  to  arrest  the  progress  of  decay,  and  to  redeem  for  the 


SAINT  FRANCIS  OP  AS6ISI. 

Franciscan  Order  a  permanent  and  a  conspicuous  atation  among 
tlie  "Princedoms,  Dominations,  Powera,"  wliicli  liold  their 
appointed  rank,  and  perform  their  appropriate  offices,  in  the 
great  spiritual  dynasty  of  Rome. 

The  tragedy  of  Hamlet,  leaving  out  the  character  of  the  Prince 
of  Denmark,  the  biography  of  Turenne,  with  the  exception  of  hia 
wars,  may,  perhaps,  be  hut  inadequate  im^es  of  a  life  of  St. 
Francis,  omitting  all  notice  of  the  doctrines  he  taught,  and 
excluding  any  account  of  the  influence  of  his  theology  on  him- 
self or  his  contemporaries,  and  on  the  generations  which  have 
succeeded  him.  This,  however,  is  not  a  biography,  but  a  rapid 
sketch  put  forth  by  secular  men  to  secular  readers.  It  would  be 
indecorous  to  suppose  that  our  profoimd  divines,  Scottish  or 
English,  would  waste  the  midnight  oil  over  bo  slight  an  attempt 
to  revive  the  memory  of  a  once  famous  Father  of  the  Church, 
now  fallen  into  unmerited  neglect  and  indiscriminate  opprobrium 
among  us.  Yet  if,  indeed,  any  student  of  Jewell  or  of  Knox 
should  flo  far  descend  from  his  Kodleian  eminences  aa  to  cast  a 
hasty  glance  over  these  lines,  let  him,  if  he  will,  first  heartily 
censure,  and  then  supply,  their  too  palpable  omissions.  Let  him 
write  the  complete  story  of  St.  Francis,  and  estimate  impartially 
hia  acts,  his  opinions,  bis  chamcter,  and  his  labours ;  and  he  will 
have  written  one  important  chapter  of  a  History  of  the  Monastic 
Orders,  and  will  have  contributed  to  supply  one  great  deficiency 
in  the  ecclesiastical  literature  of  the  Protestant  world. 
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motives ;  such  a.s  fashion,  the  defare  of  mutual  aiipport,  the  want 
of  a  maintenance,  iuaptitude  for  more  active  duties,  satiety  of  the 
pleasurea  of  life,  or  disgust  at  its  diBappointments,  parental  au- 
thority, family  convenience,  or  the  liitej  —  Bometimes  from  super- 
stitious fancies ;  such  as  tlie  supposed  sanctity  of  certain  relics, 
or  the  expiatory  value  of  some  particular  ceremonial ;  —  sometimes 
from  nobler  impulses ;  such  as  the  conviction  that  such  solitude 
is  essential  to  the  purity  of  the  soul  of  the  recluse,  or  to  the 
usefulness  of  his  life; — but  always,  in  some  degree,  from  other 
causes  of  still  deeper  root  and  far  wider  expansion.  Such  are, 
the  servile  spirit,  which  desires  to  abdicate  the  burden  of  free 
will  and  the  responsibilities  of  free  agency ;  —  and  the  feeble 
spii'it  which  can  stand  erect,  and  make  progress,  onlj'  when  su^ 
tained  by  the  pressure  and  the  impulse  of  a  crowd  ;  —  and  the 
wavering  spirit,  which  takes  refuge  from  the  pains  of  doubt  in 
the  contagion  of  monastic  unanimity. 

Neither  is  the  success  of  the  Franciscan  institute,  if  viewed 
aa  distinct  from  all  other  conventual  orders,  involved  in  any  real 
obscurity.  So  reiterated,  indeed,  and  so  just  have  been  the 
assaults  on  the  Mendicant  Friars,  that  we  usually  forget  that, 
till  the  days  of  Martin  Lutber,  the  Church  had  never  seen  so 
great  and  effectual  a  reform  as  theirs.  During  nearly  two  cen- 
turies, Francis  aud  his  spiritual  descendant*^  chiefly,  if  not 
exclusively,  directed  the  two  great  engines  of  the  Christian  warfare 
—  the  Mission  and  tJie  Pulpit.  Nothing  in  the  histories  of 
Wesley  or  of  Vliitfield,  can  be  compared  with  the  enthusiasm 
which  everywhere  welcomed  them,  or  with  tbe  immediate  and 
visahle  results  of  their  labours.  In  an  age  of  oligarchical  tyranny 
they  were  the  protectors  of  the  weak ;  in  an  age  of  ignorance  the 
instructors  of  mankind ;  and  in  an  age  of  profligacy  the  stern  vindi- 
cators of  the  holiness  of  the  sacerdotal  character,  and  the  virtneB 
of  domestic  life.  While  other  religious  societies  witlidrew  from 
the  world,  they  entered,  studied,  and  traversed  it.  They  were 
followed  by  the  wretched,  the  illiterate,  and  the  obscure,  through 
whom,  from  the  first,  the  Church  has  been  chiefly  replenislied; 
but  not  by  them  only.  In  every  part  of  Europe,  the  rich,  the 
powerful,  and  tbe  learned,  were  found  among  their  proselytes. 
In  our  own  laud  Duns  Scotus,  Alexander  Hales,  Robert  Grostete, 
and  Roger  Bacon,  lent  to  this  new  Christian  confederacy  the  lustre 
and  the  authority  of  their  names.  And  even  when,  by  tbe  natiual 
descent  of  curruption,  it  bad  fallen  into  well-deserved  contumely, 
still  the  Mission  and  the  Pulpit,  and  the  tradition  of  the  great 
men  by  whom  it  was  originally  organised  and  nurtured,  were 
sufficient  to  arrest  the  prc^ess  of  decay,  and  to  redeem  for  the 
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Franciscan  Order  a  permanent  and  a  conspicuous  station  among 
the  "  Princedoms,  Dominations,  Powers,'*  which  hold  their 
appointed  rank,  and  perform  their  appropriate  oflBces,  in  the 
great  spiritual  dynasty  of  Eome. 

The  tragedy  of  Hamlet,  leaving  out  the  character  of  the  Prince 
of  Denmark,  the  biography  of  Turenne,  with  the  exception  of  his 
wars,  may,  perhaps,  be  but  inadequate  images  of  a  life  of  St. 
Francis,  omitting  all  notice  of  the  doctrines  he  taught,  and 
excluding  any  account  of  the  influence  of  his  theology  on  him- 
self or  his  contemporaries,  and  on  the  generations  which  have 
succeeded  him.  This,  however,  is  not  a  biography,  but  a  rapid 
sketch  put  forth  by  secular  men  to  secular  readers.  It  would  be 
indecorous  to  suppose  that  our  profound  divines,  Scottish  or 
English,  would  waste  the  midnight  oil  over  so  slight  an  attempt 
to  revive  the  memory  of  a  once  famous  Father  of  the  Church, 
now  fallen  into  unmerited  neglect  and  indiscriminate  opprobrium 
among  us.  Yet  if,  indeed,  any  student  of  Jewell  or  of  Knox 
should  80  far  descend  from  his  Hodleian  eminences  as  to  cast  a 
hasty  glance  over  these  lines,  let  him,  if  he  will,  first  heartily 
censure,  and  then  supply,  their  too  palpable  omissions.  Let  him 
write  the  complete  story  of  St.  Francis,  and  estimate  impartially 
his  acts,  his  opinions,  his  character,  and  his  labours ;  and  he  will 
have  written  one  important  chapter  of  a  History  of  the  Monastic 
Orders,  and  will  have  contributed  to  supply  one  great  deficiency 
in  the  ecclesiastical  literature  of  the  Protestant  world. 
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On  tJi^j  rlttwii  of  the  day  od  which,  in  the  year  1534,  the  Church 
#;f  lOfUtft  iU:Mfrf»Uifl  the  &2aKt  of  the  Amumption  of  Our  Blessed 
Ijtuiyf  a  Wilh*.  c//rrifiany  <f(  men  emerged  in  solemn  procession  from 
the  <leep  Hhiul'/WH  ca«t  1/y  the  towers  of  Kotre  Dame  over  the 
i^jlerit  eity  UjIow  them.     In  a  silence  not  less  profound,  except 
when  broken  by  the  chant  of  the  matins  appropriate  to  that  sacred 
mituufUf  they  climbf^l  the  Hill  of  Martyrs,  and  descended  into  the 
(Vyi>t  which  then  asci^rtainrKl  the  spot  where  the  Apostle  of  France 
hfMl  won  the  crown  of  martyrdom.     With  a  stately  though  halting 
^^t%\if  (iM  one  msciiMtxnned  to  military  command,  marched  at  their 
\um\  a  man  of  Hwarthy  complexion,  Imld-headed,  and  of  middle 
Htiittins  who  IumI  passed  th(5  meridian  of  life;    his  deep-set  eyes 
^lowirij^,  riM  with  a  p<!rennial  fire,  from  beneath  brows  which,  had 
phr(MM»loj^y   i\um  Unm   })orn,   she   might  have  portrayed  in  her 
lofl.ltmt  Mtyh%  but  wliicli,  even  witliout  her  aid,  announced  to  every 
obH(«rviM*  a  r.onirniHHion  from  on   high  to  subjugate  and   to  rule 
niankhul.     Ho  nutjt'Htic*,  indtM^d,  wiis  the  aspect  of  Ignatius  Loyola, 
thiit,  during  ihn  Hixtconth  century,  few,  if  any,  of  the  books  of 
hU  Onler  (ipprarod   without  the  impress  of  that  imperial  coun- 
t^Muuu'is     Ht^Nlch^  him,  in  tho  chapel  of  St,  Denys,  knelt  another 
WiJrMhlppi^' ;  whoMo  manly  bearing,  buoyant  step,  clear  blue  eye, 
luvd  llnoly  t*hiMi»lhHl  features,  eontrasted  strangely  with  the  solemni- 
tlen  In  whieh  he  wan  engagtub     Then,  in  early  manhood,  PVancis 
Xavler  incited  in  his  pt»rson  tlie  dignity  befitting  his  birth  as  a 
gvand«M»  of  S|>ivin,  and  the  grace  which  should  adorn  a  page  of  the 
l^>\ieen  o(  (\uttile  iu\d  Arragon.      Not  loss  incongnious  with  the 
m^Mie  \\\  whleh  they  Inm^  their  parts  were  the  slight  forms  of  the 
boY   Alphoujn>  Sjvhuenui,  ami  of  his  In^som  friend  lago  Laynez, 
the  dtvitiutnl  »uiH^v«st^r  of  Ignatius  in  his  spiritual  dynasty.     With 
thetu  Nioholas  Alphons^>  Holuulilla«  and  Simon  Rodriguez  —  the 
rti^t  a  tt^iioher*  the  stHHMul  a  student,  of  phih">sophy  —  prostrated 
theuiwlvx^  U^R^rx^  the  alt^vr«  whort*  ministered  Peter  Faber,  once 
a  »hephei\l  \u  the  uunu\tiuus  of  Savoy,  but  now  a  priest  in  holy 
oi\lei^     Hy  his  haiuls  wi^  distributed  to  his  associates  the  seeming 
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bread,  over  which  he  had  uttered  words  of  more  than  miraculous 
efficacy ;  and  then  were  lifted  up  their  united  voices,  uttering  in 
low  but  distinct  articulation,  an  oath,  at  the  deep  significance  of 
which  the  nations  might  have  trembled  or  rejoiced.  Never  did 
human  lips  pronounce  a  vow  more  religiously  observed,  or  pregnant 
with  results  more  momentous. 

Ignatius  Loyola  was  bom  in  the  year  1491,  at  Guipuscoa,  in  the 
province  of  Biscay.  His  mother,  who  had  already  borne  to  her 
husband  ten  children,  resolved  to  bring  forth  this  her  youngest  son 
in  a  stable,  in  memory  of  the  birth-place  of  the  Redeemer  at 
Bethlehem.  A  few  years  later  his  father,  a  wealthy  Hidalgo,  in- 
troduced the  boy  as  a  page  into  the  service  of  Ferdinand  the 
Catholic,  by  whose  command  he  was  trained  up  in  the  graces  of 
the  court,  the  exercises  of  chivalry,  the  discipline  of  the  camp,  and 
the  observances  of  religion.  The  traditions  of  his  youth  represent 
him  as  one  in  whom  seeming  contradictions  met  and  were  recon- 
ciled :  —  as,  at  the  same  time,  a  voluptuary  revelling  in  sensual 
delights,  and  a  knight  of  surpassing  hardihood ; —  as  a  profligate  in 
his  habits,  and  yet  edifjring  his  companions  by  his  modest  speech 
and  decorous  manners;  —  as  quickly  roused  to  fierce  anger,  and 
as  quickly  subdued  to  gentleness  and  peace ;  —  as  at  once  desti- 
tute of  learning,  and  an  ardent  cultivator  of  poetry ;  —  as  a  captive 
in  the  chains  of  vice,  while  aspiring  after  the  highest  franchises  of 
virtue ;  —  as  habitually  distracted  by  conflicting  aims,  though  living 
imder  the  constant  dominion  of  one  master  passion  —  the  passion 
for  controlling  the  wills  and  directing  the  conduct  of  other  men. 

At  the  siege  of  Pampeluna,  by  the  forces  of  Francis  the  First, 
in  the  year  1521,  Ignatius,  in  scorn  of  the  alarm  which  had  induced 
the  garrison  to  capitulate,  retired  with  a  single  follower  into  the 
citadel ;  and,  while  defending  a  breach  in  the  walls,  was  struck 
down  by  a  cannon  ball,  which  broke  and  splintered  one  of  his  legs. 
His  gallant  enemies,  raising  him  on  their  arms,  bore  him  to  the 
tent  of  their  general,  Andre  de  Foix ;  who,  filled  with  admiration 
of  his  undaunted  valour,  placed  him  under  the  care  of  a  French 
surgeon,  and  then  sent  him  home  to  the  adjacent  castle  of  Loyola^ 
with  all  the  honours  of  war,  and  with  the  fracture  apparently  re- 
duced. The  operation  had,  however,  been  ill-performed,  and  the 
ciure  was  imperfect ;  and,  to  repair  the  error,  it  was  thought  neces- 
sary that  the  bone  should  be  broken  anew.  The  fever  which  fol- 
lowed nearly  brought  to  a  premature  grave  the  future  restorer  of 
the  Papacy. 

Thus  far  we  have  trodden  on  ground  over  which  no  prodigy 
hangs ;  but  our  path  now  lies  through  the  land  of  miracles.  While 
the  patient  slept^  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles  laid  his  venerable  hand 
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on  the  limb,  and  at  once  the  fever  ceased,  the  pains  paesed  away, 
aud  the  fractured  bonea  resumed  their  natural  position.  Yet  the 
therapeutic  skill  of  St,  Peter  was  less  perfect  than  might  have  been 
expected  from  so  exalted  a  chirurfjeou.  A  splinter  atil!  protruded 
through  the  skin,  and  the  wounded  1^  was  shortened,  ahruuken, 
and  disfigured.  To  regain  his  fair  proportions,  Ignatius  Buhmitted 
to  tortures  from  which  a  martyr  might  have  shrunk.  Tiie  fragment 
of  bis  bone  was  violently  wrenched  away,  and  his  limb  placed  in  a 
rack  which,  during  several  days,  was  strained  to  draw  back  the 
nerves,  sinews,  and  dislocated  parts  into  their  proper  places.  TMb 
frightful  sacrifice  at  the  shrine  of  Comeliness  was,  however,  offered 
in  vain.  Her  votary  was  long  confined  to  his  couch,  oppressed  by 
the  sad  conviction  that,  whether  the  lute  should  breathe  a  summons 
to  the  gaillard,  or  the  tnimpet  ring  out  an  alarm  to  the  battle,  the 
sound  would  henceforth  be  but  as  a  mockery  to  him.  Nor  (if  the 
tale  be  true)  was  he  unhaunted  by  the  still  sorer  misgiving  that 
the  bright  eyes  of  his  Angelica  {for  our  Orlando  was  of  course  also 
Innamorato)  might  henceforward  be  turned  with  greater  favour  on 
some  Medoro  of  unimpeachable  symmetry  of  form,  than  on  himself, 
halting  at  every  step  on  a  leg  misshapen,  mutilated,  and  contracted. 

Books  of  knight-errantry  soothed  these  anxieties,  and  relieved 
tile  lassitude  of  sickness ;  and,  when  these  tales  were  exhaust«d,  the 
disabled  soldier  betook  himself  to  a  series  of  Btill  more  marvellous 
romances.  In  the  legends  of  the  saints  he  discovered  a  new  field 
of  emulation  and  of  glory.  When  contrasted  with  their  self-con- 
quests and  their  high  rewards,  the  achievements  and  the  renown  of 
Roland  and  of  Amadis  waxed  dim.  When  compared  with  those 
peerless  damsels,  for  whose  smiles  Paladins  had  fought  and  died, 
the  awful  image  of  feminine  loveliness  and  angelic  purity  which 
had  irradiated  the  hermit's  celt  and  the  path  of  the  way-worn  pil- 
gnm,  presented  itself  to  his  mental  vision  in  a  glory  transcendent 
and  imapproacbable.  Far  as  the  heavens  are  above  the  earth 
would  rise  the  plighted  fealty  of  the  knight  of  the  Vii^n  Mother 
over  the  noblest  devotion  of  mere  human  chivalry.  He  would  caat 
his  shield  over  the  Church  which  ascribed  to  her  more  than  celestial 
dignities,  and  would  bathe  in  the  blood  of  her  enemies  the  sword 
once  desecrated  to  the  mean  ends  of  earthly  ambition. 

These  ardent  vows  were  uot  unheeded  by  her  to  whom  th^ 
were  addressed.  Environed  in  light,  and  clamping  her  infant  to 
ber  bosom,  she  revealed  herself  to  the  adoring  gaze  of  her  cham- 
pion. At  that  heavenly  vision,  all  fantasies  of  worldly  and  sensual 
delight,  like  exorcised  demons,  fled  trom  hia  soul  into  an  eternal 
exile.  Arising  from  these  erotic  dreams,  he  suspended  at  her 
fihrine  bis  secular  weapons,  performed  his  nocturnal  vigils,  and. 


I 
I 


THB  FOUin)EBS  OF  JESUITISM:.  109 

with  returning  day,  retired  from  the  chapel,  to  consecrate  his 
future  life  to  the  glory  of  the  Virgo  Deipara. 

Kestored  to  health  the  knight  once  more  vaulted  into  his  saddle, 
and,  guiding  his  war-horse  toward  the  altar  of  Our  Lady  of  Mont- 
serrat,  caricoled  in  advance  of  the  throng  of  ignobler  pilgrims, 
who,  like  himself,  had  made  a  solemn  vow  to  worship  there.  A 
Moor  from  Gr]:anada  encountered  and  accosted  him;  but  from 
coiurteous  greetings  the  two  cavaliers  soon  passed  to  fierce  and 
thorny  controversy.  If  they  had  graduated  at  Salamanca,  they 
could  not  have  fallen  upon  a  logomachy  setting  more  triumphantly 
at  defiance  every  imaginable  attempt  to  resolve  it.  The  infidd 
affirmed,  and  the  Christian  denied,  that  Mary  had  ceased  to  be  a 
virgin  when  she  became  a  mother ;  and  the  clashing  of  sword  and 
scimitar  seemed  about  to  succeed  to  the  war  of  words,  when,  at  the 
point  of  intersection  of  several  roads,  the  Mahometan  (so  runs  the 
story)  gave  spurs  to  his  horse  and  fled.  The  champion  of  the 
Madonna  followed;  but,  throwing  the  rein  on  the  neck  of  his 
steed,  he  left  it  to  the  animal's  discretion  either  to  follow  or  to  de- 
cline the  road  which  the  furitive  had  taken.  To  the  observance  of 
this  law  or  custom  of  chivalry,  the  Paynim  was  indebted  that  day 
for  an  uncloven  skull  —  an  advantage  which  his  most  Catholic 
Sovereign  did  not  probably  allow  him  long  to  enjoy. 

At  Montserrat,  Ignatius  performed  such  acts  of  devotion  as  might 
best  beseem  so  illustrious  a  sanctuary  and  so  zealous  a  worshipper ; 
and  then  betook  himself  to  the  adjacent  town  of  Mameza,  as  a 
place  admirably  suited  to  the  austerities  with  which  he  proposed  to 
celebrate  his  self-dedication  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Serried  Mount. 
Seven  hours  were  daily  given  to  prayer,  during  which  he  remained 
silent  and  motionless  as  a  statue.  His  week-day  diet  was  bread 
and  water,  to  which  on  Sundays  he  atlded  a  condiment  of  herbs 
and  ground  ashes  boiled  together.  Next  to  his  skin  he  wore  alter- 
nately an  iron  chain,  a  horse-hair  cloth,  and  a  sash  of  prickly 
briars.  Three  times  each  day  he  laid  the  scourge  resolutely  on  his 
naked  back.  The  bare  earth  was  his  bed.  He  became  one  of  the 
fraternity  of  beggars  who  frequented  the  hospital  of  Manreza, 
exaggerated  in  his  own  person  whatever  was  most  revolting  in 
their  habits  and  appearance,  revelled  in  filth,  and  rendered  to  the 
sick,  and  especially  to  such  as  were  afilicted  with  ulcers,  services  of 
which  it  is  impossible  to  read  the  account  without  a  strong  disposi- 
tion to  sickness. 

It  has  long  been  known  how  fluently  "the  devil  can  quote 
Scripture  for  his  purpose ; "  but  to  Ignatius  belongs  the  discovery, 
that  Satan  can  present  his  temptations  to  mankind  in  the  form  of 
excellent  sense  and  soimd  reasoning.    The  Evil  Spirit  was,  we  are 
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told,  afflicted  by  his  excessive  humility,  imd  consequent  happiuees; 
and  therefore  assailed  him  with  the  following  catechetical  seduction : 
—  "  Is  it  not  possible  to  be  holy  without  being  iilthy  ?  la  it  essen- 
tial to  the  purity  of  your  soul  that  vermin  should  crawl  over  your 
person  ?  Does  it  become  a  knight,  of  a  lineage  so  noble  as  yours, 
to  appear  among  men  as  a  Lazar  ?  Would  not  your  virtues  jaeld 
a  brighter  and  more  effective  example  in  the  court  or  In  the  camp, 
than  in  thia  mean  hospital  ?  " 

To  escape  these  diabolical  suggestions,  Ignatius  quitted  Manreza 
for  a  neighbouring  cavern.  It  was  in  the  centre  of  a  wilderness, 
and  could  not  be  approached  except  by  forcing  the  body  tlitough 
thorns  and  briars.  At  the  extremity  it  wae  dark  aa  the  grave;- 
though  a  fortunate  crevice  or  loophole  near  the  entrance  enabled 
the  hermit  to  gaze  at  the  distant  church  of  Our  Lady  of  Mont- 
serrat.  In  thia  dismal  cell,  he  delivered  over  his  mind  and  body  to 
pains  which  entirely  eclipsed  those  of  his  hospital  at  Mam'eza. 
yive  times  each  day  he  bruised  and  tore  his  flesh  with  a  blunt  iron 
aeourge,  beating  his  bosom  at  intervals  with  sharp  flint  stones,  and, 
with  diseased  ingenuity,  perverting  every  act  of  adoration  into  a 
penance  and  a  torture.  At  one  time  he  would  commune  with  the 
Virgin  Mother;  at  another  he  would  wrestle  with  the  Spirit  of 
Evil ;  and  so  abrupt  were  hia  vicissitudes  of  rapture  and  despair, 
that  in  the  storm  of  turbid  passions  his  reason  hail  nearly  given 
way.  Friendly  hands  dragged  him  from  hia  hiding-place,  and 
other  hands,  in  intention  at  least,  not  less  friendly,  recorded  hia 
feverish  ravings.  At  one  time,  he  conversed  with  voices  audible  to 
no  ear  but  his.  At  another,  he  sought  to  propitiate  Him  before 
whom  he  trembled,  by  expiations  that' would  have  been  more  fitly 
offered  to  Moloch.  Spiritual  doctors  ministered  to  his  reUef,  but 
they  prescriljed  in  vain.  The  simple  truth  was  too  simple  for 
them.  They  could  not  perceive  that  in  revealing  Himself  to  man- 
kind in  tlie  character  of  a  Father,  that  awful  Being  has  claimed,  as 
peciiliarly  His  own,  the  gentlest,  the  kindest,  and  the  most  confid- 
ing affections  of  our  nature. 

At  the  verge  of  madness  Ignatius  paused.  That  noble  intellect 
vas  not  to  be  whelmed  beneath  the  tempests  in  which  so  many 
have  sunk ;  but  neither  was  he  to  he  rescued  by  any  vulgar  methods. 
Standing  on  the  steps  of  a  Dominican  church,  he  was  reciting  the 
office  of  Our  Lady,  when  (as  all  his  biographers  assiu'e  us)  Heaven 
itself  was  laid  open  to  the  eye  of  the  worshipper.  That  ineffable 
mystery  which  the  author  of  the  Athanasian  Creed  has  laboiued  to 
enunciate  in  words,  v/as  laid  bare  to  him  as  an  object,  not  of  faith, 
but  of  actual  sight.  The  past  ages  of  the  world  were  rolled  back  in 
liis  presence ;  and  he  beheld  the  material  fabric  of  things  rising  into 


THE  FOUNDERS  OP  JESUITISM.  105 

being,  and  discerned  the  motives  which  had  prompted  this  exercise 
of  the  creative  energy.  To  his  spiritualised  sense  was  disclosed  the 
mysterious  process  by  which  the  Host  is  transubstantiated:  and 
those  other  Christian  verities,  which  it  is  permitted  to  common  men 
to  receive  only  as  exercises  of  belief,  now  became  known  to  him  by 
immediate  inspection  and  direct  consciousness.  During  eight 
successive  days  his  body  reposed  in  an  unbroken  trance,  while  his 
spirit  thus  imbibed  disclosures  for  which  the  tongues  of  men  have 
no  appropriate  language.  He  attempted,  indeed,  to  impart  them 
in  a  volume  of  fourscore  leaves ;  but,  dark  with  excess  of  light,  his 
words  held  the  learned  and  the  ignorant  alike  in  speechless  wonder. 

Ignatius  returned  to  this  sublunary  scene  with  a  mission  not 
unmeet  for  an  envoy  from  the  empyrean  world  of  which  he  had 
thus  become  a  temporary  denizen.  He  returned  to  establish  on 
earth  a  theocracy  of  which  he  should  himself  be  the  first  admi- 
nistrator, and  to  which  multitudes  of  every  tribe  and  kindred  of 
men  should  be  the  subjects.  He  returned,  no  longer  a  sordid 
half-distracted  anchorite,  but  a  kind  of  Swedenborg-Franklin  ; 
distinguished  alike  by  designs  of  gigantic  magnitude  and  of  super- 
human audacity;  and  by  the  clear  good  sense,  the  profound 
sagacity,  the  calm  perseverance,  and  the  flexible  address  with  which 
he  was  to  pursue  them.  He  returned  to  show  how  the  delirious 
enthusiasm  of  the  cloister  may  be  combined  and  reconciled,  in  the 
heroic  nature,  with  the  shrewdness  of  the  exchange. 

Neither  in  the  hospital  and  cavern  of  Manreza,  nor  in  his 
paroxysms  of  disease,  nor  in  the  ecstasies  of  his  recovery,  had  the 
mind  of  Ignatius  been  really  drifting  without  aim  or  anchorage. 
Among  the  saintly  prodigies  which  had  first  amused  his  sick  bed, 
and  had  then  entranced  the  indent  of  them,  he  had  seized  with 
peculiar  fervour  on  the  marvellous  acts  of  Benedict,  of  Francis,  and 
of  Dominick;  and  the  idea  of  founding  a  new  monastic  dynasty 
became  at  first  a  plaything  of  the  imagination ;  then  a  settled  desire 
of  the  heart ;  and  then  a  vast  project  revolved  in  his  understanding 
from  day  to  day,  until  it  had  at  length  become  a  probable,  a 
consistent,  and  a  comprehensive  whole.  He  once  more  took  his 
place  in  human  society  in  the  garb  and  with  the  exterior  aspect  of 
other  men ;  but  labouring  with  a  piupose  which  had  already  placed 
in  his  visionary  grasp  the  sceptre  with  which,  in  yet  distant  years, 
he  was  destined  to  rule  his  spiritual  family,  and  through  them,  to 
agitate  the  nations  of  the  earth,  from  the  Ganges  to  La  Plata. 

The  first  fruits  of  the  labours  of  Ignatius  in  the  execution  of  this 
stupendous  design  was  the  Book  of  Spiritual  Exercises.  It  was 
originally  written  in  Spanish ;  and,  by  the  command  of  the  Pope^ 
Paul  the  Third,  was  rendered  into  two  Latin  versions — the  first 
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severely  literal,  the  other  exhibiting  the  sense,  not  only  with  g^tef 
elegance,  but  with  more  substantial  accuracy.  Paul  then  published 
a  bull,  dated  the  31et  July,  1548,  in  which  he  commended  the 
latter  of  those  translations  to  the  study  of  the  faithful.  A  new 
version  of  the  Spiritual  Exerciaea  from  an  original  Spanish  MS., 
corrected  in  the  handwriting  of  Ignatius  himself,  was  published  at 
Home,  iu  1834,  by  the  Rev,  Father  John  Eoothaan,  the  present 
General  of  the  Order  of  Jesus.  On  collating  that  MS.  with  the 
text  of  1548,  M.  Eoothaan  discovered  that  the  former  translators 
had,  in  many  passives,  not  only  misrepreaented,  but  impaired  the 
sense  of  the  great  author ;  and  his  supposition  is,  that  the  humihty 
of  Ignatius  had  constrained  him  altogether  to  abandon  bis  own 
literary  composition  to  the  disposal  and  to  the  mercy  of  others. 
Whatever  may  be  the  truth  of  this  strange  hypothesis,  it  is  at  least 
clear,  that,  till  the  year  1634,  the  world  had  never  poasessed  a 
trustworthy  edition  of  the  single  literary  work  of  the  great  founder 
of  Jesuitism. 

The  Spiritual  Exercises  form  a  manual  of  what  may  he  termed 
*'  The  Art  of  Conversion."  It  proposes  a  scheme  of  self-discipline 
by  which,  in  the  course  of  four  weeks,  passed  in  entire  seclusion 
from  the  world,  that  mighty  work  is  to  be  accomplished.  In  the 
first.,  the  penitent  is  conducted  through  a  series  of  dark  retrospects 
to  abase,  and  of  gloomy  prospects  to  alarm  him.  Those  ends 
attained,  be  is,  diu-ing  the  next  seven  days,  to  enrol  himself  in  the 
army  of  the  faithful,  studying  the  biography  of  the  Divine  Captain 
of  that  elect  host,  and  choosing  with  extreme  circumspection  that 
plan  of  life,  religious  or  secular,  in  which  he  may  beat  be  able  to 
tread  in  His  steps,  and  to  bear  His  standard,  emblematical  at  once 
of  sufifering  and  of  conquest.  To  sustain  the  soldier  of  the  cross  in 
this  protracted  warfare,  his  spiritual  eye  is  to  be  directed,  during 
the  third  of  his  solitary  weeks,  towards  that  unfathomable  abyss  of 
woe  into  which  the  Redeemer  descended  to  rescue  the  race  of  Adam 
from  the  power  of  Satan  aad  of  death :  and  then  seven  suns  sre 
to  rise  and  set  while  the  disenthralled  spirit  is  to  chant  triumphant 
hallelujahs,  elevating  her  desires  heavenwards,  contemplating  glories 
till  then  unimaginable,  and  myeteries  never  before  revealed :  when, 
at  length,  the  spiritual  exercises  close  by  an  absolute  surrender 
of  all  the  delights  and  interests  of  his  sublunary  state,  as  an  holo- 
caust, to  be  consumed  by  the  undj-ing  flame  of  Divine  love  on  the 
altar  of  the  regenerate  heart. 

This  book  is  at  once  a  momentous  chapter  in  the  autobiography 
of  Ignatius,  and  the  earliest  of  his  canons  for  the  government  of  his 
future  society.  It  discloses  his  own  spiritual  state  during  the 
penances  and  ecatasies  of  Manreza ;  and  explains  what  is  the  con- 
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dition  of  mind  into  which  he  desired  to  bring  his  expected  associates 
in  the  anticipated  labours  then  lying  in  dim  and  shadowy  prospect 
before  him.  The  book  would  be  full  of  interest^  if  regarded  merely 
as  the  one  extant  devotional  production  of  a  man  of  such  com- 
manding genius.  It  is  yet  more  so,  when  considered  as  the  one 
insight  we  possess  into  the  early  religious  character  of  him  whom 
the  Papacy  honours  as  the  greatest  of  her  champions,  and  the 
Beformation  dreads  as  the  most  formidable  of  her  antagonists. 

As  if  to  disi^point  the  expectations  raised  both  by  the  subject 
and  the  object  of  the  book,  it  is  neither  pathetic,  nor  impassioned, 
nor  profound,  nor  learned ;  but,  from  one  end  to  the  other,  inva- 
riably dry  and  didactic,  even  when  it  delineates  and  enjoins  the 
highest  raptures  of  devotion.  It  lays  down  rules  for  the  conduct  of 
what  Bunyan  calls  the  "siege  of  Mansoul,"  in  the  precise  and 
peremptory  style  in  which  Vauban  might  have  prescribed  the  plan 
of  an  attack  on  Mentz  or  Courtray.  A  series  of  operations  is  given 
for  each,  in  order,  of  the  twenty-eight  days  of  devotional  retirement. 
Each  day  has  its  preparatory  prayer,  and  each  one  prdtide,  or 
more,—  a  prelude  being  an  effort  of  the  imagination,  by  which  the 
recluse  is  to  call  up  before  his  mental  sight  the  persons  or  the  places 
with  which  his  thoughts  are  about  to  be  engaged ;  or,  if  he  is  pre- 
paring to  meditate  on  things  not  sensuous  (as,  for  example,  his  own 
sinfulness),  he  is  to  conceive  of  such  things  in  parable.  Thus,  he 
may  represent  to  himself  his  body  as  a  prison,  and  his  soul  as  a 
prisoner ;  or  the  world  as  a  desolate  valley  thronged  with  wild  beasts, 
among  whom  he  is  condemned  to  wander  as  an  exile. 

After  offering  the  prayer,  and  portraying  to  himself  the  *^  pre- 
lude "  of  the  day,  the  penitent  is  required  to  traverse  a  prescribed 
line  of  contemplation,  in  which  a  certain  number  of  indispensable 
points  are  marked  for  his  guidance.  The  diurnal  course  has  usually 
seven  such  stations.  Take  as  a  specimen  the  second  day  of  the 
first  week.  On  tiiat  day  the  exercitant  is  first  to  make  a  general 
survey  of  his  past  sins ;  secondly,  to  ponder  over  the  malignity  of 
each  class  of  offences ;  thirdly,  to  compare  his  own  baseness  with 
the  sanctity  of  the  superior  orders  of  intelligences;  fourthly,  to 
contrast  them  with  the  moral  attributes  of  Deity ;  fifthly,  to  consi- 
der (not  without  articulate  exclamations)  how  his  sins  are  aggravated 
by  the  providential  boimties  and  the  longsuffering  of  (rod  ;  sixthly, 
to  ofifer,  in  a  divine  colloquy,  vows  of  amendment ;  seventhly,  to 
repeat  the  Lord's  Prayer. 

In  the  same  manner  the  neophyte  has  to  perform,  throughout 
the  month,  a  daily  series  of  penitential  or  eucharistic  evolutions ; 
not  as  his  own  heart,  or  as  a  higher  influence  may  dictate,  but  at 
the  word  of  command  of  his  GeneraL     For  even  in  the  cavern  of 
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Maoreza,  Ignatius  was  still  internally  gazing  on  the  encampment  and 
siege  of  Parapeluna.  In  the  lowest  depths  of  hia  contrition  he  could 
never  forget  that  he  was  a  soldier.  Although  he  had  finally  quitt-ed 
the  service  of  Ferdinand  for  that  of  the  Madonna,  visions  of  mortal 
enemies,  of  well-disciplined  followers,  and  of  glorious  victorieSj  still 
continued  to  haunt  hia  fancy,  and  to  guide  hia  pen.  He  crowded 
his  pages  with  military  images  long  aftei'  he  had  laid  aside  the 
carnal  weapons  of  a  merely  secular  warfiire. 

Thus,  on  the  fourth  day  of  the  second  week,  the  performer  of  the 
spiritual  exercises  is  to  direct  bis  mind's  eye  towards  two  vast 
champaigns.  One  is  near  Jerusalem  ;  where,  in  a  pleasant  valley, 
the  belligerent  Redeemer,  resplendent  in  form,  and,  in  aspect,  of 
surpassing  loveliness,  erects  His  standard  as  the  chief  commander  of 
all  the  holy  and  the  wise,  and  from  that  noble  army  sends  forth 
detachments  of  apostles,  disciples,  and  ministers  to  rescue  the 
inhabitttnts  of  every  land  from  ruin,  and  to  improve  and  bless  every 
condition  of  human  life.  The  other  plain  is  a  battle-field  in  the 
provmce  of  Babylon ;  where,  seated  on  a  fiery  throne,  surrounded 
by  fcetid  vapours,  horrible  in  shape,  and  of  terrific  countenance, 
stands  Lucifer,  the  generalissimo  of  a  malignant  host — inveterate 
adversaries  of  Christ,  and  inexorable  foes  of  the  race  of  Adam,  who, 
traversing  the  world  at  the  bidding  of  their  leader,  propagate  guilt, 
and  lamentation,  and  woe  in  every  abode  of  man,  and  pollute  and 
sadden  every  soul  which  still  retains  any  trace  of  her  divine 
origin. 

Throughout  the  book  Ignatius  prolongs  this  attempt  to  subju- 
gate all  the  other  faculties  of  the  mind  to  the  imagination.  With 
that  view  the  penitent  is  commanded  to  descend,  like  Dante,  into 
the  infernal  regions,  and  there  to  look  steadfastly  on  the  mighty 
conflagration,  and  on  the  bodies  of  living  fire  in  which  the  souls 
of  the  wicked  are  pent  up.  He  is  to  listen  to  their  bowlings  and 
blasphemies.  He  is  to  smell  the  smoke,  the  sulphur,  and  the 
putrescent  odours,  of  the  place  of  torment.  He  is  to  taste  the 
bitter  tears  which  are  shed  there;  and  to  handle  the  undying 
worm;  and  to  feel  the  scorching  of  the  inextinguishable  flame. 
At  another  time  he  is  to  visit  the  abode  to  which  the  Virgin 
Mother,  when  wounded  in  her  own  soul,  retired  from  Calvary;  and 
is  to  examine  the  plan,  the  chambers,  the  cells,  and  the  oratory  of 
her  humble  dwelling.  This  ideal  vision  is  to  rise  higher  still. 
The  Deity  himself  is  to  be  seen  as  actually  present  in  all  the  ele- 
mentfl  —  in  the  vegetation  of  plants  —  in  the  sensation  of  animals 
—  in  the  intelligence  of  man.  He  is  to  be  actually  beheld  in  every 
creative  and  conservative  energy,  and  in  every  sanctifying  influence ; 
until  the  divine   omnipresence  shall   become,  not  a  mere  truth 
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abiding  in  the  reason^  but  an  object  of  direct,  thongh  spiritual 
perception. 

Closely  interwoven  with  these  revelations  of  what  is  to  pass  in| 
the  hidden  chambers  of  imagery,  are  precepts  of  plain  sound  sense,  I 
like  so  many  solid  rocks  breaking  through  the  dazzling  unrealities  j 
of  the  Fata  Morgana.     Thus  Ignatius  teaches,  that  he  who  would  \ 
wisely  choose  his  plan  of  life,  must  determine  with  himself  what  | 
are  the  great  ends  of  his  existence ;  so  that  to  those  ends  all  means  ' 
may  be  subordinate,  instead  of  rendering  the  ultimate  design  sub- 
ordinate to  what  is  merely  instrumentaL     He  directs  us  to  sup- 
pose ourselves,  not  the  persons  by  whom  the  choice  of  a  calling 
is  to  be  made,  but  the  advisers  of  some  very  dear  friend,  whose 
circumstances  exactly  resemble  our  own :  and  he  bids  us  to  follow 
the  advice  which  we  should  give  to  that  imaginary  friend.     We 
are  taught  to  suppose  the  hour  of  death  actually  arrived,  and  are 
to  choose  our  calling,  as  though  in  the  actual  presence  of  that 
awful  antagonist  of  all  self-indtdgent  sophistry.     And  to  those  who 
are  meditating  matrimony  are  prescribed  a  series  of  judicious  re- 
flections respecting  the  kind  of  household  and  establishment  they 
ought  to  maintain ;    respecting  the  right  methods  of  governing 
them ;  respecting  the  means  of  rendering  their  conversation  and 
example  instructive  to  their  families ;  and  respecting  the  appropria- 
tion of  their  income  between  the  several  classes  of  expenditure, 
personal,  domestic,  and  eleemosynary. 

He  must  have  been  deeply  read  in  the  nature  of  man,  who 
should  have  predicted  such  first  fruits  as  these  from  the  restored 
liealth  of  the  distracted  visionary,  who,  in  the  hospital  and  cavern 
of  Manreza,  and  in  the  long  delirium  which  followed,  had  alter- 
nately sounded  the  basest  strings  of  humility  on  earth,  and  the 
living  chords  which  vibrate  with  spontaneous  harmonies  along  the 
seventh  heavens.  His  plan  of  transmuting  profligates  into  con- 
verts by  a  mental  process,  of  which,  during  any  one  of  her  evolu- 
tions round  our  planet,  the  moon  is. to  witness  the  commencement 
and  the  close,  may  possibly  pass  for  a  plagiarism  from  the  acade- 
mies of  Laputa.  But  Ignatius  Loyola  had  his  eyes  open,  and  his 
attention  awake,  even  when  most  absorbed  in  dreams.  By  force 
of  an  instinct  with  which  such  minds  as  his  alone  are  gifted,  he 
could  rival  the  shrewd,  the  practical,  and  the  worldly  wise,  even 
when  abandoning  himself  to  the  current  of  emotions  which  they 
are  alike  unable  to  comprehend  or  to  endure.  His  mind  resembled 
the  body  of  bis  great  disciple,  Francis  Xavier;  which,  as  he 
preached  or  baptized,  rose  majestically  towards  the  skies,  while  his 
feet  (the  pious  curiosity  of  his  hearers  ascertained  the  fact)  re- 
tained their  firm  hold  on  the  earth  below.    The  object  of  the 
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Spiritual  Eiercisea  was  at  once  to  excite  and  to  control  religioua 
aenaibilitiea.  While  aiming  to  exalt  the  aoul  above  terrestrial  ob- 
jects, he  was  intent  on  disenchanting  hia  followers  of  the  self- 
deceits  which  usually  wait  on  that  exaltation.  Though  most  re- 
mote from  the  tone  of  feeling  which  animates  the  gay  and  busy 
scenes  of  life,  the  book  everywhere  attests  the  keen  scrutiny  with 
which  he  had  observed  those  scenes,  and  the  profound  discejnment 
with  which  he  had  studied  the  actors  in  them.  To  his  Proteatant 
readers  the  Evangelical  spirit  of  the  writer  must  have  been  the 
occasion  of  great,  and  perhaps  unwelcome  surprise.  It  would, 
indeed,  be  easy  to  extract  from  hia  pages  many  propositions  which 
the  Synod  of  Westminster  would  have  anathematised;  but  that 
grave  assembly  might  have  drawn  from  them  much  to  confirm  the 
chief  article  of  their  own  confessions  and  catechisms.  If  he  yielded 
an  idolatrous  homage  to  some  of  the  demigods  of  Rome,  hia 
supreme  adoration  was  strictly  reserved  for  Him  to  whom  alone 
adoration  is  due.  If  he  ascribed  to  ritual  expiations  a  false  and 
imaginary  value,  all  his  mighty  powers  were  bowed  down  in  a  sub- 
missive affiance  in  the  Divine  nature,  as  revealed  to  us  under  the 
veil  of  human  infirmity,  and  of  more  than  human  suffering. 
Philip  Doddridge,  one  of  those  who  have  breathed  most  freely  on 
earth  the  atmosphere  of  heaven,  produced,  at  the  distance  of  two 
centuries,  a  work  which  the  Spiiitual  Exercises  of  Ignatius  Loyola 
might  have  suggested,  and  of  many  parts  of  which  it  might  have 
afforded  the  model ;  so  manyare  still  the  points  of  contact  between 
those  who,  ranging  themselves  round  the  great  common  centre  of 
the  futh  of  Christians,  occupy  the  most  opposite  positions  in  that 
expanded  circle. 

The  nine  years  of  the  life  of  Ignatius  which  immediately  fol- 
lowed the  production  of  hia  book  were  worn  away  in  pilgrimages, 
in  featfl  of  asceticism,  in  the  working  (as  it  was  believed )  of  miracles, 
and  in  escapes,  all  hut  miraculous,  from  the  dangers  which  his 
devout  and  martial  spirit  induced  him  to  encounter.  It  is  a  steep 
path  by  which  the  heroes  of  the  Church  have  scaled  the  sublime 
heights  of  "  Perfection ; "  and  his  vows  constrained  him  thus  to 
pursue  it.  But  the  same  vows  obliged  him  to  conduct  his  fellow- 
pilgrims  from  the  City  of  Destruction  to  the  Land  of  Beulah.  In 
prison  and  in  shipwreck,  fainting  with  hunger  or  wasted  with 
disease,  his  inflexible  spirit  brooded  over  that  bright,  though  as  yet 
shapeless  vision  ;  until  at  length  it  assumed  a  coherent  form  as  he 
knelt  on  the  Mount  of  Olives,  and  traced  there  the  last  and  the 
indelible  foot-print  of  the  ascending  Redeemer  of  mankind.  At 
that  hallowed  spot  had  ended  the  weary  way  of  Him  who  had 
bowed  the  heavens,  and  come  down  to  execute  on  earth  a  miasion 
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of  unutterable  love^  and  of  thought-sorpassiDg  self-denial.  There 
also  was  revealed  to  the  prophetic  eye  of  the  founder  of  the  Order 
of  Jesus  (no  Seer  like  genius  kindled  by  high  resolves  1)  the  long 
line  of  missionaries  who,  animated  by  his  example,  and  guided  by 
his  instructions,  should  proclaim  that  holy  name  from  the  rising  to 
the  setting  sun.  It  was  indeed  a  futurity  perceptible  only  to  the 
telescopic  eye  of  faith.  At  the  mature  age  of  thirty,  possessing  no 
language  but  his  own,  no  science  but  that  of  the  camp,  and  no 
literature  beyond  the  biographies  of  Saints  and  Paladins,  he  be- 
came the  self-destined  teacher  of  the  future  teachers  of  the  world. 
Hoping  against  hope,  he  returned  to  Barcelona ;  and  there,  as  the 
class-fellow  of  little  children,  commenced  the  study  of  the  first 
rudiments  of  the  Latin  tongue. 

Among  the  established  facetiae  of  the  stage,  is  the  distraction  of 
some  dramatic  Eloisa  attempting  to  conjugate  the  verb  AmOy 
imder  the  guidance  of  her  too  attractive  Abelard.  Few  play- 
wrights probably  have  been  aware  that  the  jest  had  its  type,  if  not 
its  origin,  in  the  scholastic  experience  of  Ignatius  Loyola.  His 
advance  in  the  grammar  was  arrested  by  a  malignant  spirit  at  the 
same  critical  point,  and  in  much  the  same  manner.  Assuming  the 
garb  of  an  angel  of  light,  the  demon  succeeded  in  driving. from 
his  memory  the  inflections  of  the  verb,  by  suggesting  at  each  some 
corresponding  elevation  of  his  soul  heavenwards.  To  baffle  his  in- 
sidious enemy,  the  harassed  scholar  implored  the  pedagogue  to 
make  a  liberal  use  of  that  discipline,  the  pain  or  the  efficacy  of 
which,  who  that  has  endured  it  can  ever  forget  ?  The  exorcism 
was  complete.  Amo  became  familiar  to  his  recollection  in  all  her 
affectionate  moods,  and  in  all  her  changefril  tenses.  Then  began 
Thomas  h,  Kempis  to  speak  to  him  intelligibly ;  and  then  Erasmus 
disclosed  to  him  treasures  of  wisdom  and  of  wit  formerly  buried 
in  the  impenetrable  recesses  of  an  unknown  tongue.  Energy  won 
her  accustomed  triumphs;  and  in  the  year  1528  he  entered  the 
University  of  Paris  as  a  student  of  the  Humanities,  and  of  what 
was  then  called  Philosophy. 

The  fourth  of  the  ten  decades  of  human  life  (those  ten  golden 
years  in  which  other  men  achieve,  or  most  strenuously  labour  for 
distinction),  was  devoted  by  Ignatius  to  the  studies  preparatory  to 
his  great  undertaking.  At  one  time  he  Ustened  to  the  praelections 
of  grave  professors;  at  another  he  traversed  England  and  the 
Netherlands  as  a  beggar,  soliciting  the  means  of  subsistence.  But, 
whether  he  sat  at  the  feet  of  the  learned,  or  sued  for  the  alms  of 
the  rich,  he  was  still  maturing  more  lofty  designs  than  the  most 
ambitious  monarch  of  the  house  of  Valois,  or  of  Plantagenet,  had 
ever  dared  to  cherish.     At  Paris  he  at  length  found  the  means  of 
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ewrfjing  mto  effect  tibe  diieridied  puipoBOs  of  bo  numT  tbub.  It 
WM  thie  heroic  age  of  Spain ;  aod  there  vsb  no  field  of  adrentorey 
secular  or  i^iiiUia]^  into  which  the  ooantrjinexi  of  Gronaalvo  and  of 
Cortes  feared  to  follow  anj  adTentniouE  leader. 

We  Lave  partly  seen  how  Ignados  proposed  to  conrert  men  into 
Jesuits  by  a  course  of  solitary  devotional  exerdses ;  and  we  are  not 
wholly  unable  to  explain  the  method  by  which  he  rendered  his 
own  personal  intercourse  with  them  conducive  to  the  same  end. 
On  tbe  contemplative  and  the  timid,  he  imposed  severe  exercises  of 
active  virtue.  To  the  gay  and  ardent,  he  appealed  in  a  spirit  still 
}  more  buoyant  than  their  own.  He  presented  himself  neck  deep  in 
a  ^hA  of  frozen  water,  to  teach  an  otherwise  obdurate  debauchee 
how  U)  suMue  the  appetiteH  of  the  flesh.  To  a  hard-hearted  priest 
he  riia4le  a  general  e^^nfesHion  of  his  own  sins,  with  such  agonies  of 
nmihrm  and  sliarne,  as  ta  bn^ak  up,  by  force  of  sympathy,  the 
fountains  of  penitence  in  the  lx>«om  of  the  confessor.  He  en- 
giigi'^1  lit  billiards  with  a  joyous  lover  of  the  game,  on  condition  that 
whi<Jjever  of  the  two  might  be  deflated  should  serve  his  antagonist 
during  th«  following  mouth  in  whatever  manner  the  conqueror 
/  should  pniKcribe  ;  and  the  vict^jrious  saint  consigned  his  adversary 
'  U}  thn  iK^rforniancc  of  tlie  four  weeks  of  the  Spiritual  Exercises. 
ir«  iMifionriigod  and  Hharrtd  the  wildest  ascetic  extravagances  of  his 
(liNr.jph^  llis  (:ount/<mance  was  as  haggard,  his  self-flagellations  as 
(^riii^l,  an<l  Iuh  mnwh  and  diet  as  sordid  as  the  rest^  ^lien  he  saw 
thnni  fainl  with  thcj  (extremity  of  their  sufferings,  he  would  assume 
\\\i\  |»n»ph*<firal  (Tharacrtx^r,  and  promote,  by  predicting,  their  re- 
rtiv*iry.  Uodrigu**/,,  one  of  the  gentlest  and  most  patient  of  them, 
Ihnl  for  H'linf  id  a  soh'tary  hermitage ;  but  found  his  retreat  ob- 
Hlnirhnl  by  a  man  whom  he  dt^scribed  as  of  terrible  aspect  and 
gigiiiilii^  Hlnturc,  arnuMJ  wiili  a  naked  sword,  and  breathing  menaces. 
Il(»m</.,  itiiother  of  IiIh  followors,  liappiMUUg  to  die  at  the  moment 
whnn  IgniitluH,  prostrato  before  the  altar,  was  reciting  from  the 
(\)nlite(»r  the  words  ••  Kt  onuiibus  Sanctis,"  that  countless  host  was 
(uH  tht^  Saint  osHurtnl  th(^  survivors)  revealed  to  his  eye,  and,  among 
thtun,  reHph'ndent  in  glory,  aj)peared  his  deceased  friend,  to  sustain 
Mud  Huinuite  the  hopes  of  Ids  still  militant  brethren. 

Thus  nuiking  himself  iJl  things  to  all  men,  he  constrained  his 
lUunpanitiUH  in  study  to  beeouu^  tirst  his  jutpils,  and  then  his  asso- 
oiattvs  in  religion.  Many  trf  them,  iiuK^Hl,  yieldeil  at  once,  and 
without  a  struggle,  to  the  unitt»tl  influence  of  his  sanctity  and  his 
gt^uius ;  tuul,  from  these  more  dmnle  converts,  he  selected  no  less 
than  eight  of  tln>  ten  original  members  of  his  infant  order.  After 
(Hniorming  the  initiatory  spiritual  exercises,  they  all  swore,  on  the 
oimtHHTXHttHl  lli^t  iu  the  crypt  of  St  Denys,  to  accompany  their 
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spiritual  father  on  a  mission  to  Palestine ;  or,  if  that  should  be 
impracticable,  to  submit  themselves  to  the  Vicar  of  Christ  to  be 
disposed  of  at  his  pleasure. 

Impetuous  as  had  been  the  temper  of  Ignatius  in  early  life,  he 
had  now  learnt  to  be  patient  of  the  tardy  growth  of  great  designs. 
Leaving  his  disciples  to  complete  their  studies  at  Paris,  under  the 
care  of  Peter  Faber,  he  returned  to  Spain  to  recruit  their  number, 
to  matiure  Ids  plans,  and  perhaps  to  escape  from  a  too  familiar 
intercoiurse  with  his  future  subjects.  In  the  winter  of  1536,  they 
commenced  their  pilgrimage  to  the  Eternal  City.  At  Venice  they 
were  joined  by  Ignatius.  They  who  would  conquer  crowns,  whe- 
ther secular  or  spiritual,  must  needs  tread  in  slippery  places.  As 
he  journeyed  to  Rome,  accompanied  by  Laynez,  but  in  advance  of 
the  rest,  he  saw  a  vision,  the  account  of  which,  derived  from  his 
own  lips,  it  is  painfid  to  transcribe.  It  exhibited  that  Being 
whom  no  eye  hath  seen,  and  whom  no  tongue  may  lightly  name ; 
and  with  Him  the  Eternal  Son,  bearing  a  heavy  cross,  and  uttering 
the  welcome  assurance,  '*  I  will  be  propitious  to  you  at  Rome." 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Ignatius  made  this  statement,  and 
that  he  made  it  with  a  conviction  of  its  truth.  But  they  must  be 
in  servitude  to  a  party,  and  to  a  name,  who  can  ascribe  a  due 
reverence  for  what  is  most  high  and  most  holy,  to  the  mind  which 
could  admit  such  a  conviction,  and  to  the  tongue  which  could  give 
it  utterance. 

Notwithstanding  this  supposed  divine  promise,  Ignatius  found  it 
no  easy  task  to  obtain  the  requisite  papal  sanction  for  the  esta- 
blishment of  his  order.  In  that  age  the  regular  or  monastic  clergy 
had  to  contend  with  an  almost  universal  unpopidarity.  With  the 
bishops  and  secular  priests  they  had  longbeen  waging  a  bitter  war- 
fare. They  had  now  to  encounter  the  additional  hostility  of  the  wits, 
the  Reformers,  and  the  Vatican  itself.  A  large  share  of  the  disasters 
under  which  the  Cluu'ch  of  Rome  was  suffering  was  not  unreason- 
ably attributed  to  their  laxity  of  manners  and  dissoluteness  of  life. 
To  oppose  his  formidable  antagonists  in  every  part  of  Europe,  the 
Pope  had  given  his  confidence  and  encouragement  to  the  Theatins, 
and  other  isolated  preachers,  who  were  labouring  at  once  to  pro- 
tect and  to  piu'ify  the  fold,  by  diffusing  among  them  their  own 
deep  and  genuine  spirit  of  devotion.  At  such  a  moment  it  seemed 
an  equivocal  or  dangerous  policy  to  call  another  religious  order 
into  existence.  Botli  the  new  and  zealous  allies,  and  the  ancient 
supporters,  of  the  Papacy,  might  be  expect<jd  to  regard  such  an 
institution  with  extreme  jealousy  and  disfavour.  Neither  did  the 
morbid  foresight  of  the  Vatican  fail  to  perceive,  that  the  chief  of 
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a  society  projected  on  a  plan  of  such  stupendous  magnitude,  might 
become  a  dangerous  rival  even  to  the  successors  of  St.  Peter. 

Ignatius,  therefore,  consumed  three  years  in  improfitable  suits 
for  a  bull  of  incorporation.  He  endeavoured,  by  lavish  promises, 
to  propitiate  not  mere  mortal  man  only,  but  the  Deity  himself. 
He  engaged  to  offer  three  thousand  masses,  if  so  his  prayer  might 
be  granted.  Earth  and  heaven  seemed  equally  deaf  to  his  offers, 
when  at  length  terror  extracted  from  Paul  the  Third  the  con- 
cession which  no  entreaty  and  no  prayers  had  been  able  to  extort. 

The  Reformation  had  crossed  the  Alps,  and  made  an  alarming 
progress  in  the  very  bosom  of  Italy.  Ferrara  seemed  about  to  fall 
away  from  the  Church  of  Eome,  as  Germany,  England,  and  Swit- 
zerland had  fallen.  The  death-struggle  between  the  contending 
powers  could  no  longer  be  averted  or  postponed.  The  Consistory 
then  became  enlightened  to  see  the  Divine  hand  in  a  scheme 
which  they  had,  till  then,  regarded  as  the  suspicious  device  of  an 
ambitious  and  formidable  man.  They  could  no  longer  refuse  the 
gratuitous  and  devoted  services  of  a  host,  called,  as  it  might  seem, 
into  existence,  for  the  express  purpose  of  defeating  their  hitherto 
invincible  enemies  —  a  host  animated  by  an  enthusiasm  as  ardent 
as  that  of  the  Eeformers  themselves,  informed  by  a  learning  not 
less  profound  than  theirs,  and  guided  by  that  singleness  of  will 
and  fixedness  of  purpose  in  which  Luther  and  his  associates  were 
so  eminently  defective. 

On  the  27th  of  September,  1540,  Paul  the  Third,  therefore, 
affixed  the  papal  seal  to  the  bull  of  "  Regimini,"  the  Magna 
Chai'ter  of  the  Order  of  Jesus,  Admirable  as  was  the  foresight 
which  dictated  this  grant,  it  was  made  with  undisguised  reluctance, 
with  painful  misgivings,  and  with  an  anxiety  of  which  the  instru- 
ment itself  affords  the  clearest  evidence.  It  places  in  the  lips  of 
the  new  society  the  following  emphatical  profession  of  their  future 
subjection  to  the  power  from  which  they  were  to  derive  their  cor- 
porate existence :  — 

"  Quamvis  Evangelio  doceamur,  et  fide  orthodoxa  cognoscamu«?, 
ac  firmiter  profiteamur,  omnes  Chvisti  fideles  Romano  Pontifici 
tanquam  capiti,  ac  Jesu  Christi  vicario,  subesse ;  ad  major  em  tamen 
nostriB  societatis  humilitatem,  ac  perfectam  unius  cuj usque  mortifi- 
cationem,  et  voluntatum  nostrarum  abnegationem,  summopere 
conducere  judicavimus,  singulos  nos,  ultra  illud  commune  vincu- 
lum, special!  voto  abstringi,  ita  ut  quicquid  Romani  Pontifices 
pro  tempore  exist entes  jusserint,  quantum  in  nobis  fuerit  exequi 
teneamur." 

So  wrote  the  Pope  in  the  person  of  his  new  Praetorians.  The 
The  first  care  of  Ignatius  was  the  election  of  a  General  of  that 
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formidable  band.  For  that  purpose  he  summoned  the  chief  mem- 
bers of  his  company  to  Home.  They  all  concurred  in  choosing 
himself.  He  declined  the  proffered  honour,  and  was  a  second  time 
unanimously  elected.  Again  he  refused  to  govern,  unless  his  con- 
fessor, to  whom,  as  he  said,  all  his  bad  dispositions  were  known, 
should  command  him,  in  the  name  of  Christ,  to  submit  to  the  hard 
necessity.  The  confessor  accordingly  pronounced  that  solemn 
injunction,  and  then  Ignatius  Loyola  ascended  the  throne  of 
which  he  had  been  so  long  laying  the  foimdations.  It  will  be 
credible  that  he  seriously  contemplated  the  renunciation  of  that 
high  reward,  when  it  shall  be  ascertained  that  Julius  became  Dic- 
tator, Cromwell  Protector,  and  Napoleon  First  Consul,  in  their 
own  despite ;  but  not  till  then. 

When  finally  invested  with  sovereignty,  Ignatius  wielded  the 
sceptre  as  best  becomes  an  absolute  monarch,  magnanimously  and 
with  imfaltering  decision ;  reverenced,  but  exciting  no  servile  fear ; 
beloved,  but  permitting  no  rude  familiarity;  declining  no  enter- 
prise which  high  daring  might  accomplish,  attempting  none  which 
headlong  ambition  might  suggest ;  self-multiplied  in  the  ministers 
of  his  will ;  yielding  to  them  a  large  and  generous  confidence ;  trust- 
ing no  man  whom  he  had  not  deeply  studied ;  assigning  to  none  a 
province  beyond  the  range  of  his  capacity. 

Though  not  in  books,  yet  in  the  school  of  active,  and  especially 
of  military  life,  Ignatius  had  learnt  the  great  secret  of  government, 
at  least  of  his  government,  lliat  secret  is,  that  the  social  affec- 
tions, when  concentrated  within  a  well-defined  circle,  possess 
an  intensity  and  an  endiu-ance  unrivalled  by  those  passions  of 
which  self  is  the  immediate  object.  He  had  the  sagacity  to 
perceive  that  emotions  like  those  with  which  a  Spartan  or  a  Jew 
had  yearned  over  the  land  and  the  institutions  of  their  fathers  — 
emotions  stronger  than  appetite,  vanity,  ambition,  avarice,  or 
death  itself  —  might  be  kindled  in  the  members  of  his  order,  if  he 
could  grasp  those  mainsprings  of  human  action  of  which  the  Greek 
and  the  Hebrew  legislators  had  obtained  the  mastery.  Nor  did  he 
make  the  attempt  in  vain. 

He  legislated  at  once  in  the  spirit  of  his  early  and  of  his  late 
profession  —  as  a  soldier  and  as  a  spiritual  champion  of  the  Church 
of  Kome.  Obedience,  prompt,  absolute,  blind,  and  unhesitating 
—  the  cardinal  virtue  of  both  —  was  the  basis  of  his  religious 
institute.  Such  submission,  however  arduous  in  appearance,  is 
in  reality  the  leavSt  irksome  of  all  self-sacrifices.  The  mysterious 
gift  of  free  will  is  the  heaviest  burthen  of  the  vast  multitude  of 
mankind.  The  free  subjects,  and  the  heavenly  appointed  ministers, 
of  the  Jewish  theoci*acy,  took  refuge  from  that  service  in  the  des- 
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potism  of  a  man  whose  sole  praise  it  was  to  be  taller  by  the  head 
and  shoulders  than  any  of  them."  In  the  same  spirit  men  every 
where  desire  to  walk  by  sight,  not  by  faith  —•  to  obey  the  stern 
command  of  a  superior,  if  so  they  may  be  absolved  from  listening 
for  the  still  small  voice  of  conscience  —  to  bear  the  yoke  of  spiritual 
bondage,  if  so  they  may  escape  the  fatigue  of  study,  the  labour  of 
meditation,  the  pains  of  doubt,  and  the  anxieties  of  mental  free- 
dom. Ignatius  had  well  observed  this  propensity  of  the  human  heart, 
and  he  framed  the  Jesuit  code  with  a  constant  reference  to  it. 

He  ordained  that  his  order  should  be  an  elective  absolute  mon- 
archy for  life.  The  Sovereign,  or  General,  was  to  be  chosen  by  a 
small  senate  or  aristocracy.  He  was,  of  course,  to  possess  every 
divine  grace,  and  every  human  virtue.  But  he  was  also  to  possess 
middle  age,  good  health,  good  looks ;  and,  if  to  these  gifts  could 
be  added  former  rank  and  consideration  in  the  world,  so  much  the 
better.    . 

Christendom  was  to  be  divided  into  provinces,  over  each  of 
which  a  president  or  provincial  was  to  rule.  To  control  the  powers 
of  the  monarch,  each  of  the  five  chief  provincials  was  to  have  at 
Rome  a  representative,  called  an  assistant ;  and  the  five  assistants 
were  to  form  a  coimcil,  who  should  at  once  advise  the  general  and 
watch  over  his  conduct.  The  general,  and  each  of  his  provincials, 
was  to  have  attached  to  him  a  functionary  called  a  monitor ;  whose 
office  may  be  best  described  as  being  that  of  an  external  conscience. 

Such  securities  as  these  were,  however,  totally  inadequate  to 
restrain  the  high  prerogatives  of  Ignatius  and  his  successors.  They 
were  to  inspect  the  secrets  of  the  soul  of  each  member  of  the 
society,  which,  for  that  purpose,  were  to  be  disclosed  to  the  general 
by  the  provincial  in  letters  written  as  frequently  as  once  a  week. 
All  employments  and  dignities  of  which  any  Jesuit  was  capable, 
were  reserved  for  the  patronage  of  the  general,  and  of  him  alone. 
He  was  to  assign  to  each  member  his  duty  and  his  station.  The 
whole  property  of  the  order  was  to  be  at  his  absolute  disposal. 
He  might  alter  the  law,  or,  in  particular  cases,  dispense  with  the 
observance  of  it. 

To  the  vows  of  obedience,  poverty,  and  chastity,  common  to  all  the 
monastic  orders,  the  professed  Jesuit  was  to  add  an  oath  to  proceed 
instantly  to  any  part  of  the  world  to  which  the  Pope  might  send 
him  for  the  advancement  of  religion  ;  and  every  Jesuit  was  to  bind 
himself  to  reject  all  secular  or  ecclesiastical  dignities,  except  such 
as  the  society  itself  might  have  to  bestow.  But  it  was  provided 
that  if  the  Pope  should  constrain  any  member  to  accept  a  bishopric, 
he  would,  in  that  capacity,  give  heed  to  the  advice  of  his  general. 

None  might  be  admitted  into  the  society  without  some  remark- 
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able  endowments  of  intellect  and  piety,  nor  without  good  hea^lth, 
an  agreeable  person,  and  attractive  manners.  The  novice  was  to 
renounce  to  the  society  all  his  worldly  possessions.  He  must  be 
exempt  from  all  fetters  of  betrothment,  or  of  any  other  contract 
which  might  bring  him  within  the  reach  of  the  civil  tribunals. 

The  process  of  what  may  be  called  "  breaking  in "  a  young 
Jesuit,  was  prescribed  with  great  minuteness  and  severity.  The 
objects  of  this  discipline  were  to  subdue  all  habits  of  indolence,  to  ex- 
tinguish every  sentiment  of  aristocratic  rank,  to  eradicate  the  pride 
of  personal  independence,  to  infuse  into  the  soul  a  spirit  of  instant, 
imscrupulous,  unhesitating  obedience,  and  to  fasten  on  it  the  con- 
viction that  from  the  lips  of  the  Superior  were  to  be  gathered  the 
very  oracles  of  God.  To  accomplish  these  ends,  the  appointed 
system  of  education  was  to  be  pursued  with  an  intensity  of  pur- 
pose never  to  be  relaxed.  The  Superior  was  never  to  shrink  from 
the  infliction  of  any  necessary  or  wholesome  pain.  The  Pupil  was 
never  to  decline  to  apply  himself  to  any  useful  arts,  however  mean, 
humiliating,  or  offensive. 

In  the  science  of  social  Dynamics  it  is  written,  that  he  is  the 
king  of  men,  jiii^  dimno,  who,  with  the  sublimest  purposes  and 
the  most  inflexible  will,  exacts  the  most  absolute  submission 
and  the  most  painful  sacrifices.  To  him  are  drawn  the  feeble- 
minded by  the  instinct  of  obedienice,  the  audacious  by  the  force 
of  sympathy,  the  torpid  by  the  craving  for  stimulants,  the  sceptical 
by  the  thirst  for  certainties,  and  the  unoccupied  by  the  desire  to 
employ  their  inefiectual  energies.  By  this  title  reigned  Lycurgus 
and  Mahomet  over  nations,  Zeno  in  the  schools,  Benedict  in  the 
cloister,  Columbus  in  exploration,  Cortes  in  the  camp,  and  Ignatius 
Loyola  over  the  host  which,  at  his  summons,  gathered  round  him 
to  extend  the  dominion  of  the  Church  of  Rome  over  the  heretical 
and  the  heathen  nations  of  the  earth. 

It  was  with  a  sublime  audacity  that  he  demanded  their  obedience. 
It  was  to  be  rendered,  not  merely  in  the  outward  act,  but  by  the 
understanding  and  the  will.  He  spoke  to  them,  not  with  the 
timidity  of  a  fallible  teacher,  but  as  one  invested  with  the  delegated 
prerogatives  of  the  divine  Redeemer  himself.  '*  Non  intueamini 
in  persona  superioris,  hominem  obnoxium  erroribus  atque  miseriis, 
seel  Ghivstum  ipaurtiJ^  "  Superioris  vocem  ac  jussa  non  secus  ac 
Ghiisti  vocem  accipite."  "  Ut  statuatis  vobiscum  quicquid  superior 
prsecipit  ipsius  Dei  prseceptum  esse  ac  voluntatem." 

He  who  wrote  thus  had  not  lightly  observed  how  the  spirit  of 
man  exults  in  bondage,  if  permitted  to  believe  that  the  chain  has 
been  spontaneously  assumed. 

Neither  had  he  inattentively  examined  the  motives  which  will 
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sometimes  stimulate  the  most  submissive  to  revolt.  He  gi'anted 
to  his  followers  the  utmost  liberty  in  outward  things,  which  could 
be  reconciled  with  their  spiritual  servitude.  The  enslaved  soul 
was  not  to  be  rudely  reminded  of  her  slavery.  There  was  to  be 
no  peculiar  dress,  —  no  routine  of  prayers  and  canticles,  —  no  pre- 
scribed system  of  austerities,  —  no  monastic  seclusions. 

Ignatius  knew  well  how  awful  is  the  might  of  folly  in  all  sub- 
lunary affairs.  Therefore  no  frivolous,  fickle,  or  feeble-minded 
proselyte  was  to  find  a  place  in  his  brotherhood. 

He  must  be  served  by  virgin  minds,  who  could  be  ruled  by 
prejudices  of  his  own  engrafting.  Therefore  no  one  could  be 
admitted  who  had  worn,  though  but  for  a  single  day,  the  habit  of 
any  other  religious  order. 

Stern  initiatory  discipline  must  probe  the  spirits  of  the  pro- 
fessed ;  for  both  scandal  and  danger  would  attend  the  faintness  of 
any  leader  in  the  host.  Gentler  probations  must  suffice  for  co- 
adjutors, whether  lay  or  spiritual ;  for  no  host  is  complete  without 
a  body  of  irregular  partisans. 

The  general  himself — the  centre  and  animating  spirit  of  the  whole 
company — he  must  rule  for  life,  because  ambition  and  cabal  will 
fill  up  the  intervals  between  frequent  elections,  and  because  the 
reverence  due  to  royalty  is  impaired  by  the  aspect  of  dethroned 
sovereigns.  He  must  be  absolute,  because  human  authority  can 
on  no  other  terms  exhibit  itself  as  the  image  of  the  Divine. 
He  must  reign  at  a  distance,  and  in  solitude,  because  no  govern- 
ment is  effective  in  which  imagination  has  not  her  proper  work  to 
do.  He  must  be  the  ultimate  depository  of  the  secrets  of  the 
conscience  of  each  of  his  subjects,  because  power  can  be  irresistible 
only  when  guided  by  unlimited  knowledge.  No  subject  of  his 
might  accept  any  dignity,  ecclesiastical  or  civil,  beyond  the 
precincts  of  the  order,  because  the  general  himself  must  be 
supreme  in  rank  as  in  dominion,  and  must  alone  possess  the  means 
of  gratifying  the  ambition,  and  attracting  to  himself  the  homage, 
of  his  dependents. 

And  the  ultimate  object  of  this  scheme  of  government,  —  it 
must  be  vast  enough  to  expand  the  soul  of  the  proselyte  to  a  full 
sense  of  her  own  dignity ;  and  practical  enough  to  provide  in- 
cessant occupation  for  his  time  and  thoughts ;  and  difficult  enough 
to  bring  all  his  powers  into  strenuous  activity ;  and  dangerous 
enough  to  teach  the  lessons  of  mutual  dependence.  There  must 
also  be  conflicts  for  the  brave,  and  intrigues  for  the  subtle,  and 
solitary  labours  for  the  studious,  and  offices  of  mercy  for  the 
compassionate.  To  all  and  to  each  must  be  offered  both  a 
temporal  and  an  eternal  recompence,  —  in  this  life,  the  reward 
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of  a  communion  and  a  sympathy  intense  in  proportion  to  the 
narrowness  of  its  range,  and  stimulating  in  proportion  to  the 
mysterious  secrecy  in  which  it  was  to  be  exercised ;  in  the  life  to 
come,  felicities  of  which  the  anxious  heart  was  not  permitted  to 
doubt :  for  the  promises  of  the  wise,  the  fellowship  of  the  holy, 
and  the  assurances  of  men  whose  claims  to  the  Divine  favour  it 
would  seem  to  them  impious  to  question,  formed  the  present 
earnest  of  that  celestial  inheritance. 

If  there  be  in  any  of  our  universities  a  professor  of  moral 
philosophy  initiating  his  pupils  into  the  science  of  human  nature, 
let  him  study  the  constitutions  of  Ignatius  Loyola.  They  were 
the  fruit  of  the  solitary  meditation  of  many  years.  His  midnight 
lamp  threw  its  rays  on  nothing  but  his  crucifix,  his  manuscript, 
his  Thomas  k  Kempis  de  Imitatione,  and  the  New  Testament. 
Any  other  presence  would  have  been  a  profane  intrusion ;  for  the 
work  (so,  at  least,  he  believed  and  taught)  was  but  a  transcript  of 
thoughts  imparted  to  his  disembodied  spirit,  when  in  early  manhood 
it  had  been  caught  up  into  the  seventh  heavens.  As  he  wrote,  a 
lambent  flame,  in  shape  like  a  tongue  of  fire,  is  said  to  have 
hovered  about  his  head ;  and,  as  may  be  read  in  his  own  hand  in 
a  still  extant  paper,  the  hours  of  composition  were  passed  in  tears 
of  devotion,  in  holy  ardour,  in  raptures,  and  amidst  celestial 
apparitions. 

Ignatius  was  not  less  admirable  as  an  administrator,  than  as  a 
giver,  of  laws.  Taking  his  own  immutable  station  at  the  seat  and 
centre  of  spiritual  empire,  he  committed  to  each  of  his  pro- 
consuls his  province,  to  each  of  his  ministers  his  function,  and 
to  the  humblest  of  his  agents  his  task,  according  to  the  natural 
or  acquired  aptitude  of  each  for  the  work  assigned  him.  He 
was  intimately  acquainted  with  the  effects  on  human  character 
of  self-knowledge  —  of  strenuous  activity  —  and  of  protracted 
suffering.  He  therefore  required  his  disciples  to  scrutinise 
the  recesses  of  their  own  hearts  until  they  turned  for  relief  from 
the  wonders  and  the  shame  within  to  the  mysteries  and  the  glories 
of  the  world  of  spirits.  He  exercised  them  by  ceaseless  employ- 
ment, until  the  transmutation  of  means  into  ends  was  complete, 
and  efforts,  at  first  the  most  irksome,  had  become  spontaneous  and 
even  grateful  to  them.  He  disciplined  them  by  every  form  of 
privation  and  self-inflicted  pain,  until  fortitude,  ripening  into  habit, 
became  the  source  of  delights  which,  however  incomprehensible 
to  the  self-indulgent,  are  far  more  real  and  enduring  than  their 
own.  He  rendered  them  stoics,  mystics,  and  enthusiasts;  and 
then  employed  them  in  duties  emphatically  practical,  to  the 
purpose,  and  to  the  time. 
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Ignatius  was  not  merely  a  legislator  and  a  statesman,  but  to  the 
last  breath  he  drew,  a  soldier  also.  He  was  a  general,  whose 
authority  none  might  question,  —  a  comrade  on  whose  cordiality 
all  might  rely,  —  a  leader,  who  partook  in  every  danger  and  hard- 
ship of  his  followers, — a  strategist  of  consummate  skill  and  of  all- 
embracing  survey.  In  his  religious  campaigns  his  policy  was 
always  aggressive.  However  inadequate  might  be  the  force  at  his 
command  for  defensive  operations,  he  never  hesitated  to  weaken 
it  by  detachments  on  a  distant  service,  if  he  could  so  strike  terror 
into  nearer  foes,  and  animate  the  coura^re  of  irresolute  allies. 
In  this  spirit  he  encountered  Lutheranism  in  Europe  by  address- 
ing himself  to  the  conversion  to  the  faith  of  Rome  of  the  barbarous 
or  half-civilised  nations  of  the  earth.  His  searching  eye  long 
scanned  the  characters  of  his  lieutenants  to  discover  which  of  them 
was  best  qualified  for  that  difficult  and  hazardous  office.  Even  to 
him  it  was  not  easy  to  discover  such  men.  They  must  not  be 
only  superior  to  all  the  allurements  of  appetite  and  the  common 
infirmities  of  our  nature,  but  superior  also  to  those  temptations 
which  beset  inquisitive  minds,  and  men  of  the  highest  order  of 
ability.  His  missionaries  must  be  prepared  to  do  and  dare,  but 
not  much  disposed  to  speculate.  They  must  bum  with  an  inex- 
tinguishable zeal,  but  must  be  insensible  to  the  impulse  for  con- 
verting a  subordinate  into  an  independent  command.  He  long 
weighed  this  perplexing  choice,  and  decided  it  at  length  with  the 
utmost  sagacity  and  success.  It  fell  on  many  who  well  fulfilled 
these  conditions,  but  on  none  in  whom  all  the  requisites  combined 
so  marvellously  as  in  the  young  Spanish  noble  who  had  borne 
himself  so  gallantly  in  the  crypt  of  St.  Denys,  and  had  conducted 
the  pilgrimage  to  Eome  of  the  first  little  company  of  the  proselytes 
of  Ignatius. 

It  was  in  the  year  1505,  that  Francis  Xavier,  the  youngest  child 
of  a  numerous  family,  was  born  in  the  castle  of  his  ancestors,  in 
the  Pyrenees.  Robust  and  active,  of  a  gay  humour  and  ardent 
spirit,  the  young  moimtaineer  listened  with  a  throbbing  heart  to 
the  military  legends  of  his  house,  and  to  the  hopes  which  spoke 
of  days  to  come  when  his  illustrious  lineage  should  derive  new 
splendour  from  his  own  achievements.  But  the  hearts  of  his 
parents  yearned  over  the  son  of  their  old  age,  and  the  enthusiasm 
which  would  have  borne  him  to  the  pursuit  of  glory  in  the  camp, 
was  directed  by  their  counsels  to  the  less  hazardous  contest  for 
literary  eminence  at  the  University  of  Paris.  From  the  embrace 
of  Aristotle  and  his  commentators,  he  would,  however,  have  been 
prematurely  withdrawn  by  the  failiu-e  of  his  resoiu-ces  (for  the 
lords  of  Xavier  were  not  wealthy),  if  a  domestic  prophetess  (his 


THE   FOUNDERS   OF   JESUITISM.  121 

elder  sister)  had  not  been  inspired  to  foretell  his  marvellous  career 
and  immortal  recompence.  His  family  acknowledged  that  all 
pecuniary  sacrifices  would  be  wisely  made  for  a  child  destined  to 
have  altars  raised  to  his  name  throughout  the  Catholic  Church, 
and  masses  chanted  to  his  honour  till  time  should  be  no  longer. 
He  was  thus  enabled  to  struggle  on  at  tlie  College  of  St  Barbara, 
until  he  had  become  qualified  to  earn  his  own  maintenance  as  a 
public  teacher  of  philosophy. 

The  chair  of  Xavier  was  crowded   by  the   studious,  and   his 

society  courted  by  the  gay,  the  noble,  and  the  rich.     It  was  courted 

also  by  one  who  stood  aloof  from  the  admiring  multitude,  —  among 

them,  but  not  of  them.     Sordid  in  dress,  but  of  lofty  bearing; 

unimpassioned,  though  intensely  earnest;  abstemious  in  speech, 

yet  uttering  occasionally,  in   deep   and   most    melodious    tones, 

words   of    strange    significance,   Ignatius    Loyola    was   gradually 

working  over  the  mind  of  his  young  companion  a  spell  which  no 

difference  of  taste,  of  habits,  or  of  age,  was  of  power  to  repel. 

Potent  as  it  was,  the  charm  was  long  resisted.     Hilarity  was  the 

native  element  of  Francis  Xavier,  and  his  grave  monitor  afforded 

him  an  inexhaustible  theme  of  mirth  and  raillery.     Armed  with 

satire,  which  was  not  always  playful,  the  light  heart  of  youth 

contended  as  best  it  might  against  the  solemn  impressions  which 

he  could  neither  welcome  nor  avoid.     Whether  Xavier  plunged 

into  the  amusements  in  which  he  delighted,  or  engaged  in  the 

disquisitions  in  which  he  excelled,  or  traced  the  windings  of  the 

Seine  through  the  forest  which  then  lined  its  banks,  Ignatius  was 

still  at  hand,  ready  to  discuss  with  him  the  charms  of  society,  of 

learning,  or  of  nature ;  but  whatever  had  been  the  subject  of  their 

discourse,  it  was  still  closed  by  the  same  awful  inquiry,  "What 

shall  it  profit  the  man  if  he  gain  the  whole  world  and  lose  his 

own  soul  ?  " 

The  world  which  Xavier  had  sought  to  gain  was  already  ex- 
hibiting to  him  its  accustomed  treachery.  It  had  given  him 
entertainment  and  applause,  but  it  had  stolen  from  him  first  his 
self-control,  and  then  his  pupils  and  emoluments.  Ignatius  was 
still  at  hand  to  repair  his  losses.  He  became  the  eulogist  of  the 
genius  and  the  eloquence  of  his  friend.  He  presented  to  him 
the  scholars  attracted  to  his  chair  by  these  paneg3rrics.  He 
repeated  them  in  the  hearing  of  the  delighted  teacher,  but  then, 
when  the  kindling  eye  of  Xavier  attested  the  sense  of  conscious 
merit  and  of  well-established  renown,  he  would  check  the  rising 
exultation  by  the  ever-recurring  inquiiy,  —  "What  shall  it 
profit  ?  " 

Improvidence  squandered  these   new    resources,    but  nothing 
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could  damp  the  zeal  of  Ignatius.  There  he  was  again,  himself 
the  poorest  of  the  poor,  yet  ministering  to  the  wants  of  Xavier 
from  a  purse  filled  by  the  alms  he  had  solicited ;  but  there  again 
was  also  the  same  unvarying  demand  urged  in  the  same  rich 
though  solemn  cadence,  —  "  What  shall  it  profit  ?  " 

In  the  unrelaxing  grasp  of  the  strong  man,  at  once  forgiven 
and  assisted,  beloved  and  rebuked  by  his  stem  associate,  Xavier 
gradually  yielded  to  the  fascination.  He  became,  like  his  monitor, 
impassive,  at  least  in  appearance,  to  all  sublimary  pains  and 
pleasures,  performed  the  initiatory  rite  of  the  Spiritual  Exercises, 
and  joined  with  his  brethren  in  the  vows  of  Montmartre,  surpassed 
them  all  in  the  fervour  of  his  devotion  and  the  austerity  of  his 
self-discipline,  and,  in  the  winter  of  1536,  became  the  leader  of 
their  march  to  the  Eternal  City. 

Accomplished  in  all  courtly  exercises,  he  prepared  for  his 
journey  by  binding  tight  cords  round  his  arms  and  legs,  in  holy 
revenge  for  the  pleasure  which  their  graceful  agility  had  once 
afforded  him,  and  so  pursued  his  way  with  Spartan  constancy,  till 
the  corroded  flesh  closed  obstinately  over  the  ligatures.  Miracle, 
the  ever  prompt  handmaid  of  the  energetic  children  of  the  Church 
of  Rome,  burst  the  bands  which  no  surgeon  could  unloose,  and 
her  friendly  presence  was  then  attested  by  the  toils  which  his 
unfettered  limbs  immediately  endured  in  the  menial  service  of 
his  fellow-travellers. 

At  Venice  they  rejoined  Ignatius,  and  there  employed  them- 
selves in  ministering  to  the  patients  in  the  hospitals.  Foremost 
in  every  act  of  intrepid  self-mortification,  Xavier  signalised  his 
zeal  by  exploits,  the  mere  mention  of  which  the  stomachs  of  our 
feebler  generation  could  not  endure.  While  thus  courting  all 
the  physical  tortures  of  piu-gatory,  his  soul  inhaled  the  anticipated 
delights  of  Paradise.  These  penances  and  raptures  brought  him 
twice  to  the  gates  of  death  ;  and  then,  in  what  he  supposed  to  be 
his  last  extremity,  he  caused  himself  to  be  borne  to  places  of 
public  resort,  that  his  ghastly  aspect  might  teach  the  awful  lessons 
which  his  tongue  was  no  longer  able  to  pronounce. 

Such  prodigies,  whether  enacted  by  the  saints  of  Rome,  or  by 
the  saints  of  Benares,  exhibit  a  sovereignty  of  the  spiritual  over  the 
animal  nature,  which  can  hardly  be  contemplated  without  some 
feelings  akin  to  reverence.  But,  on  the  whole,  the  hooked  Faqueer, 
spinning  round  his  gibbet,  is  the  more  respectable  suicide  of  the 
two.  His  homage  is  at  least  meet  for  the  deity  he  worships.  But 
that  gracious  Being,  whose  name  had  been  assumed  by  Xavier 
and  his  associates,  was  equally  victorious  over  the  stoical  illusions 
and  the  lower  desires  of  our  nature.   When  He  made  himself  of  no 
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reputation,  and  took  on  Him  the  form  of  a  servant,  He  yet  sought 
repose  amongst  the  domestic  charities  of  life,  and  condescended  to 
accept  those  blameless  solaces  which  life  has  to  offer  to  the  weary 
and  heavy  laden.  No  services  were  ever  offered  to  Him  less  in 
harmony  with  His  serene  self-reverence,  than  the  vehement  emotions, 
the  squalid  filth,  and  the  lacerated  frames  of  the  first  members  of 
the  Society  of  Jesus. 

Whatever  might  have  been  the  reward  of  Xavier's  self-mortifi- 
cations in  another  life,  his  name  would  probably  have  left  no  trace 
in  this  world's  records,  had  it  not  happened  that  John  III.  of 
Portugal,  resolving  to  plant  the  Christian  faith  in  the  Indian 
territories  which  had  become  subject  to  the  dominion  or  influence 
of  his  crown,  petitioned  the  Pope  to  select  some  fit  leader  of  this 
peaceful  crusade.  The  choice  first  fell  on  Bobadilla,  who,  however, 
was  immediately  seized  with  a  fever  of  such  violence  as  disqualified 
him  for  the  enterprise.  Then  it  was,  as  we  are  told,  that  Ignatius 
was  enlightened  from  on  high  to  perceive  in  Xavier  the  vessel  of 
election.     The  Holy  Father  ratified  the  choice. 

A  happier  selection  could  not  have  been  made ;  and  never  was  a 
summons  to  toil,  to  suffering,  and  to  death,  so  joyously  received.  In 
the  visions  of  the  night,  he  had  often  groaned  beneath  the  incumbent 
weight  of  a  wild  Indian,  of  ebon  hue  and  gigantic  stature  seated  on 
his  shoulders.  In  those  dreams  he  had  often  traversed  tempestuous 
seas,  enduring  shipwreck,  famine,  and  persecution,  in  their  most 
ghastly  forms ;  and,  as  each  peril  was  encountered,  his  panting  soul 
had  invoked  yet  more  abundant  opportunities  of  making  such 
glorious  sacrifices  for  the  conversion  of  mankind.  And  now,  when 
the  clearer  sense  and  the  approaching  accomplishment  of  these 
dark  intimations  were  disclosed  to  him,  passionate  sobs  attested  the 
rapture  which  his  tongue  was  unable  to  speak.  He  fell  on  his 
knees  before  Ignatius,  kissed  the  feet  of  the  holy  father,  repaired 
his  tattered  cassock,  and,  with  no  other  provision  than  his  breviary, 
left  Eome  on  the  15th  of  March,  1540,  for  Lisbon,  his  destined 
port  of  em])arcation  for  the  East. 

Light  of  heart,  and  joyful  in  discourse,  he  travelled  from  Eome 
across  the  Alps  and  Pyrenees.  As  he  descended  the  southern 
slopes  of  his  native  mountains,  there  rose  to  his  sight  the  venerable 
towers,  beneath  which  he  had  enjoyed  the  sports  of  childhood,  and 
woven  the  day-dreams  of  youth ;  where  still  lived  the  mother,  who, 
during  his  first  eighteen  years,  had  day  by  day  watched  over  him, 
and  blessed  him,  and  the  saintly  sister,  whose  inspired  voice  had 
foretold  his  present  high  vocation.  But  it  was  all  too  high  for 
even  a  momentary  intrusion  of  the  holiest  of  those  feelings  which 
are  merely  human.     He  was  on  his  way  with  tidings  of  mercy  to  a 
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perishing  world,  and  had  not  one  Itour  to  waste,  nor  one  pai-ting 
teai'  to  bestow,  on  those  whom  ho  best  loved  and  most  revered, 
and  whom,  in  this  life,  he  could  never  hope  to  meet  again. 
We  are  not  left  to  conjecture  in  what  light  his  conduct  waa 
regarded.  Martin  D'Aypilciieta,  sumamed  the  Doctor  of  Navarre, 
a  grave  and  well-beneficed  divine  (a  shrewd,  thriving,  hospit- 
able, much  respected  man,  no  unlikely  candidate  for  the 
mitre,  and  a  candidate,  too,  in  his  own  drowsy  way,  for  amaranthine 
crowQB,  and  celestial  blessedness),  was  the  maternal  imde  of  Xavier, 
and  very  plausibly  believed  his  nephew  mad.  He  favoured  his 
enthnsiaatic  kinsman  with  much  judicious  remonstrance  against 
Ilia  suicidal  project.  Half  sportive,  half  indignant,  waa  Xavier's 
answer : — "  I  care  little,  most  illustrious  Doctor,  for  the  judgment 
of  men,  and  least  of  all  for  their  judgment,  who  decide  before  they 
hear  and  before  they  understand."  Mad  or  sober,  he  waa  at  least 
impelled  by  a  force,  at  the  first  shock  of  which  the  tuiited 
judiciousness  and  respectability  of  mankind  must  needs  fall  to 
pieces, — the  force  of  will,  concentrated  on  one  gi-eat  end,  and 
elevated  above  the  misty  regions  of  doubt  to  that  unclouded 
atmosphere,  where  Faith,  attended  by  her  Sister  Graces,  Hope  and 
Courage,  Joy  and  Fortitude,  converts  the  future  into  tlie  present, 
and  casts  the  brightest  hues  over  objects  the  most  repulsive  to 
sense,  and  the  most  painful  to  our  feeble  nature. 

As  the  vessel  in  which  Xavier  embarked  for  India  fell  down  the 
Tagus,  and  shook  out  her  reefs  to  the  wind,  many  an  eye  was 
dim  with  unwonted  tears,  for  she  bore  a  regiment  of  a  thousand 
men  to  reinforce  the  garrison  of  Goa ;  nor  could  the  bravest  of 
that  gallant  host  gaze  on  the  receding  land  without  foreboding  that 
he  might  never  see  again  those  dark  chestnut  forests  and  rich  orange 
groves,  with  the  peaceful  convents  and  the  long-loved  bomea 
reposing  in  their  bosom.  The  countenance  of  Xavier  alone 
beamed  with  delight.  He  knew  that  he  shoiild  never  tread  his 
native  mountains  more ;  but  he  felt  that  he  was  not  an  exile.  Ho 
was  to  depend  for  food  and  raiment  on  the  bounty  of  his  fellow- 
passengers;  but  no  thought  for  the  morrow  troubled  him.  He  wa3 
going  to  convert  nations  of  which  be  knew  neither  the  language 
nor  even  the  names ;  but  his  soul  was  oppressed  with  no  misgivings. 
Worn  by  incessant  sickness,  with  the  refuse  food  of  the  lowest 
seamen  for  bis  diet,  and  the  cordage  of  the  ship  for  bis  couch,  he 
rendered  to  the  diseased  services  too  revolting  to  be  described,  and 
lived  among  the  dying  and  the  profligate,  the  unwearied  minister 
of  consolation  and  of  peace.  In  the  midst  of  that  floating  throng 
he  knew  both  how  to  create  for  himself  a  sacred  solitude,  and  how 
to  mix  in  all  their  pursuits  in  the  free  spirit  of  a  man  of  the  world. 
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a  gentleman,  and  a  scholar.  With  the  viceroy  and  his  officers,  he 
talked  as  pleased  them  best,  of  war  or  trade,  of  politics  or  navigation. 
To  restrain  the  common  soldiers  from  gambling,  he  invented  for 
their  amusement  less  dangerous  pastimes,  or  even  held  the  stakes 
for  which  they  played,  that,  by  his  presence  and  his  gay  discomrse, 
he  might  at  least  check  the  excesses  which  he  could  not  entirely 
prevent! 

Five  weary  months  (weary  to  all  but  him)  brought  the  ship  to 
Mozambique,  where  an  endemic  fever  threatened  a  premature  grave 
to  the  apostle  of  the  Indies.  But  his  was  not  a  spirit  to  be 
quenched  or  allayed  by  the  fiercest  paroxysms  of  disease.  At 
each  remission  of  his  malady  he  crawled  to  the  beds  of  his  fellow- 
sufferers  to  soothe  their  terrors,  or  assuage  their  pains.  Just 
thirteen  months  after  his  departure  from  Lisbon,  he  reached  Groa ; 
the  most  wretched  of  mankind  to  the  eye  of  any  casual  observer, 
but,  in  the  esteem  of  his  shipmates,  the  happiest  and  the  most  holy. 

At  Goa  Xavier  was  shocked,  and,  had  he  been  susceptible  of 
fear,  would  have  been  dismayed,  by  the  almost  universal  depravity 
of  the  inhabitants.  It  exhibited  itself  in  those  revolting  forms 
which  characterise  the  crimes  of  civilised  men,  when  settled  among 
a  feebler  race,  and  released  from  the  restraints  and  conventional 
decencies  of  civilisation.  Swinging  a  huge  bell  in  his  hand, 
Xavier  passed  along  the  streets  of  the  city,  imploring  the  astonished 
crowd  to  send  their  children  to  him  to  be  instructed  in  the  religion 
which  they  continued  at  least  to  profess.  Though  he  had  never 
been  addressed  by  the  soul-stirring  name  of  father,  he  knew  that 
there  is  one  chord  which  can  never  be  wholly  out  of  tune  in  the 
hardest  and  the  most  dissolute  heart  which  has  once  felt  the 
parental  instinct.  A  crowd  of  little  ones  were  quickly  placed  under 
his  charge.  He  lived  among  them,  at  once  the  most  laborious  of 
teachers  and  the  gentlest  and  gayest  of  friends ;  and  then  returned 
them  to  their  homes,  that,  by  their  example,  they  might  there 
impart,  with  the  unconscious  eloquence  of  filial  love,  the  lessons  of 
wisdom  and  of  piety  which  they  had  been  taught. 

No  cry  of  human  miseiy  reached  him  in  vain.  He  took  up  his 
abode  in  the  hospitals ;  selecting  that  of  the  leprous  as  the  object 
of  his  peculiar  care.  Even  in  the  haunts  of  debauchery,  and  at 
the  tables  of  the  profligate,  he  was  to  be  seen  an  honoured  and  a 
welcome  guest.  He  delighted  that  most  unmeet  audience  with 
the  vivacity  of  his  discourse ;  and  spared  neither  pungent  jests  to 
render  vice  ridiculous,  nor  sportive  flatteries  to  allure  the  fallen 
back  to  the  paths  of  soberness  and  virtue.  These  were  hazards  not 
to  be  incurred,  even  by  Francis  Xavier,  with  impunity.  Suspicion 
and  reproach  followed,  and  still  pursue,  these  deviations  from  the 
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highways  of  Christian  instruction ;  nor  would  it  perhaps  be  possible 
to  make  a  successful  defence  of  all  the  freedoms  into  which  his 
ardent  zeal  occasionally  urged  him.  But  strong  in  purity  of  pur- 
pose, and  stronger  still  in  one  sacred  remembrance,  he  was  content 
to  be  called  "  the  friend  of  publicans  and  sinners."  He  had  long 
since  deserted  the  standard  of  Prudence,  the  offspring  of  Fore- 
thought, for  the  banners  of  Wisdom,  the  child  of  Love,  and  fol- 
lowed them  through  perils  not  to  be  braved  with  impunity  under 
any  less  triumphant  leaders. 

Eugged  were  the  ways  along  which  he  was  thus  conducted.  In 
those  times,  as  in  our  own,  there  was  a  pearl  fishery  on  the  western 
shores  of  the  Strait  of  Manaar,  and  then,  as  now,  the  pearl  divers 
formed  a  separate  and  a  degraded  caste.  It  was  not  till  after  a 
residence  of  many  months  at  Goa  that  Xavier  heard  of  these 
people.  H^  heard  that  they  were  ignorant  and  miserable,  and  he  in- 
quired no  farther.  On  that  burning  shore  his  bell  once  more  rang 
out  an  invitation  of  mercy,  and  again  were  gathered  around  him 
troops  of  inquisitive  and  docile  children.  He  lived  long  among 
these  abject  fishermen ;  his  only  food  their  rice  and  water,  their 
huts  his  only  shelter,  and  a  sleep  of  three  hours  during  the  four 
and  twenty  the  measure  of  his  repose.  He  became  at  once  their 
physician,  the  arbiter  in  their  disputes,  and  their  advocate  with  the 
Governor  of  Goa  for  the  remission  of  their  annual  tribute. 

He  became  also  their  teacher  in  the  doctrines  and  precei)ts  of 
Christianity.  Destitute  as  he  was,  at  first,  of  any  acquaint<ance 
with  their  language,  the  undertaking  woidd  have  daunted  any 
spirit  less  ardent  than  his ;  and  it  is,  indeed,  to  this  day,  disputed, 
between  the  members  of  his  order  and  their  antagonists,  whether 
he  acquitted  himself  of  it  in  anything  more  than  outward  sem- 
blance and  unmeaning  form. 

"WTien  the  inhabitants  of  Cape  Comorin  were  delivered  by  the 
Portuguese  from  their  Mahomedan  invaders,  they  did  homage  to 
their  new  masters  by  submitting  their  persons  to  the  baptismal  ab- 
lution, though  their  minds  remained  as  dark  as  before,  and  their 
course  of  life  not  less  licentious.  To  these  Paravas  (so  they  were 
called)  Xavier  proceeded;  taking  with  him  two  interpreters,  ap- 
point^id  to  that  service  by  the  Bishop  of  Goa.  In  a  letter  to  his 
brethren  of  the  Society  of  Jesus,  dated  in  January  1544,  he  thus 
describes  his  method  of  introducing  these  people  to  the  knowledge 
of  the  Christian  faith  :  — 

Having  carefully  selected  some  of  the  more  intelligent  of  their 

number,  and  especially  such  of  them  as  could  converse  both  in  the 

*  ^h  and  the  Malabar  tongues,  he  laboriously  accomplished,  by 

I9  translations  of  the  Catechism,  of  the  Apostles'  Creed,  of 
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the  Ten  Commandments,  of  the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  of  some  of  the 
devotional  oflBces  of  the  Church  of  Kome.  After  committing  these 
versions  to  his  own  memory,  he  undertook  a  circuit  through  the 
country ;  summoning  the  natives  to  gather  round  him  at  each  town 
and  village  by  the  sound  of  liis  bell,  which  he  rang  out  on  his 
arrival  there.  To  these  assemblages  he  recited  his  formulaiies, 
repeating  them  again  and  again,  until  they  had  learnt  them  by 
heart.  The  children,  as  usual,  proved  the  aptest  scholars;  and 
when  they  were  perfect  in  their  tasks,  he  despatched  them  to  teach 
what  they  had  thus  acquired,  to  their  parents  and  neighbours. 

On  every  Sunday  he  preached  on  the  texts  thus  impressed  before- 
hand on  the  minds  of  his  hearers ;  employing,  of  course,  at  first, 
the  intervention  of  his  interpreters.  These  sermons  opened  with  a 
comment  on  the  Creed ;  to  each  article  of  which  his  hearers,  and 
especially  the  candidates  for  baptism,  gave  their  audible  assent. 
The  Commandments  were  then  repeated  and  explained;  each 
Commandment  being  succeeded  by  a  prayer  (in  which  the  whole 
assembly  joined)  for  grace  to  observe  it.  The  Lord's  Prayer  fol- 
lowed; and  the  series  of  congregational  offices  was  closed  by 
Xavier's  reciting,  in  the  language  of  his  hearers,  an  epitome  of  the 
Christian  faith,  and  an  exhortation  to  lead  a  Christian  life.  Then 
came  the  baptism  of  the  catechumens ;  after  which  the  assembly 
was  dismissed. 

In  every  heathen  land  which  he  subsequently  visited,  Xavier 
pursued  the  same  method  of  propagating  the  faith.  A  most  inef- 
fectual method,  in  the  judgment  of  liis  Protestant  censors.  They 
have  no  respect  or  forgiveness  for  his  barbarous  translations  into 
semi-barbarous  tongues,  of  formularies  and  symbols  which  the 
most  profound  scholars  have  but  imperfectly  succeeded  in  transfus- 
ing into  the  most  polished  dialects  of  modern  Europe.  They  find 
much  occasion  for  mirth  in  the  grotesque  accents  in  which  the 
missionary's  unpractised  tongue  must  have  preached  in  a  foreign 
idiom,  and  fn  the  darkness  in  which  an  impromptu  interpretation 
must  have  involved  his  sermons.  To  inject  into  uncultivated  minds 
thoughts  so  remote  from  their  antecedent  knowledge  and  concep- 
tions, is  pronounced  a  desperate  enterprise ;  and  it  is  not  without  a 
compassionate  smile  that  these  critics  refer  to  the  prejudice  which 
has  ventured  to  claim  the  reverence  of  mankind  for  such  delirious 
zeal,  and  so  much  impotent  benevolence. 

If  this  judgment  be  just,  it  must  at  least  be  acknowledged  to  be 
a  notable  and  curious  occurrence,  that  such  a  man  as  Francis 
Xavier  first  al)andoned  himself  to  a  life  of  religious  extravagance, 
and  then  became  the  unconscious  chronicler  of  his  own  folly.  He 
who  had  taught  the  learning  of  his  times  with  high  applause  at 


Paris,  was  certainly  no  prating  sciolist     The  friend  and  cLos 
companion  of  Ignatius  Loyola  and  of  lago  Laynez,  could  nut  lie  ' 
deatitflte  of  that  wisdom  which  is  to  lie  gained  by  converse  with 
the  wise.     He  who  had  associated  with  every  class  of  society,  from 
the  hospital  to  the  throne,  could  not  be  unprovided  with  the  know- 
ledge which  the  world  has  to  impait.     The  author  of  such  mis- 
sionary journals  as  his  could  not  be  wanting  in  clear  good  senseiij 
for  in  that  respect  they  may  well  challenge  comparison  with  tb< 
best  performances  of  the  most  sober-minded  of  those  who,  in  ouiff 
own  days,  have  described  their  own  labours  in  the  same  field,    Noi 
could  Xavier  have  been  betrayed,  as  so  many  are  betrayed,  into 
foolishness  by  knavery;   for  tlie  most  jealous  eyes  have  searchet 
hie  reports  and  letters  in  vain  for  one  wilful  deviation  from  trutl^ 
or  for  80  much  as  a  solitary  proof  that  he  was  actuated  by  any  i 
direct  or  sinister  designs.     Strange  then  is  it,  if  such  a  man  drei 
a  self-portraiture,  fidl  of  glaring  absurdity,  without  perceiving  it.   i 

It  is  not  improbable  that  these  or  some  similar  censures  m«f\ 
have  reached  iia  own  ears.  The  sleek,  worldly-wise  traders  i 
Goa,  can  scarcely  have  failed  to  anticipate  them ;  and  as  in  thai 
case  the  despised  herald  of  the  Gospel  cs-n  hardly  have  held  hifc 
peace,  we  may,  with  some  plausibility,  suppose  him  to  have  made| 
to  the  scomers  some  such  answer  as  the  following :  — 

"  However  feeble  may  be  the  means  by  which  I  endeavour  1 
bring  the  natives  of  India  into  the  fold  of  Christ,  they  are  at  lea* 
the  best  means  at  my  comman<l ;  and  woe  unto  me  if  I  preach  ncj 
the  Gospel  1  They  are  also  the  only  means  at  present  taken  by  a 
one  who  calls  himself  a  Christian,  to  atone  for  the  wrongs  inflicts 
on  them  by  their  Christian  rulers.  If  the  contumelies  cast  ( 
teaching  reached  nie  only,  they  would  be  insignificant;  but  let  1 
be  well  considered  whether  they  will  not  glance  aside  from  me,  a 
strike  against  ministrations  incomparably  higher  and  holier  I 
mine.  When  in  one  day  Peter  called  three  thousand  converts  oul 
of  the  world  — when  Philip  admitted  the  Ethiopian  into  the  Chui 
—  or  when  Paul  acknowledged  the  gaoler  of  Philippi  aa  a  broth  J 
in  Christ  —  neither  Peter,  nor  Philip,  nor  Paul  had  iufiparted  i 
those  proselytes  any  instruction  beyond  the  first  and  elementa 
articles  of  the  faith.  When  the  same  great  Apostle  of  the  Get 
tiles  wrote  his  pastoral  letters  to  the  Greeks,  he  employed  what  t^ 
them  must  have  appeared  an  uncouth  and  Imrharous  dialect.  Whflj 
he  spoke  to  the  Corinthians,  it  was  not  with  excellency  of  epee 
but  in  the  foolishness  of  preaching.  When  others  addressed  tberi 
in  unknown  tongues.  Paid  did  not  command  that  the  strangf 
should  be  silenced,  but  that  his  discourse  shoidd  be  interpret 
When  He  who  spoke  as  never  man  spake,  condescended  to  appoa 
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on  our  earth,  His  mightiest  eloquence  —  that  by  which  He  moved, 
subdued,  aud  penetrated  the  heart  —  was  the  eloquence,  not  of 
speech,  hut  of  a  life  of  which  each  painfid  step  was  taken  at  the 
bidding  of  love,  aud  under  the  giudauce  of  wisdom.  Be  it  then 
the  care  of  myself  and  of  my  fellow-lahonrers  to  tread,  however 
feebly,  and  at  however  great  a  dietjince,  in  the  footsteps  of  our 
adorable  Slaater.  Let  us  humbly  endeavour  to  evangelise  these 
outcasts  of  the  human  family  chiefly  by  our  loving-kinduess,  our 
self-denial,  and  our  persoual  sanctity.  But  with  our  words  also, 
though  spoken  with  a  stammering  tongue,  and  through  an  imper- 
fect medium,  we  will  endeavour  to  make  known  to  them  the  com- 
mands delivei'ed  by  God  himself  on  Sinai,  the  prayer  dictated  by 
Christ  himself  to  His  disciples,  and  the  earUest  confession  of  the 
faith  transmitted  to  us  by  His  Church.  The  truths  we  thus  speak 
may  indeed  appear  to  the  natural  man  to  be  foolishness,  but  by  the 
Hpiritual  man  they  may  be  spiritually  discerned ;  for  there  are 
truths  which,  though  man's  wisdom  teach  them  not,  are  yet  effec- 
tually taught  by  Him  without  whose  present  aid  all  teaching  is 
vain,  and  all  wisdom  is  folly." 

It  is  not  a  merely  gratuitous  conjecture  that  such  would  have 
been  the  substance  of  Xavicr's  apology.  It  is  the  burthen  of  his 
letters,  that  the  living  exhibition  of  the  Christian  character  is  the 
first  great  instrument  of  Christian  conqu&'tts  over  idolatry ;  and  that 
the  inculcation  of  elementary  truth  is  the  second.  But  while  he  is 
thus  ever  mindful  of  his  own  responsibility  for  the  souls  of  the 
heathen  of  his  oivn  times,  he  presses  with  even  painful  importunity 
on  hia  correspondents,  the  importance  of  providing  for  a  succession 
to  himself  of  missionaries  eminent  for  holiness  and  for  learning; 
and,  amidst  all  his  fatigues  and  anxieties,  his  eye  is  ever  fixed  upon 
the  prospects  opened  by  the  college  which  he  had  established  at 
Gpa,  for  training  up  natives  of  India  as  the  futiu-e  teachers  of  their 
countrymen. 

It  is,  indeed,  true  (though  the  truth  be  uttered  in  the  contempts 
uous  tone  best  calculated  to  provoke  contradiction),  that  a  Chris- 
tianity, nominal,  formal,  and  external,  was,  after  all,  the  best  fruit 
to  be  gathered,  or  to  be  rationally  expected,  from  the  rude  eflforts 
of  Xavier  for  the  conversion  of  the  Paravas.  But  where  is  that 
countrj-,  and  what  is  that  time,  in  which  Christianity  has  been  more 
than  this  amongst  the  great  multitude  of  those  who  have  called  and 
professed  themselves  Christians?  The 'travellera  in  the  narrow 
path,  who  aie  guided  by  her  vital  spirit,  have  ever  been  the 
"chosen  few."  The  travellers  along  the  broad  way,  wearing  her 
exterior  and  visible  Ijadges,  have  ever  been  the  "  many  called." 
And  yet  he  who  shoidd  induce  any  heathen  people  to  adopt  the 


,M 


180  THE   FOUNDEBS  OF  JESUITISM. 

mere  cerwnonial  of  the  Church,  to  celebrate  her  ritual,  and  to 
recognise,  though  but  in  words,  the  authority  of  her  Divine  Head, 
would  confer  on  them  a  blessing  exceeding  all  which  mere  human 
philanthropy  hgs  ever  accomplished  or  designed.  For  such  is  the 
vivifying  influence  of  the  spirit  of  the  Gospel,  that  it  can  never 
long  be  otherwise  than  prolific  of  the  highest  temporal  benefits  to 
all,  and  of  the  highest  spiritual  benefits  to  some,  in  every  land 
which  acknowledges  it  as  a  rule  of  life  and  receives  it  as  a  system 
of  worship.  If  Xavier  had  succeeded  so  far  only  as  to  difiuse  through 
the  East  that  kind  and  that  degree  of  Christianity  which  at  this 
day  exists  amongst  the  formalists  of  Europe,  such  a  success  would 
almost  justify  the  papal  apotheosis  which  has  assigned  to  him  a 
throne  in  heaven  and  a  perennial  homage  on  earth. 

It  is  not  without  exultation,  or  indeed  without  truth,  that  we  are 
reminded  that  even  to  this  extent  Xavier  did  not  eventually  succeed. 
The  triumph  over  his  failure  would  be  abated  if  due  attention  were 
given  to  the  causes  of  it.  His  mantle  never  fell  on  any  of  his 
successors.  His  place  was  taken  by  men  of  worldly  minds  and  of 
worldly  policy.  They  recited  his  formularies,  but  did  not  imitate 
his  holiness,  and  found  (as  how  could  they  but  find  ?)  that  with  the 
spirit  of  his  apostolate  the  power  of  it  had  departed.  Ere  long  the 
Portuguese  were  eipelled  from  India.  They  had  conquered  there, 
but  had  not  colonised  ;  and  in  these  later  ages  colonisation  has  been 
the  habitual,  perhaps  the  indispensable,  forerunner  of  the  Gospel 
among  barbarous  or  half  civilised  tribes.  When  Christianity 
becomes  the  religion  of  the  highest  caste,  as  in  the  transatlantic 
continents  and  colonies,  in  Western  and  in  Southern  Africa,  and  in 
the  great  Australian  islands,  converts  from  heathenism  are  to  be 
counted  by  millions.  For  idolatry,  being  not  a  principle,  but  a 
mere  habit,  has  ever  fallen,  and  will  ever  fall  down  in  the  presence 
of  Truth,  when  Truth  presents  herself  sustained  by  power  and 
arrayed  in  dignity.  We  shall  christianise  India  in  proportion  as  we 
Anglicise  her.  If  in  Xavier's  days  England  had  been  sovereign  of 
the  East,  that  renovating  process  would  ere  now  have  been  complete ; 
and  by  this  time  Brahma  and  Veeshnu  would  have  retired  in  the 
peninsula  into  the  same  position  which  Odin  and  Woden  are  now 
occupying  in  Scandinavia. 

Doubtless  the  superstitions  with  which  the  creed  of  the  Church  of 
Rome  has  disfigiured  the  Gospel,  contributed  largely  to  prevent  or 
to  impair  Xavier's  success.  Yet  if  they  who  followed  him  had  been 
men  of  a  like  spirit  with  his,  as  well  as  of  the  same  creed,  and  if 
his  nation  had  retained  and  colonised  her  Asiatic  dominion,  that 
which  has  happened  in  the  transatlantic  conquests  of  the  great 
Soman  Catholic  powers,  would  also  have  happened  in  the  Eastern 
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empire  of  the  House  of  Bragaiiza ;  aud  ludia  would  at  present  be 
overspread  with  Christian  churches,  acknowledging  the  Pope  as 
their  supreme  earthly  head,  and  revering  Francis  Xavier  as  their 
great  spiritual  progenitor. 

Between  the  eulogists  and  the  censors  of  Xavier  it  is  still  further 
debated  whether  the  ultimate  ill-success  of  his  missions  is  or  is  not 
to  be  ascribed  to  his  ignorance  of  the  languages  of  India.  His 
friends  maintain  that  the  miraculous  gift  of  tongues  fell  upon  him 
while  residing  near  Cape  Comorin.  His  opponents  deny  that  he 
ever  acquired  the  vernacular  speech  of  that  coimtry  at  all.  The 
real  difficulty  is -to  determine  which  of  these  two  opinions  is  the 
more  extravagant.  His  imputed  ignorance  of  the  native  tongue  of 
those  amongst  whom  he  so  long  livedo  and  for  whom  he  laboured  with 
such  fervent  zeal,  is  hardly  less  incredible  than  the  supposed  mira- 
culous intervention  to  impart  it  to  him.  If,  at  the  end  of  several 
years,  he  had  not  acquired  the  power  of  conversing  intelligibly  with 
his  followers,  the  idlest  lad  from  the  East  India  College  at  Hayley- 
bury,  now  stationed  in  those  regions,  may  boast  of  an  energy  and  of 
talents  surpassing  those  of  Francis  Xavier ;  and  he  who  was  at  once  a 
Spanish  Cavalier  and  a  devoted  missionary,  must  have  deliberately 
and  repeatedly  suggested  in  his  letters  falsehoods  enough  to  rack 
the  conscience  of  a  Christian  with  remorse,  and  to  crimson  the 
cheek  of  a  gentleman  with  self-reproach.  The  fact  seems  to  be 
that  Xavier  was  at  best  but  a  moderate  linguist,  and  that  he  never 
acquired  the  perfect  command  of  any  language  except  his  own.  At 
the  commencement  of  each  of  his  successive  missions  he  acknow- 
ledges and  bewails  his  inability  to  make  any  colloquial  use  of  the 
tongues  spoken  by  the  people  amongst  whom  he  had  arrived.  Yet, 
from  the  commencement  of  each,  he  recited  to  wondering  crowds 
such  translations  as  he  could  obtain  of  the  creeds  and  formularies 
of  the  faith ;  aiding  the  defects  of  his  discourse  by  tones  and  gestures 
which  spoke  to  the  imagination  and  to  the  hearts  of  his  hearers. 
Ere  long,  however,  he  seems  to  have  learnt  to  converse,  to  argue, 
and  to  preach  among  every  new  assemblage  of  his  Asiatic  disciples 
at  least  intelligibly,  though  perhaps  never  with  elegance  or  correct- 
ness. But  among  such  a  people,  and  on  such  topics,  a  man  of  fer- 
vent spirit,  of  natural  eloquence,  and  of  h^gh  rank,  need  not  be 
either  correct  or  elegant  in  order  to  be  impressive. 

Whatever  may  have  been  the  ultimate  fate  of  Xavier's  missions, 
or  the  cause  of  their  decay,  it  is  nothing  more  than  wanton  scepti- 
cism to  doubt  that,  in  his  own  lifetime,  the  apparent  results  were 
such  as  to  justify  the  most  sanguine  of  his  anticipations.  Near 
Cape  Comorin  he  appointed  thirty  different  teachers,  who  under 
himself  were  to  preside  over  the  same  number  of  Christian  churches. 
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Many  au  Lumble  cottage  there  was  surmounted  by  a  crucifix,  the 
mark  of  its  consecration  to  public  worship,  aud  many  a  rude 
countenance  reflected  the  eorrows  and  the  hopes  which  they  had 
been  taught  to  a^isociate  with  that  sacred  emblem. 

Id  reporting  these  laboiirs  to  his  society,  the  habitual  calmuess 
of  Xavier's  style  is  once,  at  least,  interrupted  by  passionate  excla- 
mationB.  "  I  have  left  myself,"  he  says,  "  nothing  to  add  on  thia 
subject,  except  that  ro  intense  and  abundant  are  the  delights  whidi 
God  is  accustomed  to  bestow  on  those  who  labour  diligently  in  Hia 
seirice  in  the  vineyard  id  this  barbarous  land,  that  if  there  be,  in 
this  life,  any  true  and  solid  enjoyment,  T  believe  it  to  be  this  and 
thia  alone.  There  is  one  among  those  who  are  so  employed,"  (he 
ia  obviously  referring  to  himself),  "  whom  I  frequently  overhear 
Baying, '  Ovei-whelui  me  not,  0  my  God,  with  eucli  happiness  in 
thia  life  1  or  if,  of  Thine  infinite  beneficence  and  mercy,  Thou  shalt 
be  pleased  still  to  bestow  it  upon  me,  then  take  me  hence  to  the 
abode  of  the  blessed ;  for  he  whose  Inward  sense  has  once  tasted  of, 
these  delights,  must  needs  regard  esistence  as  a  heavy  burden  « 
long  as  it  is  passed  without  the  beatic  vision  of  ITiyself."" 

This  prayer  for  some  mitigation  of  his  happiness  was  not  un- 
answered. A  hostile  invasion  from  the  kingdom  of  Bisuagors' 
Bwept  before  it  the  poor  fishermep  of  Cape  Comorin,  destroyed 
their  simple  chapels,  and  drove  them  for  refuge  to  tlie  barrea 
rocks  and  sand  Vmnks  on  the  western  shores  of  the  Strait  of  Mauaar. 
The  tidings  brought  their  good  father  Xavier,  on  the  wings  of  love, 
to  share  and  solace  their  affliction,  to  procure  for  them  food  and 
succour  from  the  viceroy  at  Goa,  and  to  direct  their  cfinfidcnce  to 
aji  infinitely  better  Father,  whose  presence  they  might  ackiiowledgOj 
and  whose  goodness  they  might  adore,  even  amidst  the  wreck  of  all 
their  earthly  posseKsions. 

To  teach  the  same  salutary  les^fon  to  those  on  whom  such  pOK- 
sessions  had  been  bestowed  in  far  more  ample  abundance,  Xavier 
crossed  the  peninsula  to  Travancore,  in  the  hope  of  converting  the 
Rajah  and  his  courtiers.  Hia  anxious  friends  earnestly  dissuaded 
a  journey  so  full  of  peril ;  and  the  language  in  which  he  repels 
these  timid  counsels  might  pass  for  a  quotation  fipm  one  of  the  in- 
dignant letters  of  Martin  Luther.  "  There  aie  moments,"  be  saya, 
"  when  I  am  weary  of  life,  and  when  I  think  that  it  would  be  better 
to  die  in  the  cause  of  God  than  to  witnesH  such  a  contemptuoufl 
disregard  of  his  authority  as  I  am  at  once  constrained  to  observe 
and  unable  to  prevent.  To  escape  from  the  sight  and  the  report 
of  such  iniquity,  how  gladly  would  I  migrate  into  Ethiopia,  or 
into  the  dominions  of  Prester  John,  where,  without  meeting  oppo- 
sition from  any  one,  I  might  render  so  many  services  to  the  Moat 
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High.  For  nothing  afflicts  me  so  acutely  as  my  want  of  power  to 
make  an  effectual  resistance  to  those  who  are  insulting  the  majesty 
of  Heaven.  May  God  pardon  them,  abide  with  you,  and  accom- 
pany me." 

If  any  reliance  may  be  placed  on  his  own  statements,  his  suc- 
cess at  Travancore  justified  his  daring  and  surpassed  his  highest 
expectations.  He  reported  in  February,  1545,  that  God  had 
brought  many  of  the  inhabitants  to  the  faith,  and  had,  by  his 
means,  converted  more  than  ten  thousand  men  in  a  single  month. 
Passing  from  one  village  to  another,  he  repeated  the  same  formu- 
laries which  he  had  recited  among  the  Paravas,  and  founded  on 
them  the  same  instructions.  He  baptized  till  his  hands  dropped 
with  weariness  and  his  voice  became  inaudible ;  experiencing,  as 
he  says,  in  his  whole  soul,  a  joy  which  it  would  be  vain  to  at- 
tempt to  express  either  in  writing  or  by  speech. 

It  is  difficult,  or  rather  impossible,  to  determine  what  deduction 
would  have  been  made  from  Xavier's  estimate  of  the  results  of  his 
mission  to  Travancore,  if  tried  by  those  sober  tests  which  he  was 
himself  too  deeply  agitated  to  employ.  Some  part  of  his  success 
may  have  been  a  mere  hallucination  of  his  own  overvnrought  feel- 
ings. Something  may  be  ascribed  to  the  terror  with  which  the 
Portuguese  arms  had  at  that  time  affected  the  native  powers  of 
India,  and  disposed  them  to  conciliate  their  European  invaders. 
The  ancient  traditions  of  Christianity  which  had  lingered  in  that 
part  of  the  peninsula  from  remote  days  (the  traditions  of  St. 
Thomas's  residence  there  is  a  modern  fable),  may  have  given 
the  appearance  of  a  conquest  to  what  was,  at  least  to  some  ex- 
tent, a  mere  restoration.  But  when  every  abatement  which  these 
and  similar  considerations  may  suggest  shall  have  been  made, 
we  must  reject  testimony  the  most  unambiguous,  and  opposed  by 
no  conflicting  evidence,  if  we  deny  the  general  truth  of  Xavier's 
statement  A  solitary,  poor,  and  unprotected  stranger,  he  had 
burst  through  the  barriers  which  separate  men  of  different  races 
and  of  different  tongues.  His  meaning  may  have  been  ill  under- 
stood, but  by  some  mysterious  force  of  sympathy  his  hearers  quickly 
caught  his  ardoiu*.  Idols  and  their  temples  fell  beneath  the  blows 
of  their  former  worshippers.  Christian  churches  rose  at  his  bid- 
ding ;  and  Travancore  was  possessed  with  new  ideas,  and  agitated 
by  unwonted  controversies. 

Amongst  the  triumphs  of  the  Gospel  thus  wrought  by  his  own 
agency,  Xavier  refers,  with  expressions  of  intense  delight,  to  the 
vast  multitude  of  infants  whom  he  had  baptized,  and  whom  death 
had  transferred  to  Paradise,  in  the  untarnished  bloom  of  their  bap- 
tismal innocency;   and  he  vehemently  implores  his  general  and 
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associates  to  increase  the  number  of  the  missionaries  in  the  same 
field,  from  which,  by  this  simple  process,  so  vast  a  harvest  of  these 
tender  plants  might  be  continually  gathered  into  the  heavenly 
gamer.  Those  who  believe,  with  him,  in  this  astounding  efficacy 
of  the  sacrament  of  baptism,  must  needs  number  him  among  the 
greatest  benefactors  of  his  species  ;  for  no  other  man  ever  brought 
down,  by  his  ministration,  a  blessing  of  such  imutterable  magni- 
tude on  so  vast  a  multitude  of  babes  and  sucklings.  It  is,  indeed, 
a  subject  of  curious  inquiry,  why  the  adherents  of  that  doctrine  do 
not  arise  to  the  more  than  human,  and  yet  easy,  office  of  love 
which  invites  them?  By  employing  a  few  active  emissaries  to 
baptize  infant  Hindoos,  they  would  confer,  on  the  race  of  man, 
benefits  infinitely  eclipsing  all  the  results  of  all  the  labours  of  all 
the  philanthropists  who  have  trodden  this  earth  from  the  days  of 
Adam  to  our  own.  Why,  then,  is  this  mighty  work  of  benevolence 
unattempted  ?  It  is  because  they  who  are  driven  by  a  tyrannical 
logic  to  these  most  marvellous  consequences,  escape  the  pressure  of 
them  by  something  which  is  superior  to  all  logic  and  proof  against 
all  argumentation ;  even  by  those  indestructible  instincts  of  our 
nature,  and  by  that  free  spirit  of  the  Gospel,  which  will  dash  to 
pieces  the  inference  and  the  belief,  that  the  Almighty  Father  of  us 
all  has  really  made  the  eternal  weal  or  woe  of  our  children  to 
depend  on  the  observance  or  neglect  of  an  ablution  to  be  sprinkled 
by  the  hands,  and  of  a  benediction  to  be  pronounced  by  the  lips, 
of  mortal  man. 

Against  these  innovations  of  Xavier,  the  Brahmins  argued — as 
the  Church  by  law  established  has  not  seldom  argued  —  with  fire 
and  sword,  and  the  interdict  of  earth  and  water  to  the  enemies  of 
their  repose.  A  foreign  invader  threw  a  still  heavier  sword  into 
the  trembling  scales.  From  the  southward  appeared  on  the  bordei*s 
of  Travancore  the  same  force  which  had  swept  away  the  poor 
fishermen  of  Malabar.  Some  embers  of  Spanish  chivalry  still 
glowed  in  the  bosom  of  Xavier.  He  flew  to  the  scene  of  the  ap- 
proaching combat,  and  there,  placing  himself  in  the  van  of  the 
protecting  army,  poured  forth  a  passionate  prayer  to  the  Lord  of 
Hosts,  raised  on  high  his  crucifix,  and,  with  kindling  eyes,  and  far- 
resounding  voice,  delivered  the  behests  of  Heaven  to  the  impious 
invaders.  So  runs  the  tale,  and  ends  (it  is  almost  superfluous  to 
add)  in  the  rout  of  the  astounded  foe.  It  is  a  matter  of  less  ani- 
mated, and  perhaps  of  more  authentic  history,  that  for  his  services 
in  this  war  Xavier  was  rewarded  by  the  unbounded  gratitude  of 
the  Eajah,  was  honoured  mth  the  title  of  his  Grreat  Father,  and 
rescued  from  all  further  Brahminical  persecution. 

Power  and  courtly  influence  form  an  intoxicating  draught  even 
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when  raised  to  the  lips  of  an  ascetic  and  a  saint.  Holy  as  he  was, 
the  Great  Father  of  the  Eajah  of  Travancore  seems  not  entirely 
to  have  escaped  this  feverish  thirst.  Don  Alphonso  de  Souza,  a 
weak  though  amiable  man^  was  at  that  time  the  Viceroy  of  Por- 
tuguese India;  and  Xavier  (such  was  now  his  authority)  des- 
patched a  messenger  to  Lisbon  to  demand  rather  than  advise  his 
recall.  For  within  the  limits  of  his  high  commission  (and  what 
subject  is  wholly  foreign  to  it  ?)  the  ambassador  of  the  King  of 
Kings  may  owe  respect  but  hardly  deference  to  any  mere  earthly 
monarch.  So  argued  Francis,  so  judged  King  John,  and  so  fell 
Alphonso  de  Souza,  as  many  a  greater  statesman  has  fallen,  and 
may  yet  fall,  under  the  weight  of  sacerdotal  displeasure. 

Weakness,  however,  was  not  the  only  recorded  fault  of  De  Souza. 
Towards  the  northern  extremity  of  Ceylon  lies  the  Island  of 
Manaar,  a  dependency,  in  Xavier's  day,  of  the  adjacent  kingdom  of 
Jaffna,  where  then  reigned  a  sort  of  Oriental  Philip  II.  The 
islanders  had  become  converts  to  the  Christian  faith,  and  expiated 
their  apostasy  by  their  lives.  Six  hundred  men,  women  and  chil- 
dren fell  in  one  royal  massacre ;  and  the  tragedy  was  closed  by  the 
murder  of  the  eldest  son  of  the  King  of  Jaffna,  by  his  father's 
orders.  Deposition  in  case  of  misgovernment,  and  the  transfer  to 
the  deposing  power  of  the  dominions  of  the  offender,  was  no  inven- 
tion of  Hastings  or  of  Clive.  It  is  one  of  the  most  ancient  consti- 
tutional maxims  of  the  European  dynasties  in  India.  It  may  even 
boast  the  venerable  suffrage  of  St.  Francis  Xavier.  At  his  in- 
stance, De  Souza  equipped  an  armament  to  hurl  the  guilty  ruler 
of  Jaffna  from  his  throne,  and  to  subjugate  his  territories  to  the 
most  faithful  King.  In  the  invading  fleet  the  indignant  saint  led 
the  way,  with  promises  of  triumphs,  both  temporal  and  eternal. 
But  the  expedition  failed.  Cowardice  or  treachery  defeated  the 
design.  De  Souza  paid  the  usual  penalties  of  ill  success.  Xavier 
sailed  away  to  discover  other  fields  of  spiritual  warfare. 

On  the  Malabar  coast,  near  the  city  of  Meliapor,  might  be  seen 
in  those  times  an  oratory  in  which  St.  Thomas,  the  first  teacher  of 
Christianity  in  India,  was  supposed  to  have  worshipped,  and  a 
tomb  in  which  it  was  believed  that  his  body  had  been  laid.  It 
was  in  a  cool  and  sequestered  grotto  that,  according  to  this  local 
tradition,  the  Apostle  had  been  wont  to  pray ;  and  there  yet  ap- 
peared op  the  living  rock,  in  bold  relief,  the  cross  at  which  he  was 
said  to  have  knelt,  with  a  crystal  fountain  of  medicinal  waters 
gushing  from  the  base  of  it.  In  a  church  on  the  neighbouring 
height  was  a  marble  altar,  on  which  (according  to  the  same  legend) 
might  still  be  traced,  after  the  lapse  of  fifteen  centuries,  indelible 
blood-stains,  ascertaining  the  sacred  spot  at  which  the  Apostle  had 
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won  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  where  hia  bones  had  been  coiii- 
initted  to  the  dviat.  To  this  venerable  shrine  Xavier  retired  toJ 
learn  the  will  of  Heaven  conceiiiing  hia  future  progress.  IfwdJ 
may  believe  the  oath  of  one  of  his  fellow-pilgrims,  he  raaintainedg^ 
on  this  occaaion,  for  aeveu  siiccesaive  days,  an  unbroken  fast  and'j 
silence  —  no  unfit  preparation  for  hia  approaching  conflicte.  Eveaj 
round  the  tomb  of  the  Apostle  malignant  demons  prowl  by  night  j] 
and,  though  strong  in  the  guidance  of  the  Virgin,  Xavier  no6( 
only  found  himself  in  their  obscene  grasp,  but  received  from  themi 
blows,  such  as  no  weapons  in  human  hands  could  have  inflictedyi 
and  which  had  nearly  brought  to  a  close  his  labours  and  his  life. 
Baffled  by  a  superior  power,  the  fiends  opposed  a  still  more  subtle 
hindrance  to  hia  designs  against  their  kingdom.  In  the  garb,  and 
ia  the  o\itward  semblance  of  a  band  of  choristers,  they  diatiu'bed 
hia  devotions  by  such  soul-subduing  strains,  that  the  very  har- 
monies of  Heaven  might  seem  to  have  been  awakened  to  diveit  the 
Christian  warrior  from  his  heavenward  path.  All  in  vain  theif 
fury  and  their  guile !  He  found  the  direction  he  implored ;  and 
the  first  bark  which  sailed  from  the  Malabar  shore  to  the  city  of 
Malacca,  bore  the  obedient  missionary  to  that  great  emporiiun  of 
eastern  commerce. 

Thirty  years  before  the  arrival  of  Xavier,  Malacca  had  been 
conquered  by  Alphonso  Albuquerque.  It  was  a  place  abandoned 
to  every  form  of  sensual  and  enervating  indulgence.  Through  her 
crowded  streets  a  strange  and  solemn  visitor  passed  along,  pealing. 
his  accustomed  bell,  and  earnestly  imploring  the  prayers  of  the  faith-! 
ful  for  that  guilty  people.  Cimoaty  and  alarm  Booii7gave  way  to 
ridicule;  but  Xaviev's  panoply  was  complete.  The  messenger  of 
divine  wrath  judged  this  an  unfit  occasion  for  com'tiug  aversion  or 
contempt.  He  became  the  gayest  of  the  gay,  and,  in  addi-ess,  at 
least,  the  very  model  of  an  accomplished  cavalier.  Foiled  at  their 
own  weapons,  his  dissolute  countrymen  ackuowledged  the  irresis- 
tible authority  of  a  aelf-devotion  so  awfid,  relieved,  and  embel- 
lished, as  it  was,  by  every  social  grace.  Thus  the  work  of 
reformation  prospered,  or  seemed  to  prosper.  Altars  rose  in  the 
open  streets,  the  confessional  was  thronged  by  penitents,  ti'ansla- 
tions  of  devout  books  were  multiplied;  and  the  saint,  foremost 
every  toil,  applied  himself  with  all  the  activity  of  his  spirit  to 
study  th  structure  and  the  graceful  pronunciation  of  the  Malayan 
tongue.  But  the  plague  waa  not  thus  to  be  stayed.  A  relapse 
into  all  their  former  habits  filled  up  the  measure  of  their  crimes. 
With  prophetic  voice  Xavier  announced  the  impending  chastise- 
ments of  Heaven ;  and  shaking  off  from  hia  feet  the  dust  of  th? 
obdurate  city,  pursued  his  indefatigable  way  to  Aml>oyna. 
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That  island,  then  a  part  of  the  vast  dominions  of  Portugal  in 
the  east,  had  scarcely  witnessed  the  commencement  of  Xavier's 
exertions,  when  a  fleet  of  Spanish  vessels  appeared  in  hostile  array 
on  the  shores.  They  were  havaders,  and  even  corsairs ;  for  their 
expedition  had  been  disavowed  by  Charles  V.  Pestilence,  how- 
ever, was  raging  among  them ;  and  Xavier  was  equally  ready  to 
hazard  his  life  in  the  cause  of  Portugal,  or  in  the  service  of  her 
afflicted  enemies.  Day  and  night  he  lived  in  the  infected  ships, 
soothing  every  spiritual  distress,  and  exerting  all  the  magical  influ- 
ence of  his  name  to  procure  for  the  sick  whatever  might  contribute 
to  their  recovery  or  soothe  their  pains.  The  coals  of  fire  thus 
heaped  on  the  heads  of  the  pirates,  melted  hearts  otherwise  steeled 
to  pity :  and  to  Xavier  belonged  the  rare,  perhaps  the  unrivalled 
glory  of  repelling  an  invasion  by  no  weapons  but  those  of  self- 
denial  and  of  love. 

But  glory,  the  praise  of  men,  or  their  gratitude,  what  were  these 
to  him !  As  the  Spaniards  retired  peacefully  from  Amboyna,  he, 
too,  quitted  the  half-adoring  multitude,  whom  he  had  rescued 
from  the  horrors  of  a  pirate's  war,  and,  spurning  all  the  timid 
counsels  which  would  have  stayed  iiis  course,  proceeded,  as  the 
herald  of  good  tidings,  to  the  half-barbarous  islands  of  the  neigh- 
bouring Archipelago.  "  If  those  lands/*  such  was  his  indignant 
exclamation,  "had  scented  woods  and  mines  of  gold.  Christians 
would  find  courage  to  go  there ;  nor  would  all  the  perils  of  the 
world  prevent  them.  They  are  dastardly  and  alarmed,  because 
there  is  nothing  to  be  gained  there  but  the  souls  of  men ;  and 
shall  love  be  less  hardy  and  less  generous  than  avarice  ?  They 
will  destroy  me,  you  say,  by  poison.  It  is  an  honour  to  which 
such  a  sinner  as  I  am  may  not  aspire ;  but  this  I  dare  to  say,  that 
whatever  form  of  torture  or  of  death  awaits  me,  I  am  ready  to 
suffer  it  ten  thousand  times  for  the  salvation  of  a  single  soul." 
Nor  was  this  the  language  of  a  man  insensible  to  'the  sorrows  of 
life,  or  really  unaffected  by  the  dangers  he  had  to  incur.  "  Be- 
lieve me,  my  beloved  brethren,"  (tlie  quotation  is  made  from  a 
letter  written  by  him  at  this  time  to  the  Society  at  Kome),  "  it  is 
in  general  easy  to  understand  the  evangelical  maxim,  that  he  who 
will  lose  his  life  shall  find  it.  But  when  the  moment  of  action 
has  come,  and  when  the  sacrifice  of  life  for  Grod  is  to  be  really 
made,  oh  then,  clear  as  at  other  times  the  meaning  is,  it  becomes 
deeply  obscure  I  so  dark,  indeed,  that  he  alone  can  comprehend  it, 
to  whom,  in  His  mercy,  God  himself  interprets  it.  Then  it  is  we 
know  how  weak  and  frail  we  are." 

Weak  and  frail  he  may  have  })een  ;  but  from  the  days  of  Paul 
of  Tarsus  to  our  own,  the  annals  of  mankind  exhibit   no  other 
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example  of  a  soul  borne  onward  so  triumphantly  through  distress 
and  danger  in  all  their  most  appalling  aspects.  He  battled  with 
hunger,  and  thirst,  and  nakedness,  and  assassination ;  and  pursued 
his  mission  of  love,  with  even  increasiiig  ardour,  amidst  the  wildest 
war  of  the  contending  elements.  At  the  island  of  Moro  (one  of 
the  group  of  the  Moluccas)  he  took  his  stand  at  the  foot  of  a  vol- 
cano ;  and  as  the  pillar  of  fire  threw  up  its  wreaths  to  heaven,  and 
the  earth  tottered  beneath  him,  and  the  firmament  was  rent  by 
falling  rocks  and  peals  of  unintermitting  thunder,  he  pointed  to 
the  fierce  lightnings,  and  the  river  of  molten  lava,  and  called  on 
the  agitated  crowd  which  clung  to  him  for  safety,  to  repent,  and 
to  obey  the  truth ;  but  he  also  taught  them  that  the  sounds  which 
racked  their  ears  were  the  groans  of  the  infernal  world,  and  the 
sights  which  blasted  their  eyes  an  outbreak  from  the  atmosphere 
of  the  place  of  torment.  Eepairing  for  the  celebration  of  mass  to 
an  edifice  which  he  had  consecrated  for  the  purpose,  an  earth- 
quake shook  the  building  to  its  base.  The  terrified  worshippers 
fled,  but  Xavier,  standing  in  meek  composure  before  the  rocking 
altar,  deliberately  completed  that  mysterious  sacrifice,  with  a  faith 
at  least  in  this  instance  enviable,  in  the  real  presence ;  rejoicing, 
as  he  states  in  his  description  of  the  scene,  to  perceive  that  the 
demons  of  the  island  thus  winged  their  flight  before  the  archangel's 
sword,  from  the  place  where  they  had  so  long  exercised  their  foul 
dominion.  There  is  no  schoolboy  of  our  days  who  could  not 
teach  much,  imsuspected  by  Francis  Xavier,  of  the  laws  which  go- 
vern the  material  and  the  spiritual  worlds.  But  we  have  not  many 
doctors  who  know  as  much  as  he  did  of  the  nature  of  Him  by  whom 
the  worlds  of  matter  and  of  spirit  were  created ;  for  he  studied  in 
the  school  of  protracted  martyrdom  and  active  philanthropy, 
where  are  divulged  secrets  unknown  and  unimagined  by  the  wisest 
and  the  most  learned  of  ordinary  men.  Imparting  everywhere  such 
knowledge  as  he  possessed,  he  ranged  over  no  small  part  of  the 
Indian  Archipelago ;  and  at  length  retraced  his  steps  to  Malacca,  that 
he  might  learn  whether  his  exhortations  and  his  prayers  might 
.even  yet  avert  her  threatened  doom. 

•  It  appeared  to  be  drawing  nigh.  Alaradin,  a  Mahoniedan  chief 
of  Sumatra,  had  laid  siege  to  the  place  at  the  head  of  a  powerful 
fleet  and  army.  Ill  provided  for  defence  by  land,  the  Portuguese 
garrison  was  still  more  unprepared  for  a'  naval  resistance.  Seven 
shattered  barks,  unfit  for  service,  formed  their  whole  maritime 
strength.  Universal  alarm  overspread  the  city,  and  the  governor 
himself  at  once  partook  and  heightened  the  general  panic.  Al- 
ready thoughts  of  capitulation  had  become  familiar  to  the 
besieged ;  and  European  chivalry  had  bowed  in  abject  silence  to 
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the  iasulting  taunts  and  haughty  menaces  of  the  Moslem.  At 
this  moment,  in  his  slight  and  weatherbeaten  pinnace,  the  mes- 
senger of  peace  on  earth  effected  an  entrance  into  the  beleaguered 
harbour.  But  he  came  with  a  loud  and  indignant  summons  to 
the  war ;  for  Xavier  was  still  a  Spanish  cavalier,  and  he  "  thought 
it  foul  scorn  "  that  gentlemen,  subjects  of  the  most  faithful  King, 
should  thus  be  bearded  by  barbaric  enemies,  and  the  worshippers 
of  Christ  defied  by  the  disciples  of  the  Arabian  impostor.  He  as- 
sumed the  direction  of  the  defence.  By  his  advice  the  seven  dis- 
mantled ships  were  promptly  equipped  for  sea.  He  assigned  to 
each  a  commander ;  and,  having  animated  the  crews  with  promises 
of  both  temporal  and  eternal  triumphs,  despatched  them  to  meet 
and  conquer  the  hostile  fleet.  As  they  sailed  from  the  harbour, 
the  admiral's  vessel  ran  aground,  and  instantly  became  a  wreck. 
Keturning  hope  and  exultation  as  promptly  gave  way  to  terror; 
and  Xavier,  the  idol  of  the  preceding  horn:,  was  now  the  object  of 
popular  fury.  He  alone  retained  his  serenity.  He  upbraided  the 
cowardice  of  the  governor,  revived  the  spirits  of  the  troops,  and 
encouraged  the  multitude  with  prophecies  of  success.  Again  the 
flotilla  sailed,  and  a  sudden  tempest  drove  it  to  sea.  Day  after 
day  passed  without  intelligence  of  its  safety,  and  once  more  the 
hearts  of  the  besieged  failed  them.  Rumours  of  defeat  were  rife. 
The  Mahomedans,  it  was  said,  had  effected  a  landing  within  six 
leagues  of  the  city,  and  Xavier 's  name  was  repeated  from  mouth  to 
mouth  with  cries  of  vengeance.  He  knelt  before  the  altar,  though 
the  menacing  people  were  scarcely  restrained  by  the  sanctity  of  the 
place  from  immolating  him  there  as  a  victim  to  his  own  disastrous 
counsels.  On  a  sudden  his  bosom  was  seen  to  heave  as  with  some 
deep  emotion;  he  raised  aloft  his  crucifix,  and  with  a  glowing 
cheek,  and  in  tones  like  one  possessed,  breathed  a  short  yet 
passionate  prayer  for  victory.  A  solemn  pause  ensued ;  the 
dullest  eye  could  see  that  within  that  now  fainting,  pallid,  agitated 
frame,  some  power  more  than  human  was  in  communion  with  the 
weak  spirit  of  man.  What  might  be  the  ineffable  sense  thiLS 
conveyed  from  mind  to  mind,  without  the  aid  of  symbols  or  of 
words  I  One  half  hour  of  deep  and  agonising  silence  held  the  awe- 
stricken  assembly  in  breathless  expectation  —  when,  bounding  on 
his  feet,  his  countenance  radiant  with  joy,  and  his  voice  clear  and 
ringing  as  with  the  swelling  notes  of  the  trumpet,  he  exclaimed, 
"  Christ  has  conquered  for  us  !  At  this  very  moment  his  soldiers 
are  charging  our  defeated  enemies;  they  have  made  a  great 
slaughter — we  have  lost  only  four  of  our  defenders.  On  Friday 
next  the  intelligence  will  be  here,  and  we  shall  then  see  our  fleet 
again."     The  catastrophe  of  such  a  tale  need  not  be  told.   Malacca 
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followed  her  deliverer  and  the  troops  of  the  victorious  squadron,  in 
solemn  procession  to  the  church  ;  where,  amidst  the  roar  of  cannon, 
the  pealing  of  anthems,  and  hymns  of  adoring  gratitude,  his  inward 
sense  heard  and  reverenced  that  inarticulate  voice  which  still 
reminded  him,  that  for  him  the  hour  of  repose  and  triumph  might 
never  come,  till  he  should  reach  that  state  where  sin  would  no 
longer  demand  his  rebuke,  nor  grief  his  sympathy.  He  turned 
from  the  half-idolatrous  shouts  of  an  admiring  people,  and  retraced 
his  toilsome  way  to  the  shores  of  the  Indian  peninsula. 

He  returned  to  Groa  a  poor  and  solitary,  but  no  longer  an  obscure 
man.  From  the  Indus  to  the  Yellow  Sea,  had  gone  forth  a  vague 
and  marvellous  rumour  of  him.  The  tale  bore  that  a  stranger  had 
appeared  in  the  semblance  of  a  wayworn,  abject  beggar,  who,  by 
some  magic  influence,  and  for  some  inscrutable  ends,  had  bowed 
the  nations  to  his  despotic  will,  while  spurning  the  wealth,  the 
pleasures,  and  the  homage  which  they  ofiFered  to  their  conqueror. 
Many  were  the  wonders  which  travellers  had  to  tell  of  his  progi-ess, 
and  without  number  were  the  ingenious  theories  afloat  for  the 
solution  of  them.  He  possessed  the  gift  of  ubiquity;  he  could  at 
the  same  moment  speak  in  twenty  diflferent  tongues  on  as  many 
dissimilar  subjects ;  he  was  impassive  to  heat,  cold,  hunger,  and 
fatigue ;  he  held  hourly  intercourse  with  invisible  beings,  the 
guides  or  ministers  of  his  designs ;  he  raised  the  dead  to  life,  and 
could  float,  when  so  it  pleased  him,  across  the  boiling  ocean  on  the 
wings  of  the  typhoon.  Among  the  listeners  to  these  prodigies  had 
been  Auger,  a  native  and  inhabitant  of  Japan.  His  conscience  was 
burdened  with  the  memory  of  great  crimes,  and  he  had  sought 
relief  in  vain  from  many  an  expiatory  rit^,  and  from  the  tumults 
of  dissipation.  In  search  of  the  peace  he  could  not  find  at  home 
he  sailed  to  Malacca,  there  to  consult  with  the  mysterious  person 
of  whose  avatar  he  had  heard.  But  Xavier  was  absent ;  and  tlie 
victim  of  remorse  was  retracing  his  melancholy  voyage  to  Japan, 
when  a  friendly  tempest  arrested  his  retreat,  and  once  more  brought 
him  to  Malacca.  He  was  attended  by  two  servants,  and  with  them, 
by  Xavier's  directions,  he  proceeded  to  Goa,  In  these  three 
Japanese  his  prophetic  eye  had  at  once  seen  the  future  instruments  of 
the  conversion  of  their  native  land;  and  to  that  end  he  instructed  them 
to  enter  on  a  systematic  course  of  training  in  the  college,  which  he 
had  established  for  such  purposes,  at  the  seat  of  Portuguese  empire 
in  the  east.  At  that  place  Xavier,  ere  long,  rejoined  his  converts. 
Such  had  been  their  proficiency,  that,  soon  after  his  arrival,  they 
were  admitted  not  only  into  the  Church  by  baptism,  but  into  the 
Society  of  Jesus  by  the  performance  of  the  spiritual  exercises. 

The  history  of  Xavier  now  reaches  a  not  unwelcome  pause«     He 
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pined  for  solitude  and  silence.  He  had  been  too  long  in  constant 
intercourse  with  man,  and  found  that,  however  high  and  holy  may 
be  the  ends  for  which  social  life  is  cultivated,  the  habit,  if  unbroken, 
will  impair  that  inward  sense  through  which  alone  the  soul  can 
gather  any  true  intimations  of  her  nature  and  her  destiny.  He 
retired  to  commune  with  himself  in  a  seclusion  where  the  works  of 
God  alone  were  to  be  seen,  and  where  no  voices  could  be  heard 
but  those  which,  in  each  varying  cadence,  raise  an  unconscious 
hymn  of  praise  and  adoration  to  their  Creator.  There  for  a  while 
reposing  from  labours  such  as  few  other  of  the  sons  of  men  have 
undergone,  he  consumed  days  and  weeks  in  meditating  prospects 
beyond  the  reach  of  any  vision  unenlai-ged  by  the  habitual  exercise 
of  beneficence  and  piety.  There,  too,  it  may  be  (for  man  must 
still  be  human),  he  surrendered  himself  to  dreams  as  baseless,  and 
to  ecstasies  as  devoid  of  any  real  meaning,  as  those  which  haimt 
the  cell  of  the  maniac.  Peace  be  to  the  hallucinations,  if  such  they 
were,  by  which  the  giant  refreshed  his  slumbering  powers,  and  from 
which  he  roused  himself  to  a  conflict  never  again  to  be  remitted 
till  his  frame,  yielding  to  the  ceaseless  pressure,  should  sink  into  a 
premature  but  hallowed  grave. 

Scarcely  four  years  had  elapsed  from  the  first  discovery  of  Japan 
by  the  Portuguese,  when  Xavier,  attended  by  Auger  and  his  two 
servants,  sailed  from  Goa  to  convert  the  islanders  to  the  Christian 
faith.  Much  good  advice  had  been,  as  usual,  wasted  on  him 
by  his  friends.  To  Loyola  alone  he  confided  the  secret  of  his 
confidence.  "  I  cannot  express  to  you  "  (such  are  his  words)  "  the 
joy  with  which  I  undertake  this  long  voyage ;  for  it  is  full  of 
extreme  perils,  and  we  consider  a  fleet  sailing  to  Japan  as  eminently 
prosperous  in  which  one  ship  out  of  four  is  saved.  Though  the 
risk  far  exceeds  any  which  I  have  hitherto  encountered,  I  shall 
not  decline  it ;  for  our  Lord  has  imparted  to  me  an  interior 
revelation  of  the  rich  harvest  which  will  one  day  be  gathered  from 
the  cross  when  once  planted  there."  Whatever  may  be  thought  of 
these  voices  from  within,  it  is  at  least  clear,  that  nothing  mag- 
nanimous or  sublime  has  ever  yet  proceeded  from  those  who  have 
listened  only  to  the  voices  from  without.  But,  as  if  resolved  to 
show  that  a  man  may  at  once  act  on  motives  incomprehensible  to 
his  fellow-mortals,  and  possess  the  deepest  insight  into  the  motives 
by  which  they  are  habitually  governed,  Xavier  left  behind  him  a 
code  of  instructions  for  his  brother  missionaries,  illuminated  in 
almost  every  page  by  that  profound  sagacity  which  results  from 
the  union  of  extensive  knowledge  with  acute  observation,  mellowed 
by  the  intuitive  wisdom  of  a  compassionate  and  lowly  heart.  The 
science  of  self-conquest,  with  a  view  to  conquer  the  stubborn  will 
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of  others — the  art  of  winning  admission  for  painful  truth — and  the 
duties  of  fidelity  and  reverence  in  the  attempt  to  heal  the  diseases 
of  the  human  spirit — were  never  taught  by  uninspired  man  with  an 
eloquence  more  gentle,  or  an  authority  more  impressive. 

A  long  voyage,  pursued  through  every  disaster  which  the  male- 
volence of  man  and  demons  could  oppose  to  his  progress  (for  he 
was  constrained  to  sail  in  a  piratical  ship,  with  idols  on  her  deck 
and  whirlwinds  in  her  path),  brought  him,  in  the  year  1549,  to 
Japan,  there  to  practise  his  own  lessons,  and  to  give  a  new  example 
of  heroic  perseverance.  His  arrival  had  been  preceded  by  what 
he  regarded  as  fortimate  auguries.  Certain  Portuguese  merchants, 
who  had  been  allowed  to  reside  at  the  principal  seaport,  inhabited 
there  a  house  haunted  by  spectres.  Their  presence  was  usually 
announced  by  the  din  of  discordant  and  agonising  screams;  but 
when  revealed  to  the  eye,  they  exhibited  forms  resembling  those 
which  may  be  seen  in  pictures  of  the  infernal  state.  Now  the 
merchants,  secular  men  though  they  were,  had  exorcised  these 
fiends  by  carrying  the  cross  in  solemn  procession  through  the 
house ;  and  anxious  curiosity  pervaded  the  city  for  some  explanation 
of  the  virtue  of  this  new  and  potent  charm.  There  were  also 
legends  current  through,  the  country  which  might  be  turned  to 
good  account.  Xaca,  the  son  of  Amida,  the  Virgo  Deipara  of 
Japan,  had  passed  a  life  of  extreme  austerity  to  expiate  the  sins  of 
men,  and  had  inculcated  a  doctrine  in  which  even  Christians  must 
recognise  a  large  admixture  of  sacred  truth.  Temples  in  honour  of 
the  mother  and  child  overspread  the  land,  and  suicidal  sacrifices 
were  daily  oflFered  in  them.  The  Father  of  Lies  had  further 
propped  up  his  kingdom  in  Japan  by  a  profane  parody  on 
the  institutions  of  the  Catholic  Church.  Under  the  name  of  the 
Saco,  there  reigned  in  sacerdotal  supremacy  a  counterpart  of  the 
holy  father  at  Rome,  who  consecrated  the  Fundi  or  Bishops  of  this 
Japanese  hierarchy,  and  regulated  at  his  infallible  will  whatever 
related  to  the  rites  and  ceremonies  of  public  worship.  Subordinate 
to  the  Fundi  were  the  Bonzes,  or  Priests  in  holy  orders ;  who,  to 
complete  the  resemblance,  taught,  and  at  least  professed  to  practise, 
an  ascetic  discipline.  But  here  the  similitude  ceases ;  for,  adds  the 
Chronicle,  they  were  great  knaves  and  sad  hypocrites. 

With  these  foundations  on  which  to  build,  the  ideas  which  Xavier 
had  to  introduce  into  the  Japanese  mind,  might  not  very  widely  jar 
with  those  by  which  they  were  preoccupied.  Auger,  now  called 
Paul  of  the  Holy  Faith,  was  despatched  to  his  former  friend  and 
sovereign,  with  a  picture  of  the  Virgin  and  the  infant  Jesus ;  and 
the  monarch  and  his  courtiers  (we  are  told)  admired,  kissed,  and 
worshipped  the  sacred  symbols.     Xavier  himself  (to  use  his  own 
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words)  "  stood  by,  a  mere  mute  statue ; "  but  there  was  Promethean 
fire  within,  and  the  marble  soon  found  a  voice.  Of  all  his  philolo- 
gical achievements  this  was  the  most  marvellous.  He  who,  in  the 
decline  of  life,  bethinks  him  of  all  that  he  once  endured  to  unlock  the 
sense  of  iEschylus,  and  is  conscious  how  stammering  has  been  the 
speech  with  which,  in  later  days,  he  has  been  wont  to  mutilate  the 
tongues  of  Pascal  and  of  Tasso,  may  think  it  a  fable  that,  in  a  few 
biief  weeks,  Xavier  could  converse  and  teach  intelligibly  in  the 
involved  and  ever-shifting  dialects  of  Japan.  If  the  sceptic  had 
ever  studied  to  converse  with  living  men  under  the  impulse  of  some 
passion  which  had  absorbed  every  faculty  of  his  soul,  he  might 
perhaps  relax  his  incredulity ;  but  whatever  be  the  solution,  the 
fact  is  attested  on  evidence  which  it  would  be  folly  to  discredit  — 
that  within  a  very  short  time  Xavier  began  to  open  to  the  Japanese, 
in  their  own  language  and  to  their  clear  understanding,  the  com- 
mission with  which  he  was  charged.  Such,  indeed,  was  his  facility 
of  speech,  that  he  challenged  the  Bonzes  to  controversies  on  all  the 
mysterious  points  of  their  and  his  conflicting  creeds.  The  arbiters 
of  the  dispute  listened  as  men  are  apt  to  listen  to  the  war  of  words ; 
and  many  a  long-tailed  Japanese  head  was  shaken,  as  if  in  the  hope 
that  the  jumbling  thoughts  within  would  find  their  level  by  the  oft- 
repeated  oscillation.  It  became  necessary  to  resort  to  other  means 
of  winning  their  assent ;  and  in  exploits  of  asceticism,  Xavier  had 
nothing  to  fear  from  the  rivalry  of  Bonzes,  of  Fundi,  or  of  the  great 
Saco  himself.  Cangoxima  acknowledged,  as  most  other  luxurious 
cities  would  perhaps  acknowledge,  that  he  who  had  such  a  mastery 
over  his  own  appetites  and  passions,  must  be  animated  by  some 
power  wholly  exempt  from  any  such  debasing  influence.  To  fortify 
this  salutary  though  not  very  sound  conclusion,  Xavier  betook  him- 
self (if  we  will  believe  his  historian)  to  the  working  of  miracles. 
He  compelled  the  fish  to  fill  the  nets  of  the  fishermen,  and  to  fre- 
quent the  bay  of  Cangoxima,  though  previously  indisposed  to  do  so. 
He  cured  the  leprous,  and  he  raised  the  dead.  Two  Bonzes  became 
the  first,  and  indeed  the  only  fruits  of  his  labours  there.  The  hearts 
of  their  brethren  grew  harder  as  the  light  of  truth  glowed  with 
increasing  but  ineflfectual  brightness  around  them.  The  King  also 
withdrew  his  favour  ;  and  Xavier,  with  two  companions,  carried  the 
rejected  messages  of  mercy  to  the  neighboiuing  states  of  the  Japa- 
nese empire. 

Carrying  on  his  back  his  only  viaticum,  the  vessels  requisite  for 
performing  the  sacrifice  of  the  mass,  he  advanced  to  Firando,  at 
once  the  seaport  and  the  capital  of  the  kingdom  of  that  name. 
Some  Portuguese  ships  riding  at  anchor  there,  announced  his  arrival  ' 
in  all  the  forms  of  nautical  triumph : —  flags  of  every  hue  floating 


fioni  tie  masts,  seamen  chiBtering  on  tbe  yitrds,  • 
from  beneatli,  and  trumpets  braying  from  above.  Firando  wa 
agitated  with  debate  and  wonder;  all  asked,  but  none  could  afford 
an  explanation  of  the  homage  rendered  by  the  wealthy  headers  to 
the  meanest  of  theii'  countrymen.  Tbe  solution  of  the  enigma  was 
given  by  the  hnmble  pilgrim  himself,  surrounded,  in  the  royal  pre 
sence,  by  all  the  pomp  wliicb  the  Europeans  could  display  in  I ' 
honour.  Great  waathe  effect  of  these  auxiliaries  to  the  work  of« 
evangelist;  and  the  modem,  like  the  ancient  Apostle,  ready  to 
become  all  things  to  all  men,  would  no  longer  decline  the  abase- 
ment of  assuming,  for  a  moment,  this  world's  gi-andevir,  when'ha 
found  that  such  puerile  arts  might  allure  the  children  of  the  work 
to  listen  to  the  voice  of  wisdom.  AtMeaco,  then  the  teat  of  empin 
in  Japan,  so  useful  a  discovery  might  be  reduced  to  practice  wit! 
still  more  important  success  ;  and  thitherwards  his  steps  wer| 
promply  directed. 

Unfamiliar  to  tbe  ears  of  lis  barbarians  of  the  Nortb-M'esteri 
Ocean  are  the  very  names  of  the  seata  of  Japanese  civilisation  through 
which  his  journey  lay.      At  Amauguchi,  the  capital  of  Nagoto, 
he  found  the  hearts  of  men  liardened  by  sensuality ;  and  hia  exhor 
tations  to  repentance  were  repaid  by  showers  of  stones  and  i 
"  A  pleasant  sort  of  Bonze,  indeed,  who  would  allow  us  biit  ot 
and  one  woman  1 "  was  the  summary  remark  with  which  the  luxii' 
nous   Amanguchians   disposed   of  the  teacher  and  his  doctripe 
They  drove  him  forth  half  naked,  with  no  provision  but  a  biig  < 
parched  rice,  and  accompanied  only  by  three  of  his  converts  —  mei 
prepared  to  share  his  danger  and  his  reproach. 

It  was  in  the  depth  of  winter;  dense  forests,  steep  moimtajnq 
half-frozen  sti-oame,  and  wastes  of  imtrodden  snow,  lay  in  bis  pat4 
to  Meaco.  An  entire  month  was  consumed  in  traversing  the  wilder 
ness;  the  cruelty  and  scorn  of  man  not  seldom  adding  bitterness  U 
the  rigom^s  of  nature.  On  one  occasion  the  wanderers  were  over- 
taken in  a  thick  jungle  by  a  horseman  bearing  a  heavy  package 
Xavier  offered  to  carry  the  load,  if  the  rider  would  requite  I" 
service  by  pointing  out  his  way.  The  offer  was  accepted ;  but  hoiw 
after  hour  the  horse  waa  lu'ged  on  at  such  a  pace,  and  so  rapidly 
sped  the  panting  missionary  after  him,  that  his  tortured  feet  ant 
excoriated  body  sank  in  neeming  death  under  the  protracted  effort, 
In  the  estremitj  of  hk  distress  no  repining  word  was  evex  heard  U 
fall  from  him.  He  performed  this  dreadful  pilgrimage  in  silen 
communion  with  Him  for  whom  he  rejoiced  to  suffer  the  loss  of  a 
things :  or  spoke  only  to  sustain  the  hope  and  courage  of  bis  assc 
dates.  At  length  the  walla  of  Meaco  were  seen,  promising  a  repoi 
not  ungrateful  even  to  his  adamantine  frame  and  fiery  spirit.     Bii 
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repose  was  no  more  to  visit  him.  He  found  the  city  in  all  the 
tumult  and  horrors  of  a  siege.  It  was  impossible  to  gain  attention 
to  his  doctrines  amidst  the  din  of  arms ;  for  even  the  Saco,  or  Pope 
of  Japan,  could  give  heed  to  none  but  military  topics.  Chanting 
from  the  Psalmist  — "  When  Israel  went  out  of  Egypt,  and  the  house 
of  Jacob  from  a  strange  people,"  the  Saint  again  plimged  into  the 
desert,  and  retraced  his  steps  to  Amanguchi. 

Xavier  describes  the  Japanese  very  much  as  a  Roman  might  have 
depicted  the  Greeks  in  the  age  of  Augustus ;  as  at  once  intellectual 
and  sensual  voluptuaries,  on  the  best  possible  terms  with  themselves, 
a  good-humoured  but  faithless  race,  equally  acute  and  frivolous, 
talkative  and  disputatious.  —  "  Their  inquisitiveness,"  he  says,  "  is 
incredible,  especially  in  their  intercourse  with  strangers,  for  whom 
they  have  not  the  slightest  respect,  but  make  incessant  sport  of 
them."  Siu-rounded  at  Amanguchi  by  a  crowd  of  these  babblers, 
he  was  plied  with  innumerable  questions  about  the  immortality  of 
the  soul,  the  movement  of  the  planets,  eclipses,  the  rainbow,  sin, 
grace,  paradise,  and  hell.  He  heard  and  answered.  A  single  re- 
sponse solved  all  these  problems.  Astronomers,  meteorologists, 
metaphysicians,  and  divines,  all  heard  the  same  sound ;  but  to  each 
it  came  with  atlifFerent  and  an  appropriate  meaning.  So  wrote  from 
the  very  spot  Father  Anthony  Quadros,  four  years  after  the  event ; 
and  so  the  fact  may  be  read  in  the  process  of  Xavier's  canonisation. 
Possessed  of  so  admirable  a  gift,  his  progress  in  the  conversion  of 
these  once  contemptuous  people  is  the  less  surprising.  Their  city 
became  the  principal  seat  of  learning  in  Japan,  and  therefore,  of 
course,  the  great  theatre  of  controversial  debate.  Of  these  polemics 
there  remains  a  record  of  no  doubtful  authenticity,  from  which 
disputants  of  higher  name  than  those  of  Amanguchi  might  take 
some  useful  lessons  in  the  dialectic  art.  Thrusts  better  made,  or 
more  skilfully  parried,  are  seldom  to  be  witnessed  in  the  schools  of 
Oxford  or  of  Cambridge. 

In  the  midst  of  controversies  with  men,  Xavier  again  heard  that 
divine  voice  to  which  he  never  answered  but  by  instant  and 
imhesitating  submission.  It  summoned  him  to  Fucheo,  the  capital 
of  the  kingdom  of  Bungo.  It  was  a  city  near  the  sea,  which  had 
for  its  port  a  place  called  Figer,  where  a  rich  Portuguese  merchant 
ship  was  then  lying.  At  the  approach  of  the  Saint  (for  such  he 
was  now  universally  esteemed)  the  vessel  thundered  from  all  her 
guns  such  loud  and  repeated  discharges,  that  the  startled  sovereign 
of  Bungo  despatched  messengers  from  Fucheo  to  ascertain  the 
cause  of  so  universal  an  uproar.  Nothing  could  exceed  the 
astonishment  with  which  they  received  the  explanation.  It  was 
impossible  to  convey  to  the  monarch's  ear  so  extravagant  a  tale.     A 
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royal  salute  for  the  most  abject  of  lazars  1  for  a  man  (to  use  tlieir  OWQ 
energetic  language)  "  so  abhorred  of  the  earth  that  the  very  vermio 
which  crawled  over  hira  loathed  their  wretched  fare  ! "  If  mortal 
man  ever  rose  or  eunk  so  far  as  to  discover,  without  pain,  that  his 
person  was  the  object  of  disgiiet  to  others,  then  is  there  one  form 
of  self-dominion  in  which  FrancLs  Xavier  has  been  surpassed^ 
Yielding,  with  no  perceptible  reluctance,  to  the  arguments  of  hU 
countrymen,  and  availing  himself  of  the  resources  at  their  command* 
he  advanced  to  Fucheo,  preceded  by  thirty  Portuguese  clad  in  rich 
stuffs,  and  embellished  with  chains  of  gold  and  precious  stones. 
"  Next  came,  and  next  did  go,"  in  their  gayest  apparel,  the  servants 
*  and  slaves  of  the  merchontB.  Then  appeared  the  apostle  of  the 
Indies  himself,  resplendent  in  green  velvet  and  golden  brocades. 
Chinese  tapestry,  and  silken  flags  of  every  brilliant  colour,  covered 
the  pinnace  and  the  boats  in  which  this  brilliant  procession  was- 
rowed  up  to  the  city ;  and  the  oars  rose  and  fell  to  the  sound 
triunpetn,  flutes,  and  hautboys.  As  they  drew  near  to  the  royat 
presence,  the  commander  of  the  ship  marched  bareheaded,  nuA 
carrying  a  wand  as  the  esquire  or  major-domo  of  the  Father.  Five 
others  of  her  principal  officers,  each  hearing  some  costly  article^ 
stepped  along,  as  proud  to  do  such  service ;  while  he,  in  honour 
whom  it  was  rendered,  moved  onwards  with  the  majestic  gait 
some  feudal  chieftian  marshalling  his  retainers,  with  a  rich 
umbrella  held  over  him.  He  traversed  a  double  file  of  six  hundred 
men-at-arms  drawn  up  for  his  reception  ;  and  interchanged  com- 
plimentary harangues  with  his  royal  host,  with  all  the  grace  and' 
dignity  of  a  man  accustomed  to  shine  in  courts,  and  to  hold  inter- 
course with  princes. 

His  Majesty  of  Bungo  seems  to  have  home  some  resemblance  to 
om-  own  Henry  the  Eighth,  and  to  have  been  meditating  a  revolt 
from  the  Saco  and  his  whole  spiritual  dynasty.  Much  he  said  at 
the  first  interview,  to  which  no  orthodox  Bonze  coidd  listen  with 
composure.  It  drew  down,  even  on  hia  royal  head,  the  rebuka 
of  the  learned  Fasiondono.  "  How,"  exchiimed  that  eminent, 
divine,  "dare  you  undertake  the  decision  of  any  article  of  faith, 
witliout  having  studied  at  the  university  of  Fiauzima,  where  alona 
are  to  be  leai-ned  the  sacred  mysteries  of  the  gods  I  If  you  ar« 
iguorant,  consult  the  teachers  appointed  to  direct  you.  Here  am 
I,  ready  to  impart  to  you  all  necessary  instruction."  An  university 
still  more  renowned  than  Fiauzima  has,  in  our  own  times,  given- 
birth  to  many  a  learned  doctor  who  might  pass  for  nothing  more 
than  a  servile  imitator  of  the  pretensions  of  the  sage  Faxiondono. 
^Mt|ti}e  replies  which  the  great  "Tractarian"  of  Bungo  provoked 
^^^■ynoet  unlike  those  by  which  his  Oxonian  successors  are  usually 
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assailed.  Never  was  King  surrounded  by  a  gayer  circle  than  that 
which  then  glittered  at  the  court  of  Fucheo.  The  more  the  Bonze 
lectured  on  his  own  sacerdotal  authority,  the  more  laughed  they. 
The  King  himself  condescended  to  aid  the  general  merriment ;  and 
congratulated  his  monitor  on  the  convincing  proof  he  had  given  of 
his  heavenly  mission,  by  the  display  of  an  infernal  temper.  To 
Xavier  he  addressed  himself  in  a  far  diflferent  spirit.  The  triple 
crown  might  have  lighted  on  his  head  without  allajdng  the  thirst  of 
his  soul  for  the  conversion  of  mankind ;  and  the  European  pomp 
with  which  he  was,  for  the  moment,  environed,  left  him  still  the 
same  living  martyr  to  the  faith  which  it  was  the  one  object  of  his 
life  to  propagate.  His  rich  apparel,  and  the  blandishments  of  the 
great,  sei-ved  only  to  present  to  him,  in  a  new  and  still  more  im- 
pressive light,  the  vanity  of  all  sublunary  things.  He  preached, 
catechised,  and  disputed  with  an  ardour  and  a  perseverance  which 
threatened  his  destruction,  and  alarmed  his  atfectionate  followers. 
*^  Care  not  for  me,"  was  his  answer  to  their  expostulation ;  "  think 
of  me  as  a  man  dead  to  bodily  comforts.  My  food,  my  rest,  my 
life,  are  to  rescue  from  the  granary  of  Satan,  the  souls  for  the  sake 
of  whom  God  has  sent  me  hither  from  the  ends  of  the  earth."  To 
such  fervour  the  Bonzes  of  Fucheo  could  oflFer  no  eflfectual  resist- 
ance. One  of  the  most  eminent  of  their  number  cast  away  his 
idols,  and  became  a  Christian,  Five  hundred  of  his  disciples 
immediately  followed  his  example.  The  Kang  himself,  a  dissolute 
unbeliever,  so  far  was  moved  (and  the  smallest  concessions  of  the 
rulers  of  the  earth  in  such  cases  must  be  handsomely  acknowledged) 
as  to  punish  in  others  the  crimes  which  he  persisted  in  practising 
himself;  and  as  to  confess  that  the  very  face  of  the  Saint  was  as  a 
mirror,  reflecting  by  the  force  of  contrast  all  the  hideousness  of  his 
own  vices.  Revolting,  indeed,  they  were ;  and  faithful  were  the 
rebukes  of  the  tongue,  no  less  than  of  the  countenance,  of  Xavier. 
The  royal  oflFender  was  at  length  touched  and  awed. .  His  conversion 
was  about  to  crown  the  labours  of  his  monitor ;  and  the  worship  of 
Xaca  and  Amida  in  the  kingdom  of  Bungo  seemed  waning  to  its 
close.  It  was  an  occasion  which  demanded  from  their  priesthood 
every  sacrifice ;  nor  was  the  demand  unanswered. 

For  thirty  years  the  mysteries  of  the  faith  of  the  Bonzes  had  been 
taught  in  the  most  celebrated  of  their  colleges,  by  a  doctor  who  had 
fathomed  all  divine  and  human  lore ;  and  who,  except  when  he 
came  forth  to  utter  the  oracular  voice  of  more  than  earthly  wisdom, 
withdrew  from  the  sight  of  men  into  a  sacred  retirement,,  there  to 
hold  high  converse  with  the  immortals.  Fucarondono,  for  so  he 
was  called,  annoimced  his  purpose  to  visit  the  city  and  palace  of 
Fucheo.     As  when,  in  the  agony  of  Agamemnon's  camp,  the  son  of 
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"  Thetis  at  length  grasped  his  maseive  spear,  and  the  trembling  sea^  ] 
shores  resounded  at  his  steps — so  advaueed  tit  the  war  of  words  the  4 
great  chieftain  of  Japanese  theology,  and  no  rose  the  cry  of  antlci-  I 
pateil  triumph  from  the  rescued  Bonzes.  Terror  seized  the  licen-  ] 
tioiis  King  himself,  and  all  foreboded  the  overthrow  of  Xavier  and  1 
,  Christiaaity.  "  Do  you  know,  or  rather,  do  yoii  remember  me?"  1 
was  the  inquiry  with  which  this  momentous  debate  was  opened.  ■ 
"  I  never  saw  yon  till  now,"  answered  the  Saint.  "  A  man  who  has  \ 
dealt  with  me  a  thousajid  times,  and  who  pretends  never  to  have  I 
seen  me,  will  be  no  difficult  conquest,"  rejoined  the  most  profound  I 
of  the  Bonzes.  "  Have  you  left  any  of  the  goods  which  I  bought  1 
of  you  at  the  port  of  Frenajona  ?  " — "  I  was  never  a  merchant,"  said  I 
the  misaionary,  "  nor  was  I  ever  at  Frenajona." — "  What  a  wretched  I 
memory ! "  was  the  contemptuous  reply ;  "  It  is  precisely  five  bun-  1 
dred  years  to-day  since  you  and  I  met  at  that  celebrated  mart;  1 
when,  by  the  same  token,  you  sold  me  a  hundred  pieces  of  silk,  and  I 
an  excellent  bai^iu  I  had  of  it."     From  the  transmigration  of  the  I 

•  soul  tlie  sage  proceeded  to  unfold  the  other  dark  secrets  of  nature — ■  J 
8ucb  OR  the  eternity  of  matter;  the  spontaneous  self-formation  of  1 
all  organised  beings ;  and  the  progressive  cleansing  of  the  human  ' 
spirit  in  the  nobler  and  holier  of  om- race,  at  each  successive  change, 
until  they  attain  to  a  perfect  memory  of  the  past,  and  are  enabled 
to  retrace  tlieir  wanderings  from  one  body  to  another  through  all 
preceding  i^ea;  looking  down,  from  the  pinnacles  of  accumulated 
wisdom,  on  the  grovelling  multitude,  whose  rtfcoUections  are  con- 
fined within  the  narrow  limits  of  their  latest  corporeal  exiBt«nce. 
I  That  Xavier  refuted  these  perplexing  argumentji  we  are  assured  by 
a  Portuguese  bystander  who  witnessed  the  debate ;  though  unhappily 
no  record  of  his  arguments  has  come  down  to  us.  "  I  have,"  says 
the  historian,  "  neither  science  nor  presumption  enough  to  detail 
the  subtle  aiid  solid  reasonings  by  which  the  Saint  destroyed  the 
vajn  fancies  of  the  Bonze." 
Yet  the  victory  was  incomplete.  Having  recruited  his  shattered 
forces,  and  accompanied  by  no  less  than  3000  Bonzes,  Fucarondoao 
returned  to  the  attack.  On  his  side  Xavier  appeared  in  the  field 
of  controversy  attended  by  the  Portuguese  officers  in  their  richest 
Apparel.  They  stood  uncovered  in  his  presence,  and  knelt  when 
they  addressed  him.  Their  dispute  now  turned  on  many  a  knotty 
point; — an,  for  example,  Why  did  Xavier  celebrate  masses  for 
the  dead,  and  yet  condemn  the  orthodox  Japanese  custom  of 
giving  to  the  Bonze  hills  of  exchange  payable  in  favour  of  the 
dead  ?  So  subtle  and  difficult  were  their  inquiries,  that  Xavier 
and  his  companion,  the  reporter  of  the  dispute,  were  compelled 
to  believe  that  the  spirit  of  evil  had  suggested  them ;  and  that 
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•  they  were  at  last  successfully  answered,  is  ascribed  to  the  incessant 
prayers  which,  during  the  whole  contest,  the  Christians  oflFered 
for  their  champion.  Of  this  second  polemical  campaign  we  have 
a  minute  and  animated  account.  It  may  be  sufficient  to  extract 
the  conclusion  of  the  royal  Moderator.  **  For  my  own  part,"  he 
said,  "  as  far  as  I  can  judge,  I  think  that  Father  Xavier  speaks 
rationally,  and  that  the  rest  of  you  don't  know  what  you .  are 
talking  about.  Men  must  have  clear  heads  or  less  violence  than 
you  have  to  understand  these  difficult  questions.  If  you  are 
deficient  in  faith,  at  least  employ  your  reason,  which  might  teach 
you  not  to  deny  truths  so  evident ;  and  do  nqt  bark  like  so  many 
dogs."  So  saying,  the  King  of  Bungo  dissolved  the  assembly. 
Royal  and  judicious  as  his  award  appears  to  have  been,  our  Portu- 
guese chronicler  admits  that  the  disputants  on  either  side  returned 
with  opinions  unchanged ;  and  that,  from  that  day  forward,  the 
work  of  conversion  ceased.  He  applies  himself  to  find  a  solution 
of  the  problem,  why  men  who  had  been  so  egregiously  refuted 
should  still  cling  to  their  errors ;  and  why  any  one  should  ob- 
stinately adhere  to  practices  so  irrefragably  proved  to  be  alike 
foolish  and  criminal.  The  answer,  let  us  hope,  is,  that  the 
obstinacy  of  the  people  of  Bungo,  was  a  kind  of  Ivmls  naturce,  a 
peculiarity  exclusively  their  own;  that  other  religious  teachers 
are  more  candid  than  the  Bonzes  of  Japan ;  and  that  no  Professor 
of  Divinity  could  elsewhere  be  found  so  obstinately  wedded  to  his 
own  doctrines  as  was  the  learned  Fucarondono.* 

In  such  controversies,  and  in  doing  the  work  of  an  evangelist 
in  every  other  form,  Xavier  saw  the  third  year  of  his  residence  at 
Japan  gliding  away,  when  tidings  of  perplexities  at  the  mother 
church  of  Groa  recalled  him  thither,  across  seas  so  wide  and  stormy, 
that  even  the  sacred  lust  of  gold  durst  hardly  brave  them  in  that 
infancy  of  the  art  of  navigation.  As  his  ship  drove  before  the 
monsoon,  dragging  after  her  a  smaller  bark  which  she  had  taken 
in  tow,  the  connecting  ropes  were  suddenly  burst  asunder,  and  in 

•  It  seems  necessary  to  state,  that  the  Portuguese  traveller  by  whom  this  debate 
is  reported,  is  Fordinando  Mendez  Pinto ;  on  whom  Congreve,  in  **  Love  for 
Love,"  has  conferred  an  unenviable  immortality.  "  Capricorn  in  your  teeth  " 
(exclaims  Foresight  to  Sir  Samson  Legend),  "  thou  modem  Mandeville  I  Fer- 
dinando  Mendez  Pinto  was  but  a  type  of  thee,  thou  liar  of  the  first  magnitude." 
The  wits  have  ever  been  at  war  with  the  travellers ;  and  Abyssinian  Bruce  sus- 
tained, and  has  survived,  still  ruder  shocks  than  Pinto  the  Orientalist  suffered 
at  the  hands  of  Congrove.  There  can  bo  no  doubt  that  he  was  present  with 
Xavier  at  Japan ;  nor  ib  it  easy  to  discover  any  reason  for  distrusting  this  part 
of  his  narrative.  The  text  contains  only  a  brief  extract  from  it  K  the  story  be 
really  fictitious,  Pinto  must  have  possessed  far  greater  knowledge  and  talents 
(especially  dramatic  talents)  than  have  hitherto  been  ascribed  to  him. 
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a  few  mifliites  the  two  vessels  were  no  longei 

the  siin  rose  and  set  on  their  dark  course ;  the  unchained  elements  \ 
roaring  as  in  mad  revelry  aronnd  them,  and  the  ocean   seethinj 
like  a  cauldron.     Xavier's  shipmates  wept  over  the  loss  of  friends    ' 
and  kindred  in  the  foimdered  bark;  and  shuddered  at  their  own  j 
approaching  doom.     He  also  wept ;  but  hia  were  grateful   tears,  f 
As  the  screaming  whirlwind  swept  over  the  abyss,  the   present  ' 
Deity  was  revealed  to  his  faithful  worshipper,  shedding  tranquillity, 
and  peace,  and  joy  over  the  sanctuary  of  a  devout  and  confiding 
heai-t.     "Mourn  not,  my  friend,"  was  his  gay  address  to  Edward 
de  Gama,  as  he  lamented  the  loss  of  his  brother  in  the  bark; 
"  before  three  days,  the  daughter  will  have  returned  to  her  mother." 
They  were  weary  and  anxious  days ;  but,  as  the  third  drew  towarda  i 
a  close  a  sail  appeared  in  the  horizon.     Defjing  the  adverse  winds,,! 
ehe  made  straight  towards  them  ;  and  at  last  dropped  alongside,  as ' 
calmly   as   the   sea-bird    ends   her  flight,  and   furls   her  ruffled^ 
plumage  on  the  swelling  surge.     The  cry  of  miracle  burst  from' 
every  lip ;  and  well  it  might*     There  was  the  lost  bark,  and  nut< 
the  bark  only,  but  Xavier  himself  on  board  herl     WTiat  though-' 
he  had  ridden  out  the  tempest  in  the  larger  vessel,  the  stay  of' 
their  drooping   spirits,  he   had  at  the  same  time   been   in   the' 
eraaller  ship,  performing  there  also  the  same  charitfible  office  ;  andi 
yet,  when  the  two  hailed  and  spoke  each  other,  there  was  but  one 
Francis  Xavier,   and   he   composedly  standing    by   the 
Edward  de  Gama,  on  the  deck  of  the  "  Holy  Cross."     Such  was 
the  name  of   the  commodore's  vessel.     For  her  services  on  this 
occasion,  she  obtained  a  sacred  charter  of  immunity  from  risks  t 
every  kind  ;  and  as  long  as  her  timbers  coutinued  sound,  bounded 
merrily  across  seas  in  which  no  other  craft  could  have  lived. 

During  this  wondrous  voyage,  her  deck  had  often  been  paced* 
in  deep  conference  by  Xavier  and  lago  de  Pereyra,  her  commander. 
Though  be  pursued  the  calling  of  a  merchant,  he  had,  says  th& 
bistorian,  the  heart  of  a  prince.     Two  great  objects  expanded  th* 
thoughts   of  Pereyra  —  the  one,    the   conversion    of  the   Chini 
empire ;  the  other,  his  own  appointment  as  ambassador   to   the 
celestial  court  of  Pekin.     In  our  pimy  days,  the  dreams  of  traders 
in  the  east  are  of  smuggling  opium.     But  in  the  sixteenth  century 
no  enterprise  appeared  to  them  too  splendid  to  contemplate,  or 
too   daring  to  hazard.     Before   the   "  Holy  Cross "'  had  reached 
Ooa,  Pereyra  had  pledged  his  whple  fortune,  Xavier  his  influence  ■ 
and   his  life,  to  this  gigantic  adventure.     In  the  spring  of   the  I 
following  year,  the   apostle  and   the  ambassador  (for  bo  far  tbajl 
project  had  in  a  few  months  been  accomplisheii)  sailed  from  Ooi 
in    the  "  Holy  Croe%"   for  the  then  unexplored  coaste  of  Chiua; 
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As  they  passed  Malacca,  tidings  came  to  Xavier  of  the  tardy, 
though  complete,  fulfilment  of  one  of  his  predictions.  Pestilence, 
the  minister  of  Divine  vengeance,  was  laying  waste  that  stiflF- 
necked  and  luxurious  people ;  but  the  woe  which  he  had  foretold 
he  was  the  foremost  to  alleviate.  Heedless  of  his  own  safety,  he 
raised  the  sick  in  his  arms  and  bore  them  to  the  hospitals.  He 
esteemed  no  time,  or  place,  or  office,  too  sacred  for  this  work  of 
mercy.  Ships,  college^  churches,  all  at  his  bidding  became  so 
many  lazarettos.  Night  and  day  he  lived  among  the  diseased  and 
the  dying,  or  quitted  them  only  to  beg  food  or  medicine,  from 
door  to  door,  for  their  relief.  For  the  moment,  even  China  was 
forgotten ;  nor  would  he  advance  a  step,  though  he  were  to  convert 
to  Christianity  a  third  part  of  the  human  race,  so  long  as  one 
victim  of  the  plague  demanded  his  sympathy,  or  could  be  directed 
by  him  to  an  ever-present  and  still  more  compassionate  Comforter. 
For  the  career  of  Xavier  (though  he  knew  it  not)  was  now  drawing 
to  a  close ;  and  with  him  the  time  was  ripe  for*  practising  those 
deeper  lessons  of  wisdom  which  he  had  imbibed  from  his  long  and 
arduous  course  of  discipline. 

With  her  cables  bent  lay  the  "  Holy  Cross "  in  the  port  of 
Malacca,  ready  at  length  to  convey  the  embassage  to  China, 
when  a  difficulty  arose,  which  not  even  the  prophetic  spirit  of 
Xavier  had  foreseen.  Don  Alvaro  d'Alayde,  the  governor,  a 
grandee  of  high  rank,  regarded  the  envoy  and  his  commission 
with  an  evil  eye.  To  represent  the  crown  of  Portugal  to  the 
greatest  of  earthly  monarchs  was,  he  thought,  an  honour  more 
meet  for  a  son  of  the  house  of  Alayde,  than  for  a  man  who  had 
risen  from  the  very  dregs  of  the  people.  The  expected  emolu- 
ments also  exceeded  the  decencies  of  a  cupidity  less  than  noble. 
He  became  of  opinion  that  it  was  not  for  the  advantage  of  the 
service  of  King  John  III.  that  the  expedition  should  proceed. 
Pereyra  appeared  before  him  in  the  humble  garb  of  a  suitor,  with 
the  offer  of  30,000  crowns  as  a  bribe.  All  who  sighed  for  the 
conversion,  or  for  the  commerce  of  China,  lent  the  aid  of  their 
intercessions.  Envoys,  saints,  and  merchants,  united  their  prayers 
in  vain.  Brandishing  his  cane  over  their  heads,  Alvaro  swore 
that,  so  long  as  he  was  governor  of  Malacca  and  captain-general 
of  the  seas  of  Portugal,  the  embassy  should  move  no  further. 
Week  after  week  was  thus  consumed,  and  the  season  was  fast 
wearing  away,  when  Xavier  at  length  resolved  on  a  measure  to  be 
justified,  even  in  his  eyes,  only  by  extreme  necessity.  A  secret 
of  high  significance  had  been  buried  in  his  bosom  since  his 
departure  from  Europe.  The  time  for  the  disclosure  of  it  had 
come.      He  produced  a  Papal   Brief,   investing   him  with    the 
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dignity  aud  the  powers  of  apostolical  uuncio  in  the  east.  Oiia 
more  hindrance  to  the  conversion  of  China,  and  the  Cliurch  would 
clothe  her  neck  with  thunders.  Alvaro  was  still  unmoved;  and 
sentence  of  excommunication  was  solemnly  pronounced  against 
him  and  his  abettors.  Alvaro  answered  hy  sequestrating  the 
"Holy  Cross"  herself,  Xavier  wrote  letters  of  complaint  to  the 
king.  Alvaro  intercepted  them.  One  appeal  was  still  open  t» 
the  vicar  of  the  vicar  of  Christ.  Prostrate  before  the  altar,  he 
invoked  the  aid  of  Heaven ;  aud  rose  with  piu'poses  confirmed 
and  hopes  reanimated.  In  the  service  of  Alvaro,  though  no 
longer  bearing  the  embassy  to  China,  the  "  Holy  Cross "  waa  to 
be  despatched  to  Sancian,  an  island  near  the  mouth  of  the  ContOA 
river,  to  which  the  Portuguese  were  permitted  to  resort  for  trade. 
Xavier  resolved  to  pursue  his  voyage  so  far,  and  thence  proceed  ta> 
Macao  to  preach  the  Gospel  there.  Imprisonment  was  i 
follow.  But  he  should  have  Chinese  fellow-prisoners.  These  at 
leaat  he  might  convert ;  and  though  his  life  would  pay  the  forfeit, 
he  should  leave  behind  him,  in  these  first  Christians,  a  band  of 
missionaries  wJio  would  propagate  through  their  native  land  the 
&ith  which  he  might  only  be  permitted  to  plant. 

It  was  a  compromise  as  welcome  to  Alvaro  as  to  Xavier  himself 
Again  the  "Holy  Cross"  prepai'ed  for  sea;  and  the  Apostle  o^: 
the  Indies,  followed  by  a  grateful  and  admiring  people,  paa 
through  the  gates  of  Malacca  to  the  beach.     Falling  on  his  fi 
on  the  earth,  he  poured  forth  a  passionate,  though  silent,  prayerj 
His  body  heaved  and  shook  with  tlie  throes  of  that  agonising  howr, 
What  might  be  the  fearful  portent  none  might  divine,  and  none 
presumed  to  ask.     A  contagious  terror  passed  from  eye  to  ej% 
but  every  voice  was  hushed.     It  was  as  the  calm  preceding  t" 
first  thunder  peal  which  is  to  rend  the  firmament-.     Xavier  arosej 
his  countenance  no  longer  beaming  with  its  accustomed  grace  ancK 
tenderness,  but  glowing  with  a  sacred  indignation,  like  that  at 

Isaiah  when  breathing  forth  his  inspired  menaces  against  the  Kiuj 

of  Babylon,  Standing  on  a  rock  amidst  the  waters,  he  loosed 
his  shoes  from  off  bis  feet,  smote  them  against  each  other  wit! 
vehement  action,  and  then  casting  them  from  him,  as  still  tainted 
with  the  dust  of  that  devoted  city,  he  leaped  barefooted  into  the 
bark,  which  bore  hira  away  for  ever  from  a  place  from  which  Iiq 
had  BO  long  and  vainly  laboured  to  avert  her  impending  doom. 

She  bore  him,  as  be  had  projected,  t«  the  island  of  Sancis 
It  was  a  mere  commercial  factory ;  and  the  merchants  wbo  passed 
the  trading  season  there,  vehemently  opposed  his  design  of  pene« 
tniting   further   into   China.      True   he   had   ventured   into   th* 
forest  there,  i^inst  the   tigers  which  infested  it,  with  n< 
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weapon  than  a  vase  of  holy  water ;  and  the  savage  beasts,  sprintled 
with  that  sacred  element,  had  for  ever  fled  the  place;  but  the 
Mandarins  were  fiercer  still  than  they,  and  would  avenge  the 
preaching  of  the  Saint  on  the  inmates  of  the  factory ;  though 
most  guiltless  of  any  design  but  that  of  adding  to  their  heap  of 
crowns  and  moidores.  Long  years  had  now  passed  away  since 
the  voice  of  Loyola  had  been  heard  on  the  banks  of  the  Seine, 
urging  the  solemn  inquiry,  "What  shall  it  profit?"  But  the 
words  still  rung  on  the  ear  of  Xavier,  and  were  still  repeated, 
though  in  vain,  to  his  worldly  associates  at  Sancian.  They  sailed 
away  with  their  cargoes,  leaving  behind  them  only  the  "  Holy 
Cross,"  in  charge  of  the  officers  of  Alvaro,  and  depriving  Xavier 
of  all  means  of  crossing  the  channel  to  Macao.  They  left  him 
destitute  of  shelter  and  of  food,  but  not  of  hope.  He  had  heard 
that  the  King  of  Siam  meditated  an  embassy  to  China  for  the 
following  year;  and  to  Siam  he  resolved  to  return  in  Alvaro's 
vessel;  to  join  himself,  if  possible,  to  the  Siamese  envoys;  and 
so  at  length  to  force  his  way  into  the  empire. 

But  his  earthly  toils  and  projects  were  now  to  cease  for  ever. 
The  angel  of  death  appeared  with  a  summons,  for  which,  since 
death  first  entered  our  world,  no  man  was  ever  more  triumphantly 
prepared.  It  found  him  on  board  the  vessel  on  the  point  of  de- 
parting for  Siam.  At  his  own  request  he  was  removed  to  the 
shore,  that  he  might  meet  his  end  with  the  greater  composmre. 
Stretched  on  the  naked  beach,  with  the  cold  blasts  of  a  Chinese 
winter  aggravating  his  pains,  he  contended  alone  with  the  agonies 
of  the  fever  which  wasted  his  vital  power.  It  was  an  agony  and  a 
solitude  for  which  the  happiest  of  the  sons  of  men  might  well  have 
exchanged  the  dearest  society  and  the  purest  of  the  joys  of  life.  It 
was  an  agony  in  which  his 'still-uplifted  crucifix  reminded  him  of  a 
far  more  awful  woe  endured  for  his  deliverance.  It  was  a  solitude 
thronged  by  blessed  ministers  of  peace  and  consolation,  visible  in 
all  their  bright  and  lovely  aspects  to  the  now  unclouded  eye  of 
faith ;  and  audible  to  the  dying  martyr  through  the  yielding  bars  of 
his  mortal  prison-house,  in  strains  of  exulting  joy  till  then  unheard 
and  unimagined.  Tears  burst  from  his  fading  eyes,  tears  of  an 
emotion  too  big  for  utterance.  In  the  cold  collapse  of  death  his 
features  were  for  a  few  brief  moments  irradiated  as  with  the  first 
beams  of  approaching  glory.  He  raised  himself  on  his  crucifix  ; 
and  exclaiming.  In  te^  Dominey  aperavi  —  non  confundar  in 
cetemum  I  he  bowed  his  head  and  died. 

"Why  consume  many  words  in  delineating  a  character  which  can 
be  disposed  of  in  three  ?  Xavier  was  a  fanatic,  a  Papist,  and  a 
Jesuit.     Comprehensive  and  incontrovertible  as  the  climax  is,  it 
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yet  does  not  eshaust  the  censures  to  wliicli  be  is  oboosioua.  Hlflfl 
understanding,  that  ia  the  mere  cogitative  faculty,  was  deficient  iofl 
ori^nality,  in  clearness,  and  in  force.  It  is  difficult  to  Imagine  a-l 
religions  dogma  which  he  would  not  have  embraced,  at  the  com— ■ 
niand  of  his  teachers,  with  the  same  infantine  credulity  with  whidl  V 
he  received  the  legends  and  the  creeds  which  they  actually  imposedfl 
upon  him.  His  faith  was  not  victorious  over  doubt ;  for  doubt« 
never  for  one  passing  moment  assailed  it.  Superstition  mightfl 
boast  in  him  one  of  the  most  complete  as  well  as  one  of  the  mostfl 
jlhiatrious  of  ber  conquests.  She  led  him  through  a  land  peopled  I 
with  visionary  forms,  and  resounding  with  ideal  voices — a  land  of^ 
prodigies  and  portents,  of  ineffable  discourse  and  unearthly  melo-^B 
diea.  She  bade  him  look  on  this  fair  world  as  on  some  dungeoafl 
unvisited  by  the  breath  of  heaven  ;  and  on  the  glorious  face  of  ■ 
nature,  and  the  charms  of  social  life,  as  so  many  snares  and  pitfalls 
for  his  feet.  At  her  voice  he  starved  and  lacerated  hia  body,  and* 
rivalled  the  meanest  pauper  in  filth  and  wretchedness.  Harder  ^^ 
still,  she  sent  him  forth  to  establish  among  half-civilised  tribes  & 
worship  which  to  them  was  but  little  more  than  a  new  idolatry ;  and 
to  inculcate  a  morality  in  which  the  more  arduous  virtues  of  thfl 
Christian  life  were  made  to  yield  precedence  to  ritual  forms  andi 
outward  ceremonies.  And  yet,  never  did  the  polytlieism  of  ancieni 
or  of  modem  Rome  assign  a  seat  among  the  demi-gods  to  a  hero  ai 
nobler  mould,  or  of  a  more  exalted  magnanimity,  than  Fnmdi 
Xavier. 

He  lived  among  men  as  if  to  show  how  little  the  grandeur  of  tlw 
human  soul  depends  on  mere  intellectual  powei".  It  was  his  to  d&i 
monstrate  with  what  vivific  rays  a  heart  imbued  with  the  lore  oj 
God  and  man  may  warm  and  kin<lle  the  nations,  however  denec 
may  be  the  exhalations  through  which  the  giant  pursues  his  c 
from  the  one  end  of  heaven  to  the  other.  Scholars  criticised,  ■ 
ridiculed,  prudent  men  admonished,  and  kings  opposed  him ;  but 
on  moved  Francis  Xavier,  borne  forwai'd  by  an  impulse  whids 
crushed  and  scattered  to  the  winds  all  such  puny  obstacles.  In  teiS 
short  years,  as  if  mercy  had  lent  him  wings,  and  faith  an  impeDe< 
trable  armour,  he  ti'aversed  oceans,  islands,  and  continents,  througb 
a  track  equal  to  more  than  twice  the  circumference  of  our  globe; 
everywhere  preaching,  disputing,  baptizing,  and  founding  Chrifrtiaa 
churches.  There  is  at  least  one  well -authenticated  miracle 
Xavier's  story.  It  is,  that  any  mortal  man  should  have  sustained 
such  toils  as  he  did ;  and  have  sustiuned  them  too,  not  merely 
with  composure,  but  as  if  in  obedience  to  some  indestructible  exi- 
gency of  his  nature.  "  The  Father  Master  Francis  "  (the  words  are 
those  of  his  associate,  Melchior  Nunez),  "  when  labouring  for  tJi« 
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salvation  of  idolaters,  seemed  to  act,  not  by  any  acquired  power, 
but  as  by  some  natural  instinct ;  for  he  could  neither  take  pleasure 
nor  even  exist  except  in  such  employments.  They  were  his  re- 
pose ;  and  when  he  was  leading  men  to  the  knowledge  and  the 
love  of  Grod,  however  much  he  exerted  himself,  he  never  appeared 
to  be  making  any  effort." 

Seven  hundred  thousand  converts  (for  in  these  matters  Xavier's 
eulogists  are  not  parsimonious)  are  numbered  as  the  fruits  of  his 
mission ;  nor  is  the  extravagance  so  extreme  if  the  word  "  conver- 
sion "  be  understood  in  the  sense  in  which  they  used  it.  Kings, 
rajahs,  and  princes  were  always,  when  possible,  the  first  objects  of 
his  care.  Some  such  conquests  he  certainly  made ;  and  as  the 
flocks  would  often  follow  their  shepherds^  and  as  the  gate  into  the 
Christian  fold  was  not  made  very  strait,  it  may  have  been  entered 
by  many  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands.  But  if  Xavier  taught 
the  mighty  of  the  earth,  it  was  for  the  sake  of  the  poor  and 
miserable,  and  with  them  he  chiefly  dwelt.  He  dwelt  with  them 
on  terms  ill  enough  corresponding  with  the  vulgar  notions  of  a 
saint.  *'  You,  my  friends,"  said  he  to  a  band  of  soldiers  who  had 
hidden  their  cards  at  his  approach,  "  belong  to  no  religious  order, 
nor  can  you  pass  whole  days  in  devotion.  Amuse  yourselves.  To 
you  it  is  not  forbidden,  if  you  neither  cheat,  quarrel,  nor  swear 
when  you  play."  Then  good-humouredly  sitting  down  in  the  midst 
of  them,  he  challenged  one  of  the  party  to  a  game  at  chess ;  and 
was  found  at  the  board  by  Don  Diego  Noragua,  whose  curiosity  had 
brought  him  from  far  to  see  so  holy  a  man,  and  to  catch  some 
fragments  of  that  solemn  discourse  which  must  ever  be  flowing 
from  his  lips.  The  grandee  would  have  died  in  the  belief  that  the 
saint  was  a  hypocrite,  unless  by  good  fortune  he  had  afterwards  (as 
we  are  told)  chanced  to  break  in  on  his  retirement,  and  to  find  him 
there  suspended  between  earth  and  heaven,  in  a  rapture  of  devo- 
tion, with  a  halo  of  celestial  glory  encircling  his  head  1 
•  No  mention  will  be  found  in  the  letters  of  Xavier  of  any  such 
miraculous  visitations,  or  of  any  other  of  the  supernatural  perfor- 
mances ascribed  to  him  by  his  Church.  Such  at  least  is  the  result 
of  a  carefiil  examination  of  the  whole  of  the  five  books  into  which 
his  Epistles  are  divided.  He  was  too  humble  a  man  to  think  it 
probable  that  he  should  be  the  depositary  of  so  divine  a  gift ;  and 
too  honest  to  advance  any  such  claims  to  the  admiration  of  man- 
kind. Indeed  he  seems  to  have  been  amused  with  the  facility 
with  which  his  friends  assented  to  these  prodigies.  Two  of  them 
repeated  to  him  the  tale  of  his  Jiaving  raised  a  dead  child  to  life, 
and  pressed  him  to  reveal  the  truth.  **  What  1"  he  replied,  "  I 
raise  the  dead  I     Can  you  really  believe  such  a  thing  of  a  wretch 


IS6 


THE  POUNDBHfi  OP  JBSDITISU. 


like  me  ?"     Then  smiling,  lie  added,  "  They  did   indeed  p]ace 
fore  me  a  child.     They  said  it  was  dead,  which  perhaps  was  not  the 
oaae,     I  told  him  to  get  up,  and  he  did  so.     Do  you  call  that  a 
miracle  ?  "     But  in  this  matter  Xavier  was  not  allowed  to  judge  for 
himself.     He  was  a  Thaumaturgus  in  his  own  despite ;  and  this 
very  denial  is  quoted  hy  hia  ailmirers  as  a  proof  of  his  profound 
humility.     Could  be,  hy  some  second  sight,  have  read  the  Bull  of 
his  own  canonisation,  he  would  doubtless,  in  defiance  of  his  sense%i 
have  believed  (for  belief  was  always  at  his  command)  that  tl 
Church  fenew  much  better  than  he  did,  and  that  he  had  heen 
versing  the  laws  of  nature  without  perceiving  it;  for  at  the  dia^^ 
tance  of  rather  more  than  half  a  century  from  his  death.  Pope 
Urban   VIII,,   with   the   unanimous   assent  of  all  the  cardinals, 
patriarchs,  archbishops,  and  bishops,  in  sacred  conclave  assorahlei' 
pledged  his  papal  infallibihty  to  the  miracles  already  reeordi 
and  to  many  more.     Anil  who  will  be  so  sceptical  as  to  doubt  th( 
reality,  when  he  is  informed   that   depositions,  taken  in   proof 
them,  were  read  before  that  august  assembly ;  and  that  the  ape 
theosis  was  opposed  there  by  a  learned  person,  who,  as  usual 
such  cases,  appeared  at  their  bar  in  the  character,  and  with  tl 
title,  of  "the  Devil's  advocate?"     A  scoffer  might  indeed  sugj 
that  if  the  lawyer  really  laboured  to  refute  falsehood,  he  mi 
have  betrayed  the  interests  of  his  clients ;  and  that  the  Fathei 
Lies  probably  instructed  his  counsel  to  make  a  sham  fight  of  it, 
order  that  one  lie  the  more  might  be  established  among  men 
the  fniTQ  of  a  new  idol  worship.     Without  exploring  so  dark 
question,  it  may  be  seriously  regretted  that  such  old  wives'  fables' 
have  been  permitted  to  sully  the  genuine  history  of  so  many  men 
of  whom  the  world  was  not  worthy,  and  of  none  more  than  f'tanois 
Xavier.     They  have  long  obscured  his  real  glory,  and  degradf 
him  to  the  low  level  of  a  vidgar  hero  of  ecclesiastical  romani 
these  puerile  embellishments,  —  with  no  title  to 
ige  due  to  genius  and  to  learning,  —  and  not  included  in 
number  of  those  who  have  aided  the  progress  of  speculative  truth, 
—  he  emerges  from  those  lower  regions,  clad  with  the  mild  bril- 
liancy, and  resplendent  in  the  matchless  beauty,  which  belong  to 
the  human  nature,  when  ripening  fast  into  a  perfect  union  ■  "  " 
the  divine.     He  had  attained   to   that  childlike  affiance   in 
Author  of  his  being,  which   gives  an  unrestrained  play  to  evei 
blameless  impulse,  even  when  that  awful  presence  is  the 
habitually  felt.     His  was  a  sanctity  which,  at  fitting  seasons,  couli 
even  disport  itself  in  jests  and  trifling.     No  man,  however  abji 
his  condition,  disgusting  his  malai.lies,  or  hateful  his  crimes,  evi 
turned  to  Xavier  without   learning  that  there  was  at  least  oi 
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human  heart  on  which  he  might  repose  with  all  the  confidence  of 
a  brother's  love.  To  his  eye  the  meanest  and  the  lowest  reflected 
the  image  of  Him  whom  he  followed  and  adored ;  nor  did  he  sup- 
pose that  he  could  ever  serve  the  Saviour  of  mankind  so  acceptably 
as  by  ministering  to  their  sorrows,  and  recalling  them  into  the 
way  of  peace.  It  is  easy  to  smile  at  his  visions,  to  detect  his 
errors,  to  ridicule  the  extravagant  austerities  of  his  life,  and  even 
to  show  how  much  his  misguided  zeal  eventually  counteracted  his 
own  designs.  But  with  our  philosophy,  our  luxuries,  and  our 
wider  experience,  it  is  not  easy  for  us  to  estimate  or  to  comprehend 
the  career  of  such  a  man.  Between  his  thoughts  and  our  ttioughts 
there  is  but  little  in  common.  Of  our  wisdom  he  knew  nothing, 
and  would  have  despised  it  if  he  had.  Philanthropy  was  his 
passion;  reckless  daring  his  delight;  and  faith,  glowing  in  meridian 
splendour,  the  sunshine  in  which  he  walked.  He  judged  or  felt 
(and  who  shall  say  that  he  judged  or  felt  erroneously  ?)  that  the 
Church  demanded  an  illustrious  sacrifice,  and  that  he  was  to  be  the 
victim; — that  a  voice  which  had  been  dumb  for  fifteen  centuries 
must  at  length  be  raised  again,  and  that  to  him  that  voice  had 
been  imparted ;  —  that  a  new  Apostle  must  go  forth  to  break  up 
the  incrustations  of  man's  long-hardened  heart,  and  that  to  him 
that  apostolate  had  been  committed.  So  judging  or  so  feeling,  he 
obeyed  the  summons  of  him  whom  he  regarded  as  Christ's  vicar 
on  earth,  and  the  echoes  from  no  sublunary  region,  which  the 
summons  seemed  to  awaken  in  his  bosom.  .  In  holding  up  to  re- 
verential admiration  such  self-sacrifices  as  his,  slight,  indeed,  is  the 
danger  of  stimulating  an  enthusiastic  imitation.  Enthusiasm ! 
our  pulpits  distil  their  bland  rhetoric  against  it ;  but  where  is  it  to 
be  found  ?  Do  not  our  share  markets,  thronged  even  by  the  de- 
vout, overlay  it  —  and  our  rich  benefices  extinguish  it  —  and  our 
pentecosts,  in  the  dazzling  month  of  May,  dissipate  it  —  and  our 
stipendiary  missions,  and  our  mitres,  decked,  even  in  heathen  lands, 
with  jewels  and  with  lordly  titles  —  do  they  not,  as  so  many  light- 
ning conductors,  efiectually  divert  it  ?  There  is  indeed  the  lacka- 
daisical enthusiasm  of  devotional  experiences,  and  the  sentimental 
enthusiasm  of  religious  bazaars,  and  the  oratorical  enthusiasm  of 
charitable  platforms,  and  the  tractarian  enthusiasm  of  certain  well- 
beneficed  ascetics ;  but  in  what,  except  the  name,  do  they  resemble 
the  *'  God-in-us  "  enthusiasm  of  Francis  Xavier  —  of  Xavier  the 
magnanimous,  the  holy,  and  the  gay ;  the  canonised  saint,  not  of 
Borne  only,  but  of  universal  Christendom ;  who,  if  at  this  hour 
there  remained  not  a  solitary  Christian  to  claim  and  to  rejoice  in 
his  spiritual  ancestry,  should  yet  live  in  hallowed  and  everlasting 
remembrance,  as  the  man  who  has  bequeathed  to  these  later  ages, 


at  once  the  clearest  proof  and  the  most  ilhietrioua  example,  tbfl 
eveu  amidst  the  euervating  arts  of  our  modern  civilisation,  t^ 
apostolic  energy  may  stil!  burn  with  all  its  primaeval  ardour  I 
the  human  soul,  when  animated  and  directed  by  a  power  more  tha) 
himian. 

Xavier  died  in  the  yeai"  1552,  in  the  forty-seventh  year  of  hi 
age,  and  in  the  eleventh  year  of  his  absence  from  Europe,  Durii^ 
his  residence  in  the  East,  he  had  maintained  a  frequent  corrt 
spondence  with  the  General  of  his  order.  Their  letters  brea.the  tli 
tenderneRS  which  is  one  of  the  indispensable  elements  of  tU 
heroic  character.  But  it  was  a  grave  though  aji  intense  affectioiJ 
never  degenerating  into  fondness,  but  chastened  by  filial  reverend 
on  the  one  side,  and  by  parental  authority  on  the  other.  i 

It  was,  indeed,  as  a  father,  or  rather  as  a  patriarch,  exercising^] 
supreme  command  over  his  family,  and  making  laws  for  their  futoH 
government,  that  Ignatius  passed  the  last  twenty  years  of  his  lij 
No  longer  a  wanderer  through  the  world,  captivating  or  overawii^ 
the  minds  of  men  by  marvels  addressed  to  their  imagination,  hfl 
dwelt  in  the  ecclesiastical  capital  of  the  West,  giving  form  and  sub- 
stance to  the  visions  which  had  first  fallen  upon  him  at  the  Mount 
of  Ascension,  and  which  had  immovably  abided  with  him  throuj 
every  succeeding  pilgrimage. 

Of  the  projects  of  his  later  days,  the  mOTt  cherished  was  tJiat 
training,  at  the  Central  College  of  the  Jesuits  at  Rome,  the  pupi 
who  were  to  propagate  his  society  throughout  tlie  world.     All  lan- 
guages and  all  sciences  were  taught  there.     The  scholars  contended 
with  each  other  in  public  for  literary  honours,  and  exhibited  befi 
the  learned  and  the  great  their  skill  in  dramatic  recitation.     Si 
was  the  solicitude  of  Ignatius   for  their   improvement,   that 
invited  them  to  criticise  big  own  colloquial  Italian  ;    for,  ha' 
acquired  that  language  late  in  life,  he  spoke  it  imperfectly ;  and 
willing  to  compromise  even  his  own  habitual  and  well-sus 
dignity,  if  so  he  might  impress  on  his  neophytes  the  importance 
excelling  in  those  vernacular  tongues,  by  the  tise  of  which  they 
were  destined  to  encounter  and  rival  their  Protestant  adversaries. 

He  was  not,  however,  pei-mitted  to  devote  his  declining  years  to 
such  peaceful  pursuits  as  these ;   but  yielded  to  the  law  which 
signs  to  the  life-long  hostility  of  mankind  every  innovator  wl 
either  breaks  up  their  inveterate  habits,  or  discredits  their  cherishi 
maxims. 

In  Spain,  Ignatius  was  assailed  by  Melcbior  Cano,  a  Domioii 
monk,  by  the  Archbishop  of  Toledo,  and  by  the  Vicar-General 
Saragossa ;  all  of  whom  appear  to  have  braved  his  power,  in 
secret  assurance  of  support  from  the  Emperor  Charles  V.     Mt 
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chior  denounced  the  Jesuits  and  their  General  as  impostors.  Their 
influence,  it  is  said,  consigned  him  to  an  honourable  banishment  as 
Bishop  of  the  Canaries.  But  he  quickly  resigned  his  mitre,  and, 
resuming  his  invectives,  continued  them  with  impunity  till  death 
itself  silenced  him.  The  Archbishop  launched  against  the  new 
order  hot  thunderbolts  of  interdicts  and  excommunications,  as 
usurpers  of  his  archiepiscopal  privileges ;  and,  though  Ignatius  met 
the  storm  with  papal  briefs  and  edicts  from  the  royal  council,  he 
was  compelled  to  propitiate  his  powerful  antagonist  by  humiliating 
submissions.  Encouraged  perhaps  by  this  success  of  his  neighbour, 
the  Vicar-General  of  Saragossa  brought  into  the  field  against  the 
same  enemies  the  same  spiritual  artilleiy  of  mandates  and  anathe- 
mas. Alarmed  to  find  themselves  thus  cut  oflf  from  all  Christian 
offices,  and  from  all  the  sacraments  of  the  Church,  the  citizens  first 
furiously  drove  away  the  Jesuits ;  and  then,  with  true  popular  con- 
sistency, as  furiously  drove  away  the  Vicar-General  and  his  clergy. 
The  intrusive  order  triumphed,  and  established  themselves  at  Sara- 
gossa, both  as  ministers  of  religion,  and  as  teachers  of  youth.  It. 
was  a  triumph  doomed  to  a  late,  but  lamentable  expiation. 

In  France,  Ignatius  contended  long  and  without  success  for  the 
reception  and  settlement  of  his  society.  Though  the  Cardinal  of 
Lorraine  was  his  advocate,  and  Henry  II.  issued  letters  patent, 
authorising  the  establishment  of  a  Jesuit  house  and  college  in  Paris, 
the  Parliament  refused  to  register  the  grant;  and,  when  urged  by 
the  royal  commands  to  obedience,  opposed  to  them  an  angry 
remonstrance.  The  University  seconded  the  Parliaments  The 
Sorbonne  promulgated  a  "conclusion"  in  their  support  The 
Archbishop  poured  down  a  pitiless  storm  of  declarations,  prohibi- 
tions, and  censures  upon  the  heads  of  the  suspected  and  unpopular 
Jesuits.  Neither  the  King,  the  Cardinal,  nor  the  General  could 
make  head  against  the  thick  flight  of  these  ecclesiastical  missiles. 
So  the  churchmen  and  the  professors  of  Paris  retained  their  mono- 
poly of  preaching  and  lecturing  ;  the  Jesuits  taking  refuge  at  St. 
Germains,  where,  beyond  the  reach  of  the  metropolitan  jurisdiction, 
they  waited  the  arrival  of  more  propitious  days. 

In  Portugal  still  more  formidable  disasters  exercised  the  fortitude 
of  Ignatius.  Under  the  genial  beams  of  royal  favour,  his  institution 
had  thriven  but  too  luxuriantly  in  that  kingdom,  and  was  already 
exhibiting  symptoms  of  corruption  and  decay.  The  Jesuit  College 
at  Coimbra  was  crowded  with  youths  of  family  and  fortune,  who 
had  rapidly  degenerated  into  the  lawless  and  self-indulgent  habits 
of  secular  collegians.  Eodriguez,  the  provincial  of  Portugal,  a 
ruler  of  a  gentle  nature  and  too  easy  compliance,  had  been  unable 
to  restrain  their  petulance^  or  to  punish  their  vices ;   and  was  dis- 
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placed  by  the  indignant  General  to  make  way  for  Miron, 
renowned  for  austerity,  and  endowed  witli  &n  inflexible  sternnt 
But  the  Beverities  of  Miron  were  fotloved  by  an  open  revolt 
the  students ;  and  so  formidable  was  their  resistance,  that  evi 
Ignatius  was  compelled  to  temporise.     It  was  not,  however,  in 
nature  to  make  a  permanent  sacrilice  of  any  part  of  liia  authority. 
He  subjugated  the  rebels   at  length;  but  it  was  by   a  method 
which,  at  any  other  time,  and  in  any  other  hands,  might  pass  for 
the  fabulous. 

The  rector  of  the  college  of  Coimbra  magnanimously  resolved 
make   a  public  and  painful  espiation  in  bis  own  person  for  Urn 
offences  of  his  pupils.     With  his  back  and  shoulders  bai'e,  and 
wielding  in  his  hand  a  scourge,  he  traversed  the  city,  inflicting  on 
his  naked  back  a  succession  of  well-aimed  and  formidable  stripet^ 
and  explaining  to  the  astonished  multitude  the  vicarious  nature  of 
this  self-inflicted  punishment.      The  example  was  of  course  irrt 
tible.     Other  Jesuits  quickly  followed  the  rector,  lashing  themselv) 
with  emtilous  severity.     The  fascination  spread,     The  refracb 
Students  themselves  at  length  joined  the  expiatory  procession, 
they  reached  the  college ;  where  they  arrived  soundly  whip] 
excoriated,  bleeding,  and  exhausted ;    and  resolved  never  more  to 
provoke  the  mysterious  power  with  which  they  luid  to  do  —  a  power 
which  could  thus,  by  an  incomprehensible  influence,  compel  their 
own  wills  to  pronounce,  and  tlieir  own  arms  to  execute,  a  sentenoe 
shame  and  suffering,  such  as  no  other  judge  would  have  venti 
to  impose. 

The  great  enchanter  himself  was  now,  however,  to  submit  to 
common  doom.     The  spiritual  sovereignty  of  which  he  was 
architect  had,  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  a  century,  acquired  au  exi 
eion  almost  as  great,  and  an  establishment  almost  as  firm,  as  tl 
which   the  papacy  had  gained  by  the  unremitting  laboiu-s  of 
thousand  years.     Hut,  on  the  30th  of  July,  1556,  the  strong 
received  the  aummons  to  render  up  his  soul  to  him  who  gave 
He  lingered  till  the  following  day  and  then  died ;  but,  strange 
say,  "  unanointed,  unaunealed,"  without  the  benediction  of  the  P( 
or  the  sacraments  of  his  Church.      It  is  alleged  by  his  friends 
in  the  spirit  of  obedience  to  his  physician,  he  had  postponed  till  tO©i 
late  the  demand  for  these  spiritual  aids.      His  enemies  exult  oveK' 
him  as  having  betrayed,  by  this  last  act  of  indifference  to  the  oflioeA 
of  religion,  the  latent  infidelity  and  the  secret  falsehood  of  his  lif& 
The  more  charitable  is  incomparably  the  more  probable  hypothesis. 
They,  however,  who  have  studied  Christianity  in  the  life  and  the 
discourses  of  its  divine  Author,  rather  than  in  systems  of  dogmatio- 
theology,  will  venture  to  believe  that  the  acceptance  of  a  dying 
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by  his  Maker  depends  on  something  infinitely  higher  and  more  holy 
than  any  priestly  absolution,  or  sacerdotal  chrism. 

Some  miconscious  love  of  power,  a  mind  bewildered  by  many 
gross  superstitions  and  many  theoretical  errors,  and  perhaps  some 
tinge  of  insanity,  may  be  justly  ascribed  to  Ignatius  Loyola.  But 
no  dispassionate  student  of  his  life  will  question  his  integrity,  or 
deny  him  the  praise  of  a  devotion  at  once  sincere,  habitual,  and  pro- 
found. It  is  not  to  the  glory  of  the  Eeformed  to  depreciate  their 
greatest  antagonist ;  or  to  think  meanly  of  him,  by  whom,  more 
than  by  any  other  man,  the  Eeformation  was  stayed,  and  the  Church 
of  Eome  rescued  from  her  impending  doom. 

In  the  language  now  current  amongst  us,  Ignatius  might  be  de- 
scribed as  the  leader  of  the  conservative,  against  the  innovating  spirit 
of  his  times.  It  was  an  age,  as  indeed  is  every  era  of  great  popular 
revolutions,  when  the  impulsive  or  centrifugal  forces  which  tend  to 
isolate  man,  preponderating  over  the  attractive  or  centripetal  forces 
which  tend  to  congregate  him,  had  destroyed  the  balance  of  the 
social  system.  From  amidst  the  controversies  which  then  agitated 
the  world  had  emerged  two  great  truths,  of  which,  after  three  hun- 
dred years'  debate,  we  are  yet  to  find  the  reconcilement.  It  was  true 
that  the  Christian  Commonwealth  ought  to  be  one  consentient  body, 
united  under  one  supreme  head  and  bound  together  by  a  community 
of  law,  of  doctrine,  and  of  worship.  It  was  also  true  that  each 
member  of  that  body  was  obliged  for  himself,  on  his  own  responsi- 
bility, and  at  his  own  peril,  to  render  that  worship,  to  ascertain  that 
doctrine,  to  study  that  law,  and  to  seek  the  guidance  of  that  Supreme 
Suler.  Between  these  corporate  duties  and  these  individual  obli- 
gations, there  was  a  seeming  contrariety.  And  yet  the  contradiction 
must  be  apparent  only,  and  not  real ;  for  all  truths  must  be  consis- 
tent with  each  other.  Here  was  a  problem  for  the  learned  and  the 
wise,  for  schools,  and  presses,  and  pulpits.  But  it  is  not  by  sages, 
nor  in  the  spirit  of  philosophy,  that  such  problems  receive  their 
practical  solution.  Wisdom  may  be  the  ultimate  arbiter,  but  is 
seldom  the  immediate  agent  in  human  affairs.  It  is  by  antagonist 
passions,  prejudices,  and  follies,  that  the  equipoise  of  this  most  belli- 
gerent planet  of  ours  is  chiefly  preserved  in  our  own  days ;  and  so  it 
was  in  the  sixteenth  century.  If  Papal  Bome  had  her  Brennus, 
she  must  also  have  her  Camillus.  From  the  camp  of  the  invaders 
arose  the  war-cry  of  absolute  mental  independence;  from  the 
beleaguered  host,  the  watch-word  of  absolute  spiritual  obedience. 
The  German  pointed  the  way  to  that  sacred  solitude  where,  besides 
the  worshipper  himself,  none  may  enter  ;  the  Spaniard  to  that 
innumerable  company,  which,  with  one  accord,  still  chant  the  litur- 
gies, and  recite  the  creeds,  of  remotest  generations.     Chieftains  in 
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the  moat  momentous  warfare  of  which  thia  earth  had  Leen  th( 
theatre  since  the  subverfiion  of  Paganism,  each  was  a  rival  worthj 
of  the  other  in  capacity,  courage,  diaintereHtedness,  and  the  love 
truth.     And  yet  how  marvellous  the  contrast ! 

Luther  took  to  wife  a  nun.  For  thirty  years  together,  Loyola 
never  once  looked  on  the  female  countenance.  To  overthrow  the 
houses  of  the  order  to  which  he  belonged,  was  the  triumph  of  the 
reformer.  To  establish  a  new  order  on  indestructible  foundatjons, 
the  glory  of  the  saiut.  The  career  of  the  one  was  opened 
cell,  and  concluded  amidst  the  cjures  of  secular  government, 
course  of  life  of  the  other,  led  him  from  a  youth  of  camps 
palaces  to  an  old  age  of  religious  abstraction.  Demons  haunted 
both !  hut  to  the  northern  visionary  they  appeared  as  foul  or 
malignant  fiends,  with  whom  he  was  to  agonise  in  spiritual  strife ; 
to  the  southern  dreamer,  as  angels  of  light  marshalling  his  way  to 
celeutial  blessedness.  As  best  became  his  Teutonic  honesty  and 
ungleness  of  heart,  Luther  aimed  at  no  perfection  but  such  as  m&y 
consist  with  the  everyday  cares,  and  the  common  duties,  and  the 
innocent  delights  of  our  social  existence ;  at  once  tlie  foremost  of 
heroes,  and  a  very  man;  now  oppressed  with  melancholy,  and 
defying  the  powers  of  daikneas,  satanic  or  human  ;  then  "  rejoicinj 
in  gladness  and  thankfulness  of  heart  for  all  his  abundance;! 
loving  and  beloved;  communing  with  the  wife  of  his  bosomj 
prattling  with  his  children  ;  siuTcndering  his  overbui'dened 
to  the  charms  of  music ;  awake  to  every  gentle  voice,  and  to 
cheerful  aspect  of  nature  or  of  art;  responding  alike  to  every  divi 
impulse  and  to  every  human  feehug ;  no  chord  unstrung  in 
spiritual  or  sensitive  frame,  but  all  blending  together  in  harmoni< 
as  copious  as  the  bounties  of  Providence,  and  as  changeful  as 
vicissitudes  of  life.  How  remote  from  the  "perfection"  whit 
Loyola  proposed  to  himself,  and  which  (unless  we  presume  to 
trust  the  Bulls  by  which  he  was  beatified  and  canonised)  we  mi 
suppose  him  to  have  attained!  Drawn  by  infallible,  not  li 
distinctly  than  by  fallible  lininera,  the  portrait  of  the  milil 
priest  of  the  Casa  Professa  possesses  the  cold  dignity  and  the  _ 
of  sculpture ;  but  is  wholly  wanting  in  the  mellow  tones,  the  light 
and  shadows,  the  rich  colouring,  and  the  skilful  composition  of  the 
Bister  art.  There  he  stands  apart  from  us  mojtal  men,  familiar 
with  visions  which  he  may  not  communicate,  and  with  joys  which 
he  cannot  impart.  Severe  in  the  midst  of  raptures,  composed  in 
the  very  agonies  of  pain ;  a  silent,  austere,  and  solitary  man ;  with 
a  heart  formed  for  tenderness,  yet  mortifying  even  hie  best  affec- 
tions ;  loving  mankind  as  his  brethren,  and  yet  rejecting  thdc* 
sympathy :  one  while,  a  squalid  care-worn  self-lacerated  paupeiS^ 
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tormenting  his  own  senses  that  so  he  might  rescue  others  from 
sensuality;  at  another  a  monarch  reigning  in  secluded  majesty, 
that  so  he  might  become  the  benefactor  of  his  race ;  and  then  a 
legislator  exacting,  though  with  no  selfish  purposes,  an  obedience  as 
submissive  and  as  prompt  as  is  due  to  the  King  of  kings. 

Heart  and  soul  we  are  for  the  Protestant.  He  who  will  be  wiser 
than  his  Maker  is  but  seeming  wise.  He  who  will  deaden  one  half 
of  his  nature  to  invigorate  the  other  half  will  become  at  best  a 
distorted  prodigy.  Dark  as  are  the  pages,  and  indistinct  as  is  the 
character  in  which  the  truth  is  inscribed,  he  who  can  decipher  the 
roll  will  there  read  —  that  self-adoring  pride  is  the  head-spring  of 
stoicism,  whether  in  the  heathen  or  in  the  Christian  world.  But 
there  is  a  roll,  neither  dark  nor  ambiguous,  in  which  the  simplest 
and  most  ignorant  may  learn  in  what  the  "  perfection "  of  our 
humanity  really  consists.  Throughout  the  glorious  profusion  of 
didactic  precepts,  of  pregnant  apothegms,  of  lyric  and  choral 
songs,  of  institutes  ecclesiastical  and  civil,  of  historical  legends  and 
biographies,  of  homilies  and  apologues,  of  prophetic  menaces,  of 
epistolary  admonitions,  and  of  positive  laws,  which  crowd  the 
inspired  Canon,  there  is  still  one  consentient  voice  proclaiming  to 
man,  that  the  world  within  and  the  world  without  him  were  created 
for  each  other ;  that  his  interior  life  must  be  sustained  and  nourished 
by  intercourse  with  external  things ;  and  that  he  then  most  nearly 
approaches  to  the  "perfection"  of  his  nature,  when,  being  most 
conversant  with  the  joys  and  sorrows  of  life,  and  most  aflfected  by 
them,  he  is  yet  the  best  prepared  to  renounce  the  one  or  to  endure 
the  other,  in  a  cheerful  acquiescence  in  the  will  of  Heaven. 

Unalluring,  and  on  the  whole  unlovely  as  it  is,  the  image  of 
Loyola  must  ever  command  the  homage  of  the  world.  No  other 
uninspired  man,  unaided  by  military  or  civil  power,  and  making  no 
appeal  to  the  passions  of  the  multitude,  has  had  the  genius  to  con- 
ceive, the  courage  to  attempt,  and  the  success  to  establish,  a  poUty 
teeming  with  results  at  once  so  momentous  and  so  distinctly  antici- 
pated. Amidst  his  ascetic  follies,  and  his  half  crazy  visions,  and 
despite  all  the  coarse  daubing  with  which  the  miracle-mongers  of 
his  Church  have  defaced  it,  his  character  is  destitute  neither  of 
sublimity  nor  of  grace.  They  were  men  of  no  common  stamp 
with  whom  he  lived,  and  they  regarded  him  with  an  unbounded 
reverence.  On  the  anniversary  of  his  death  Baronius  and  Bellar- 
mine  met  to  worship  at  his  tomb ;  and  there,  with  touching  and 
unpremeditated  eloquence,  joined  to  celebrate  his  virtues.  His 
successor  Laynez  was  so  well  convinced  that  Loyola  was  beloved 
by  the  Deity  above  all  other  men,  as  to  declare  it  impossible  that 
any  request  of  his  should  be  refused.    Xavier  was  wont  to  kneel 
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when  lie  wrote  letters  to  him,  to  implore  the  Divine  aid  througltj 
the  merits  of  his  "  holy  Father  Igaatiiis,"  an<l  to  cariy  about  hisj 
autograph  as  a  sacred  relic.  In  popular  eBtimation,  the  veryhouao-J 
in  wliich  he  once  dwelt  had  been  so  hallowed  by  his  presence,  an  to' 
shake  to  the  foundation,  if  thoughts  xmbecoming  its  purity  found  ] 
entrance  into  the  mind  of  any  inmate.  Of  bis  theopathy,  aaj 
exhibitetl  in  bis  letters,  in  his  recorded  discourse,  and  in  tlie  pre-i 
cepts  of  his  "  Spiritual  Exercises,"  it  is  perhaps  difficult  for  tha 
colder  imaginations,  and  the  Protestant  reserve,  of  the  North  to 
form  a  correct  estimate.  Measured  by  such  a  standard,  it  must  be 
pronounced  irreverent  and  erotic ; — a  libation  on  the  altar  at  once 
too  profuse  and  too  little  filtered  from  the  dross  of  human  passion,, 
But  to  his  fellow-men  he  was  not  merely  benevolent,  but  coni< 
passionate,  tolerant,  and  candid.  However  inflexible  in  exactii 
from  his  chosen  followers  an  all-enduring  constancy,  he  was  gentle 
to  others,  especially  to  the  young  and  the  weak ;  and  would  often 
make  an  amiable  though  awkward  effort  to  promote  their  recrea- 
tioE.  He  was  never  heard  to  mention  a  fault  or  a  crime,  except  to 
auggest  an  apology  for  the  offender.  "  Humbly  to  conceal  humility, 
and  to  shun  the  praise  of  being  humble,"  was  the  maxim  and  the 
habit  of  his  later  life.;  and  on  that  principle  he  maintained  th»i 
unostentatious  decencies  of  his  rank  as  General  of  his  order  at 
Casa  Professa ;  a  convent  which  had  been  assigned  for  their  rt 
dence  at  Rome.  There  he  dwelt,  conducting  a  correspondence 
more  extensive  and  important  than  any  which  issued  from  tlie 
cabinets  of  Paris  or  Madrid,  In  sixteen  years  he  had  established 
twelve  Jesuit  Provinces  in  Europe,  India,  Africa,  and  Brazil ;  and 
more  than  a  hundred  colleges  or  houses  for  the  professed  and  the 
probationers,  already  amounting  to  many  thousands.  His  mission- 
aries had  traversed  every  country,  however  remote  and  barbarous,, 
which  the  enterprise  of  his  ^e  had  opened  to  the  merchants 
Europe.  The  devout  resorted  to  him  for  guidance,  the  mtsenibli 
for  relief,  the  wise  for  instruction,  and  the  rulers  of  the  earth  fc 
succour.  Men  felt  that  there  had  appeared  among  them  one 
those  monarchs  who  reign  in  right  of  their  own  native  supremacy ) 
and  to  whom  the  feebler  wills  of  others  must  yield  either  a  read}^ 
or  a  reluctant  allegiance.  It  was  a  conviction  recorded  by  hia  di 
ciples  on  his  tomb,  in  these  memorable  and  significant  words. 
"Whoever  thou  mayest  he  who  has  portrayed  to  thine  oi 
imagination  Pompey,  or  CaBsar,  or  Alexander,  open  thine  eyes  to 
the  truth,  and  let  this  marble  teach  thee  how  much  greater  a 
conqueror  tlian  they  was  Ignatius." 

Whatever  may  have  been  the  comparative  majesty  of  the 
rion  and  the  Iguatiau  conquests,  it  was  true  of  either  that, 
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death  of  the  conqueror,  the  succession  to  his  diadem  hung  long  in 
anxious  suspense.  Oui*  tale  descends  from  the  sublime  and  the 
heroic  to  the  region  of  ordinary  motives  and  of  ordinary  men. 

When  Ignatius  died,  two  of  the  most  eminent  of  the  original 
members  of  his  order,  Bobadillaand  Laynez,  were  labouring  under 
diseases  supposed  to  be  mortal.  Laynez  roused  himself  to  issue  a 
summons,  requiring  the  attendance  of  the  professed  members  at 
Eome,  to  make  choice  of  a  General.  But  Philip  II.,  then  at  war 
with  the  papal  court,  rendered  the  election  impossible,  by  detaining 
a  majority  of  the  Electoral  College  in  Spain.  Laynez,  therefore, 
undeitook  the  government  of  the  society,  with  the  rank  and  title 
of  Vicar-General. 

There  are  some  bodily  disorders  for  which  promotion  is  a  specific. 
Full  of  renovated  life,  the  Vicar-General  assumed  all  the  powers 
of  his  great  predecessor,  and  soon  gave  proof  that  they  had  fallen 
into  no  feeble  hands.  But  neither  was  that  a  feeble  gra^  in  which 
the  keys  of  Peter  were  then  held.  Hot-headed  and  imperious  as 
he  was,  Paul  IV.  had  quailed  in  the  solemn  presence  of  Ignatius ; 
but  he  believed  that  the  time  had  now  come  for  arresting  the  pro- 
gress of  a  power  which  he  had  learnt  rather  to  dread  as  the  rival, 
than  to  respect  as  the  guardian,  of  his  own.  To  the  succour  of  the 
Pope  came  Bobadilla ;  who  also  shook  off  his  illness  that  he  might 
assume  the  guidance  of  a  party  among  the  professed  Jesuits  who 
were  opposed  to  the  advancement  of  Laynez  to  the  office  of 
General. 

They  commenced  hostilities  by  preferring  against  him  the  charge 
of  meditating  an  escape  to  Spain,  with  the  view  of  conducting  the 
election  there,  and  of  fixing  the  future  seat  and  centre  of  the 
Jesuit  power  within  the  dominions  of  Philip ;  where,  exempt  from 
papal  control,  they  might  give  to  the  order  whatever  character  and 
constitutions  might  best  promote  the  greatness,  and  gratify  the 
ambition,  of  the  General.  To  defeat  this  project  the  Pope  issued 
a  mandate  forbidding  any  Jesuit  to  quit  the  precincts  of  the  city. 
Encouraged  by  this  success,  Bobadilla,  a  warm-hearted,  impetuous 
man,  who,  even  during  the  life  of  Ignatius,  had  protested  against 
the  severity  of  his  rules  and  his  demand  of  implicit  obedience, 
now  poured  forth  a  series  of  vehement  remonstrances  against  the 
supposed  machinations  of  the  Vicar-General.  With  a  far  more 
profound  policy  Laynez  entrenched  himself  within  an  elaborate 
display  of  penitence,  meekness,  and  humility.  He  confessed  that 
it  became  him  and  his  followers  to  atone,  by  self-inflicted  penances, 
for  the  offence  which  it  had  seemed  good  to  the  Holy  Father  to 
impute  to  them.  He  was  himself  the  first  to  lay  publicly  on  his 
own  shoulders  severe  and  frequent  stripes  to  expiate  this  fault 
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His  meekness  waa  such  that  he  <leolined  to  return  any  answer  to  I 
the  harsh  accusations  of  his  antagonists.  The  laws  of  their  order,  f 
indeed,  required  that  the  Vicar-General  should  impose  some  puuiah'-'l 
ment  on  a  subordinate  who  ba/i  advanced  a  complaint  against  his  | 
superior ;  but  so  admirable  was  his  mildness,  that  he  subjected  the  I 
bitterest  of  his  assailants  to  no  greater  burthen  tbaji  a  single  recital  I 
of  the  Paternoster  and  the  Ave  Maria. 

Bobadilla  and  his  adherents  were  no  match  for  subtlety  lilte  thia:  ] 
They  forgot  of  what  inestimable  price  such  exquisite  lowliness 
must  be  in  papal  eyes.     They  overlooked  the  disfavour  with  which 
any  resistance  to  any  spiritual  authority  must  always  be  regarded 
at  the  Vatican.     They  had  the  indiscretion  to  represent  to  the  J 
irritable  pontiff  that  by  punisliing  an  appeal  to  himself  by  tlie  in-  I 
flictioQ  of  any  penance  whatever,  Laynez  hati  violated  the  Majesty  \ 
of  the  Papal  Crown,  and  infringed  the  privileges  of  all  ChristiaQ 
people.     "  What,  then,  was  the  penance  ?  "  inquired  the  Cardinal 
Minister.     "  One  Paternoster  and  one  Ave  Maria,"  was  tha  reply. 
Indignation,  contempt,  and  a  pious  hon'or  at  the  feebleness  of  sout  J 
which  could  murmur  under  such  a  trifle,  repelled  the  unfortunate] 
remonstrants  from  the  presence   of  Paul.     Laynez  enjoyed  thfti 
pleasure  of  having  made  them  ridiculous.     His  gratification  waa 
not  long  afterwards  completed  by  their  exile  to  Asaisi,  there  tfffl 
perform  far  less  tolerable  exercises  of  penitence.     They  lefl  thofl 
world  of  Rome  for  him  to  bustle  in. 

Peace  with  Spain  returned ;  and  with  it  came  the  electors  aofl 
long  and  anxiously  expected.  The  entire,  chapter  did  not  inclndeiT 
more  than  twenty  members.  It  was  a  lowly  chamber  in  which  they  J 
were  convened,  nor  did  a  company  less  imposing  in  outward  8eni-«r 
blance  meet  together  on  that  day  within  tJie  compass  of  the  seveal 
hills.  Yet  scarcely  had  the  Comitia,  to  whose  shonta  those  hiltan 
had  once  re-echoed,  ever  conferred  on  consul  or  on  prretor  a  power! 
more  real  or  more  extensive  than  that  which  those  homely  m^iff 
had  now  assembled  to  bestow.  But  before  their  choice  of  a  Gen-r 
eral  had  been  made,  the  doors  of  the  conclave  were  thrown  opeQ,^ 
and  Cardinal  Pacheco  appeared  among  them  in  the  name  of  the^ 
Pope,  and  armed  with  his  delegated  authority.  He  had  come  (ho'J 
said)  not  to  control  their  proceedings,  nor  to  restrain  the  freed 
exercise  of  their  electoral  powers;  but  merely  to  assert,  by  faiBl 
presence,  the  high  prerogative  of  his  Holiness  as  the  sovereign* 
protector  of  the  order.  The  votes  were  then  collected.  Laynes:! 
was  announced  as  the  new  General  of  the  Society ;  and  homilies,' I 
adorations,  and  thanksgivings  celebrated  his  accession  to  office. 

In  the  midst  of  this  devotional  harmony  the  voice  of  Pache< 
was  again  heard.     In  the  name  of  Paul  he  insiBted,  that,  like  other  J 
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religious  men,  the  Jesuits  should  thenceforward  perform  all  the 
daily  oflSces,  choral  and  liturgical,  of  public  worship.     Ere  the 
panic  of  this  unwelcome  mandate  had  subsided,  the  cardinal  an- 
nounced the  further  pleasure  of  the  sovereign  protector,  that  the 
tenure  of  the  office  of  General  should  cease,  not  with  his  life,  but 
at  the  end  of  some  brief  term,  not  exceeding  three  years.     Each 
of  these  decisions  was  fatal  to  the  great  designs  of  Ignatius  and  his 
successor.     The  first  would  reduce  their  Society  from  their  high 
calling,  as  champions  of  the  Church,  to  the  low  level  of  any  other 
order  of  monks.     The  second,  by  impairing  all  the  energy  of  their 
monarchical  constitution,  would  render  them  the  mere  vassals  of  the 
Pope,  and  subjugate  them  efifectually  to  the  papal  power.   To  shake 
off  these  mandates,  Laynez  expostulated,  reasoned,  prayed.   He  was 
the  most  eloquent  speaker  of  his  times,  but  for  once  he  spoke  in 
vain.     The  immovable  pontiff  persisted,  and  actually  inscribed  on 
the  constitutions  of  Ignatius  two  decrees  for  giving  effect  to  these 
innovations.     In  a  few  months  afterwards  Paul  IV.  died;  when, 
despite  these  solemn  commands  and  their  own  still  more  solemn 
oaths  of  obedience,  Laynez  and  his  successors  remained  Generals 
for  life ;  and  neither  chant  nor  anthem,  psalm  or  liturgy,  were  ever 
afterwards  permitted  to  prolong  the  sacred  offices  of  the  Order  of 
Jesus.     What  are  the  limits  which  are  implied  in  every  vow  of  im- 
limited  submission  ?    When  our  own  high  churchmen  were  labour- 
ing a  century  and  a  half  ago  for  the  answer  to  that  knotty  question, 
they  were  perhaps  unconscious  that  it  had  already  vexed  the  inge- 
nuity of  lago  Laynez  and  his  associates,  without  in  any  degree  im- 
peding their  freedom. 

The  elevation  of  Laynez  to  the  vacant  throne  of  Ignatius,  was 
not  accomplished  without  some  sinister  arts  and  some  secular 
policy ;  but  there  is  no  reason  to  doubt  that,  in  achieving  that  as- 
cent, he  was  also  guided  by  purer  and  more  noble  motives.  In 
him,  as  in  other  men,  antagonist  principles  not  seldom  enjoyed  a 
divided  triumph,  and  the  testimonies  to  his  virtues  are  such  and 
BO  numerous  as  to  command  assent  to  their  general  truth.  Eight 
of  the  twenty-four  books  of  the  history  of  Orlandinus  are  devoted 
to  his  administration  of  the  affairs  of  the  Jesuits.  The  reader  of 
them  willingly  acknowledges  that  he  possessed  extraordinary  abili- 
ties :  and,  half  reluctantly,  admits  that  he  was  scarcely  less  distin- 
guished by  genuine  piety. 

Laynez  would  seem  to  have  been  bom  to  supply  the  intellectual 
deficiencies  of  Ignatius.  He  was  familiar  with  the  Greek  and 
Latin  tongues,  with  the  whole  compass  of  theological  literature, 
and  with  all  the  moral  sciences  which  in  his  age  a  theologian  was 
required  to  cultivate.     With  these  stores  of  knowledge  he  bad 
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made  himBelf  neceaaary  to  t!ie  founder  of  hia  order.  Loyola  con- 
sulted, employed,  and  trusted,  but  apparently  did  not  like  him.  It 
is  stated  by  Orlandinus  that  there  was  no  otlier  of  his  eminent  fol- 
lowers whom  the  great  patriarch  of  the  society  treated  with  such 
habitual  rigour,  while  yet  there  was  none  who  rendered  him  sucb 
important  services. 

The  rigour  with  which  Laynez  was  treated  is  well  illustrated  by 
hia  appointment  to  be  Provincial  of  Italy,  and  to  reside  at  Padua. 
As  often  as  tie  bad  trained  up  in  that  city  any  promising  recruit, 
the  General  withdrew  the  novice  to  Rome.  Laynez  complained  of 
being  thus  deprived  of  the  use  of  the  instruments  fashioned  by 
himself.  Ignatius  answered,  that  it  was  right  to  congregate  all  the 
moat  effective  sons  of  the  society  at  Rome,  because  there  was  the 
seat  and  centre  of  their  operations.  Again  Laynez  remonatrated ; 
and  then  Ignatius  called  on  him  to  state  what  he  thought  the 
penance  due  to  him  for  such  contumacious  importunity.  The  Pro- 
vincial answered  this  stern  question,  as  he  says,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes.  He  proposed  that  he  should  be  withdrawn  from  all  share  in 
the  government  of  the  Order;  that  he  should  be  deprived  of  all 
IxMjks,  except  his  breviary;  that  he  should  be^  bis  way  to  Rome 
that  there  he  should  be  employed  in  the  most  menial  odices  of  the 
Casa  Professa;  or,  if  found  unfit  for  them,  in  teaching  grammar 
little  children ;  that,  after  passing  through  this  penance  for  two  offi 
three  years,  he  should  undergo  various  acourgings,  and  a  fast  of 
four  weeks'  continuance;  to  all  which  most  contrite  suggeationa,  he 
added  a  promise  that  whenever  again  he  should  have  occasion  to 
write  to  his  good  father,  he  would  abound  in  circumspection  and  in 
prayer. 

This  extraordinary  course  of  penitential  disciphne  was  obviouslj 
recommended  by  Laynez  only  as  a  mode  of  expressing  the  pro-] 
found  reverence  due  to  his  General,  and  not  with  any 
expectation  that  he  would  accept  the  proposal.  Ignatius  sub-i^ 
stituted  for  it  a  much  wiser  penance,  by  requiring  Laynez  to 
compose  a  theological  work  in  refutation  of  the  heretics.  Tbo 
General  had  looked  deeply  into  the  soul  of  his  lieutenant.  He 
Raw  that  his  too  active  and  restless  spirit  was  the  real  cause  of 
his  discontent  at  Padua,  and  Judiciously  prescribed  the  sedative 
of  the  desk. 

The  services  rendered  by  Laynez  to  his  superior,  are  not  less 
remarkable  than  the  severity  with  which  they  were  thus  occasionally 
requited.  "  Do  you  not  think,"  said  Ignatius  to  him,  "  that  the 
founders  of  the  religious  orders  were  inspired  when  they  framed 
their  constitntions ? "  "I  do,"  was  the  answer,  " so  far  as  thft. 
general  scheme  and  outline   were   concerned."     Ouided  by 
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opinion,  Loyola  established  a  remarkable  division  of  labour 
between  himself  and  his  follower.  He,  in  the  character  of  an 
inspired  saint,  took  for  his  province  the  composing  the  text  of  the 
constitutions.  To  Laynez,  as  an  uninspired  scholar,  he  assigned 
the  preparation  of  an  authoritative  comment.  For  himself,  the 
lawgiver  claimed  the  praise  of  having  erected  an  edifice  of  which 
the  plan  and  the  arrangement  were  divine.  To  his  fellow-labourer, 
he  assigned  the  merit  of  having  supported  it  by  the  solid  foundation 
of  a  learning  which,  however  excellent,  was  yet  entirely  human. 
An  example  will  best  explain  the  nature  of  this  joint  operation. 

"  In  Theologia  legetur  vetus  et  novum  Testamentum,  et  Doctrina 
Scholastica  Divi  Thomse"  —  is  the  text.  "Praelegetur  etiam 
Magister  Sententiarum,  sed  si  videatur  temporis  decursu  alius 
autor  studentibus  utilior  fatiurus,  ut  si  aliqua  summa  vel  liber 
TheoIogisB  scholasticae  conficeretur  qui  nostris  temporibus  ac- 
commodatior  videretur,  prselegi  poterit"  —  is  the  comment. 
Ignatius  was  content  that  the  divine  Thomas  should  be  installed 
among  the  Jesuits  as  the  permanent  interpreter  of  the ,  sacred 
oracles.  Laynez,  with  deeper  foresight,  perceived  that  the  day 
was  coming  when  they  must  discover  a  tescher  *^  better  suited  to 
our  times."  It  was  a  prediction  which,  shortly  after  his  death, 
was  fulfilled  in  the  person  of  Molina,  his  own  pupil. 

To  Laynez  belongs  the  praise  or  the  reproach  of  having  revived, 
in  modem  times,  the  doctrine  known  in  the  Catholic  Church  as 
Molinist,  in  the  Protestant  Churches  as  Arminian.  Our  latest 
posterity  will  debate,  as  our  remotest  ancestry  have  debated,  the 
truth  of  that  doctrine.  But  that  it  was  "temporibus  accommo- 
datior,"  no  one  will  deny.  The  times  evidently  required  that  the 
great  antagonists  of  the  Reformation  should  inculcate  a  belief 
more  comprehensive  and  more  flexible  than  that  of  Augustin  or 
of  Thomas.  Much  of  the  danger  and  disrepute  to  which  the 
society  was  afterwards  exposed,  may,  perhaps,  be  traced  to  those 
opinions.  But  much  of  the  secret  of  their  vitality  and  their 
strength,  must  also  be  ascribed  to  the  same  cause. 

Aided  by  these  theological  accomplishments,  Laynez  rendered 
to  his  General  at  the  Council  of  Trent  services  still  more  important 
than  those  which  he  had  performed  as  a  commentator  on  the 
Ignatian  constitutions.  He  was  selected,  with  Salmeron  for  his 
associate,  to  represent  the  papacy  at  that  synod,  so  far  as  respected 
the  exposition  and  defence  of  the  doctrines  of  the  see  of  Eome. 
Orlandinus  has  preserved  the  instructions  addressed  to  these 
delegates  by  Loyola  on  the  eve  of  their  departure.  They  were  to 
be  deliberate  in  speaking,  attentive  in  listening,  and  vigilant  in 
seizing  on  the  exact  meaning  of   other  speakers.      They  were 
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admoiiiBhed  to  avoid  every  appe/irance  of  dogmatism  or  prejudice)  J 
lest  they  should  offend  those  whom  it  waa  their  business  to  con'*f 
cihate.     In  order  to   maintain  their  own  aerenity,  they  were  1 
keep  their  seats  when  they  spoke.     They  were  to  make  f^equen6^ 
and  regular  visits  to  the  hospitals,  but  not  without  alma  to  th« 
patients;  and  in  addressiog  tbem,  they  were  to  converse  copiously,  J 
and  with  affection,  laying  aside  the  t€TBe  and  circumspect  styla 
befitting  their  addresses  to  the  council.     They  were  to  meet  eveTT\ 
morning  to  disicuss  the  business  of  the  day,  in  the  course  of  whicbl 
absolute  imanimity  amongst  themselves  would  he  indispen sable  fl 
and  twice  on  each  day  they  were  carefully  to  examine  their  owi 
consciences. 

liAjnez  and  Salmeron  appear  to  have  conformed  exactly  to  thee 
wise  admonitions.      In  the  midst  of  the   gorgeous   assembly   o^ 
princes,  prelates,  and  ambassadors,  they  at  first  appeared  in  ostenov 
tatioiis  meanness  of  apparel.     They  then,  however,  submitted  tarn 
wear  the  better  clotliing  presented  to  them  by  a  much  scandalise 
cardinal,  that  they  might  manifest  a  no  lesa  ostentatious  indifference 
to  the  use  or  the  neglect   of    so   mean  an   external  advantage. 
They  had  joined  the  synod  with  purposes  too  magnificent  and 
daring  to  leave  their  minda  vacant  for  even  a  passing  thought  on  1 
matters  ao  insignificant  as  these.     For  in  the  bosom  of  that  moa 
orthodox  congregation,  Laynez  dared  the  reproach  of  heresy,  and^ 
proclaimed  opinions  which,  since  the  days  of  Auguatln  had  heee 
branded  as  Pelagian. 

Since  the  fall  of  the  Roman  Commonwealth  the  world  had'l 
produced  no  auch  theatre  for  the  exhibition  of  oratorical  powerBtf 
Laynez  is  supposed  not  to  have  been  constitutionally  brave,  but  t^ 
the  cathedral  of  Trent  he  bore  himself  with  all  the  hardihood  wbitd 
unrivalled  superiority  in  debate  will  impart  to  the  least  courageout 
He  asserted  the  freedom  of  the  human  will  amidst  out-cries  of  in-'j_ 
dignation.  He  maintained  the  doctrines  which,  north  of  the  Alpfl,4 
are  called  ultramontane,  although  they  were  most  unwelcome  t 
the  vast  majority  of  his  auditors.  He  vehemently  opposed  thft^ 
admission  of  the  laity  to  the  cup,  although  it  was  the  populafl 
demand  of  more  than  half  of  Etu-ope.  He  was  strong  in  them 
cohsciousoesa  of  his  dominion  over  those  feelings  to  which  a  great! 
speaker  in  a  numerous  assembly  seldom  appeals  in  vain.  ~ 
very  position  from  which  he  spoke  proclaimed  the  pride,  whioh  4 
becomes  impressive  only  by  assuming  the  disguise  of  humility,  f 
It  was  the  place  the  most  remote  from  the  thrones  of  the  papal  ] 
legates,  and  the  elevated  chairs  of  the  ambassadors  of  Christendom.'l 
But  when  he  spoke  those  thrones  and  chairs  were  abandoned.  1 
Cardinals,  bishops,  counts,  and   abbots   quitted   their   seats  and-] 
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thronged  aroond  him.  Generals  and  doctors  obeyed  the  same 
impulse ;  and,  on  one  occasion,  a  circle  more  illustrious  for  rank 
and  learning  than  had  ever  before  surrounded  the  tribune  of  an 
orator,  continued,  during  two  successive  hours,  to  reward  his 
efforts  by  their  profoimd  and  silent  admiration. 

On  examining  the  only  two  of  the  speeches  of  Laynez  which 
have  been  preserved  by  Orlandinus,  it  is  difficult  to  detect  the 
charm  which  thus  seduced  the  haughtiest  prelates  into  a  passing 
forgetiulness  of  their  dignity.  His  eloquence  would  appear  to 
have  been  neither  impassioned  nor  imaginative,  nor  of  that  intense 
earnestness  which  seems  to  despise  the  very  rules  by  the  observ- 
ance of  which  it  triumphs.  Luminous  argumentation,  clothed  in 
transparent  language,  and  delivered  with  facility  and  grace,  was 
probably  the  praise  to  which  he  was  entitled  —  no  vulgar  praise 
indeed,  for  amidst  the  triumphs  of  oratory  few  are  greater  or 
more  welcome  than  that  of  infusing  order  without  fatigue  into  the 
chaotic  thoughts  of  an  inquisitive  audience. 

The  health  of  Laynez  sank  beneath  these  efforts;  and,  if 
Orlandinus  may  be  believed,  the  deliberations  of  the  fathers  of 
Trent  were  suspended  until  he  was  able  to  resume  his  place 
among  them.  The  fact  seems  very  questionable ;  but  if  Laynez 
received  this  high  honour  he  was  not  long  permitted  to  enjoy  it. 
The  march  of  the  Protestants  on  Trent  dispersed  the  council,  and 
enabled  him  to  exhibit  his  eloquence  in  a  different^  and  scarcely 
less  memorable  assembly. 

Catherine  de  Medici  had  issued,  in  her  son's  name,  citations  to 
the  leaders  of  the  two  religions  to  meet  for  their  celebrated 
conference  at  Poissy,  and  Laynez  was  despatched  to  France  to 
protest,  in  the  name  of  the  sovereign  pontiff,  against  this  assump- 
tion by  a  temporal  prince  of  the  right  to  convene  a  synod  for  the 
adjustment  of  spiritual  questions.  Nevertheless,  Catherine  and 
her  son,  and  the  princes  of  his  blood,  appeared  on  the  appointed 
day  at  Poissy.  Thither  also  came  a  long  array  of  cardinals,  of 
bishops,  and  of  doctors.  Theodore  Beza  and  Peter  Martyr  were 
there,  with  ten  other  reformed  ministers ;  and  there  also  appeared 
Laynez,  armed  cap-^pie  as  a  polemic,  and  clothed  with  all  the 
dignities  of  a  representative  of  the  Holy  Catholic  and  Apostolic 
See. 

Among  the  memorable  incidents  of  the  debate  which  followed, 
was  the  bold  apostrophe  of  Laynez  to  Catherine.  He  bade  her 
remember  that  neither  she  nor  any  other  secular  monarch  had 
any  right  to  enter  into  compacts  or  negotiations  with  the  enemies 
of  the  Church.  **The  smith,''  he  exclaimed,  "to  his  smithery. 
To  the  priesthood,  and  to  them  alone,  are  reserved  all  such  questions 
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as  tlieae,"     Catherine  ia  said  to  liave  wept  on  receiving  tb 
rebuke.     If  so,  lier  tears  were  as  unimpressive  as  those 
on  the  heart  of   Knox.     "  Catherine  is  an  old  acquaintance  i 
mine,"  said  Laynez  afterwards  to  the  Prince  de  Cond€ ;  "  she  ii 
on  admirable  actress,  biit  will  not  deceive  me." 

In  Beza  he  encountered  an  opponent  more  worthy  of  his  powers,  1 
It  had  been  alleged,  in  disproof  of  the  real  presence,  that  the  J 
image  of  anything  was  misplaced  when  the  reality  itself  ' 
there.  Laynez  answered  that  the  type  and  anti-type  miglit  occa- 
siooally  meet  together ;  as,  for  example,  if,  on  the  anniversary  of 
a  victory,  the  conqueror  should  exhibit  the  various  miUtary 
evolutions  by  which  he  had  won  the  battle.  With  more  smart- 
ness than  reverence  Beza  rejoined,  that  the  answer  reduced  the 
mass  to  a  comedy,  and  made  a  comedian  of  Him  whose  presence 
there  was  asserted. 

Much  else,  as  little  worthy  of  remembrance,  passed  betwee 
these  learned  combatanta.  Had  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge  been  p 
sent,  how  would  he  have  deplored  their  unconsciousness  of  the  gres 
distinction  between  the  reason  and  the  understanding  I  How  elo^ 
qiiently  would  he  have  reminded  tliem,  that  if  men  will  join  i 
the  war  of  words  without  the  same  common  intuitions,  they  may 
discharge  their  dialectics  against  each  other  till  the  day  of  doom 
without  making  any  approach  to  the  same  common  conclusions. 

From  Poisay  Laynez  retired  to  Trent.  He  resumed  his  seat  ia« 
the  council  in  the  double  character  of  Legate  of  the  Pope  a 
General  of  the  Order  of  Jeaus.  These  dignities  seem  to  have  I 
little  impaired  his  former  skill  in  the  management  of  a  populai 
assembly.  Forgetting  that  the  triumphs  of  pride  are  best  won  h 
the  garb  of  lowliness,  he  engaged  in  an  ill-timed  and  unsuccessfo 
contest  with  the  Generals  of  tlie  monastic  orders  for  precedent^ 
But  his  defeat  was  solaced,  not  only  by  a  high  station  on  the  epi» 
copal  bench,  but  by  having  appropriated  to  his  use  an  elevatd 
desk  or  pulpit,  from  which  he  might  address  the  synod  without 
danger  that  any  member  of  it  would  be  deprived  of  the  delight  o 
hearing  him. 

Laynez  appears  to  have   amply  rewarded    this   homage. 
was  foremost  in  every  debate,  and  the  historians  of  the  comuni 
ascribe  to  his  eloquence  two  of  the  moat  remarkable  decrees  of  thtd 
two  last  sessions.     One  of  tbose   decisions  has  very  lately   beeni 
invoked  in  the  House  of  Coramona  as  among  the  highest  e 
authorities  in  favour  of  the  recent  enactment,  by  which  morria^eafl 
not  celebrated  hi  /aoie  eccUsi-a^-  have  been  rendered  as  valid  i 
though   solemnised    by  a   priest  in    holy  orders.      The   council 
indeed  determined  that  for  the  future   the  intervention  of  euch  i 
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priest  should  be  indispensable ;  but  they  prefaced  this  enactment 
by  declaring  that  the  former  law  of  the  Christian  world  had  been 
otherwise^  and  that^  imtil  then^  no  ecclesiastical  observances  what- 
ever had  been  necessary  to  render  a  matrimonial  contract  binding 
on  the  spouses,  and  suflBcient  for  the  legitimacy  of  their  oflFspring. 

To  the  eloquence  of  Laynez  is  to  be  ascribed  this  recognition  of 
the  general  principle.  With  equal  force  and  intrepidity  he  main- 
tained that  marriage  is  a  right  conferred  upon  mankind  by  the 
immediate  gift  of  Grod  himself — that  no  human  authority  is 
entitled  to  derogate  from  it  even  to  the  slightest  extent  —  that 
therefore  the  Church  herself  could  not  lawfully  restrain  the  use  of 
this  heaven-bom  franchise  by  any  burthensome  formality  —  and 
that  to  render  sacerdotal  interference  indispensable  to  the  exercise 
of  it  would  be  a  mere  usurpation  and  a  lawless  abuse  of  power.  If 
the  speaker  had  foreseen  that  at  the  distance  of  three  centuries  an 
heretical  parliament  would  build ,  on  the  foundation  he  was  thus 
laying,  or  if  that  parliament  had  been  aware  that  the  foundations 
on  which  they  built  had  been  laid  by  a  General  of  the  Jesuits, 
which  of  the  two  would  have  been  the  more  scandalised  ? 

In  the  twenty-fifth  and  last  session  Laynez  rendered  an  impor- 
tant service  to  his  society,  though  with  more  credit  to  his  address 
than  to  his  candour.  To  abate  the  offence  given  to  the  world  by 
the  abuse  of  monastic  vows  of  poverty,  the  council  had  decreed 
that  the  mendicant  orders  might  hold  temporal  possessions  in  their 
corporate  capacities.  Two  of  the  more  zealous  of  those  fraternities 
sued  for  and  obtained  the  privilege  of  exclusion  from  this  invi- 
dious franchise.  Not  to  be  eclipsed  in  pious  ardour  by  any  reli- 
gious community,  Laynez  also  solicited  and  obtained  the  boon 
that  the  Jesuits  should  continue  to  be  bound  by  their  self-denying 
renunciation  of  all  worldly  wealth.  But  (says  Father  Paul)  with 
the  return  of  day  other  thoughts  returned ;  and,  on  the  morrow, 
Lajmez  persuaded  the  council  to  reverse  their  sentence,  so  as  to 
leave  to  his  society  the  privilege  of  holding  estates  as  a  body  cor- 
porate. *'  To  possess  the  right  and  yet  never  to  use  it,  would,"  he 
argued,  "  be  praiseworthy  in  the  sight  of  God.  To  be  deprived 
of  that  right  on  their  own  petition,  would,  on  the  other  hand,  be 
praiseworthy  in  the  sight  of  man.  But  how  much  better  was  it 
that  they  should  enjoy  the  honour  which  cometh  of  God,  than 
that  honour  which  cometh  of  man  only?  "  Is  it  wonderful  that 
the  words  Jesuitical,  and  double-minded,  so  soon  became  synony- 
mous? 

The  coimcil  was  at  length  dissolved.  Laynez  returned  to  Borne, 
ruined  in  health,  but  possessing  the  highest  esteem  and  gratitude 
of  Pius  rv.,  who  then  filled  the  papal  throne.    As  an  eminent 
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expreBsion  of  hia  favour,  the  Pope  made  a  solemn  visit  to  tin 
General  and  the  College  of  Jesuits,  where  lie  was  received  wit& 
diacbarges  of  compliments,  literaiy,  scientific,  and  philosophical, 
with  which  the  reception  of  Elizabeth  and  James  at  our  own  uni- 
versities will  not  bear  a  moment's  comparison.  For  Laynez  excelled 
most  men  not  only  in  leamiDg,  but  in  the  power  of  giving  an 
impulse  to  the  studies  of  the  learned.  Under  his  government  the 
colleges  and  scholars  of  the  Order  had  increased  fourfolil,  and  her 
aesociated  members  in  a  still  greater  proportion. 

Laynez  knew  Low  to  rule  as  well  as  how  to  teach.  By  firmneafl 
or  by  craft,  he  at  once  and  for  ever  crushed  the  revolt  of  Bobadill* 
and  his  followers.  By  his  energy  he  at  once  animated  and  con- 
trolled the  operations  of  all  the  ministers  of  his  power.  He 
Bwayed  it  to  the  last,  unaided  by  any  colleague,  and  nnawed  by  any 
rival ;  and  even  on  his  dying  bed  refused  to  name  a  vicar,  or  aa* 
cept  a  coadjutor.  He  died  in  the  year  1565,  and  in  the  fiftw 
second  year  of  his  age.  Hia  death  was  soothed  with  all  th*] 
consolations  of  the  last  sacraments  of  his  Church,  and  of  a  plens 
indulgence  from  the  Pope;  aod  perhaps  was  not  without  th*^ 
solace  of  remembering  that  his  life  had  been  ceaselessly  devoted] 
to  the  duties  prescribed  by  the  laws  of  his  society,  and  by  the  lain 
of  hia  own  conscience, 

Was  that  conscience  itself  a  blind  guide,  pervei-ted  by  low  affe 
tions,   and   by  unhallowed    impulses?      Who   shall   presume 
answer?     All  hail  to  Rhadamanthus  on  his  poathumous  judgmeni 
seat  in   the   nether   regions  1     But   when   Rhadamanthus  comi 
above-ground,  holds  in  his  hand  the  historical  pen,  and  reBolves  alti 
the  enigmas  of  hearts  which  ceased  to  beat  long  centuries  ago, 
more  confidently  than  most  of  us  would  dare  to  interpret  the  mys- 
teries of  our  own,  one  wishes  him  back  again  at  the  confluence  of 
Styx,  Phlegethon,  and  Cocytus.     It  ia,  after  all,  nothing  more  than 
the  surface  of  human  character  which  the  retrospective  scrutiny  of 
the  keenest  human  eye  is  able  to  detect. 

Ambition  clothed  in  ra^  —  subtlety  under  the  guise  of  can- 
dour —  timidity  beneath  the  mask  of  audacious  eloquence  —  tht 
are  the  offences  laid  to  the  charge  of  lago  Laynez.  Yet  a  prii 
who,  in  the  sixteenth  century,  refused  the  purple,  must  have  had 
aspirations  for  something  higher  than  worldly  honours.  Hypocrisy 
is  the  charge  which  every  one  must  bear  who  has  to  do  with  ene- 
mies increduloua  of  all  virtue  superior  to  their  own.  And  coward- 
ice is  a  reproach  never  to  be  escaped  by  him  who,  being  debarred 
from  the  use  of  all  weapons  but  the  tongue,  knows  how  to  render 
that  weapon  terrible  to  his  opponents.  The  historical  portraiture 
which  exhibits  Laynez  as  ambitious,  crafty,  and  timid,  may  be  ft 
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correct  likeness;  but  no  one  who  considers  how  confused  are  the 
lights  by  which  we  must  now  examine  it,  will  peremptorily  declare 
that  the  resemblance  is  accurate. 

Gifted  with  extraordinary  talents,  flexible  address,  profound 
learning,  and  captivating  eloquence,  Laynez  fell  short  of  that  stan- 
dard at  which  alone  the  name  of  any  man  may  be  iuscribed  on  the 
roll  sacred  to  those  who  have  reigned  over  their  fellow-mortals  by 
a  right  divine,  inherent,  and  indefeasible.  Without  the  genius 
to  devise,  or  the  glowing  passiou  to  achieve  great  things,  none  may 
take  his  place  with  those  kings  of  the  earth  on  whose  brows 
Nature  herself  has  set  the  diadem.  Far  surpassing,  in  mere  intel- 
lectual resources,  both  Ignatius  and  Xavier,  the  fiery  element  native 
to  their  souls  was  uninhabitable  by  his.  But  though  his  hands  could 
not  grasp  their  weapons,  he  wielded  his  own  with  admirable  skill  and 
eflScacy.  To  Laynez  his  society  were  first  indebted  for  their  cha- 
racteristic theology,  for  the  possession  and  the  fame  of  learning, 
for  a  more  intimate  alliance  with  the  papacy,  and  for  the  more 
pronounced  hostility  of  the  Eeformers.  He  first  established  for 
them  that  authority  in  the  cabinets  of  Europe,  on  which,  at  no 
distant  time,  the  edifice  of  their  temporal  power  was  to  rest.  It 
was  his  melancholy  distinction  to.  number  among  these  royal  dis- 
ciples the  infamous  Catherine,  and  her  less  odious,  because  feebler 
son.  He  was  associated  with  them  at  the  time  when  they  were 
revolving  the  greatest  crime  with  which  the  annals  of  Christendom 
have  been  polluted.  His  memory  is,  however,  unstained  with  the 
guilt  of  that  massacre,  except  so  far  as  the  doctrines  he  inculcated 
in  the  conference  at  Poissy  may  have  induced  the  sovereigns  to 
think  lightly  of  any  bloodshed  which  should  rid  the  world  of  a 
party  which  he  taught  them  to  regard  as  abhorred  of  God,  and  aa 
hateful  to  the  enlightened  eye  of  man. 

It  is  more  easy  to  discern  the  intellectual  than  the  moral  great- 
ness of  Laynez.  He  was  the  earliest,  if  not  the  most  eminent 
example  of  the  natural  results  of  Loyola's  discipline.  His  cha- 
racter illustrates  the  efiect  of  concentrating  all  the  Interests  of  life, 
and  all  the  aflFections  of  the  hearty  within  the  narrow  circle  of  one 
contracted  fellowship.  It  yielded  in  him  as  it  has  produced  in 
others,  a  vigorous,  but  a  stunted  development  of  the  moral  faculties 
—  a  kind  of  social  selfishness  and  sectional  virtue  —  a  subordina- 
tion of  philanthropy  to  the  love  of  caste  —  a  spirit  irreclaimably 
servile,  because  exulting  in  its  own  servitude  —  a  temper  consistent 
indeed  with  great  actions,  and  often  contributing  to  them,  but 
destructive  (at  least  in  ordinary  minds)  of  that  free  and  cordial 
sympathy  with  man  as  man,  of  those  careless  graces  and  of  that 
majestic  repose,  which  touch  and  captivate  the  heart  in  Him  whose 
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came  tlie  Order  of  the  Jesuits  had  assumed,  and  to  which  must  ia 
part,  at  least,  be  ascribed  the  sacred  fascination  exercised  over  us 
all  by  the  simple  records  of  his  life  and  langui^e. 

On  the  2nd  of  July,  1565,  the  Cassa  Professa,  usually  the  scenfld 
of  a  profound  atillneas,  was  agitated  by  an  unwonted  excitement,^ 
Men  of  austere  demeanour  might  be  seen  there  clasping  each 
other's  hands,  and  voices  habitually  mute  were  iuterchaugiug 
hearty  congratulations.  One  alone  appeared  to  take  no  share  in 
the  common  joy.  As  if  overpowered  by  some  strange  and  unwel- 
come tidings,  he  seemed  by  imploring  gestures  to  deprecate  i 
decision  against  which  his  paralysed  Hps  in  vain  attempted  to  pro- 
test. His  age  might  be  nearly  sixty,  his  dress  mean  and  sordid, 
and  toil  or  suffering  had  ploughed  their  furrows  in  his  pallid 
cheek ;  but  he  balanced  his  tall  and  still  graceful  figure  with  a 
soldier's  freedom,  and  gazed  on  his  associates  with  a  coimtenaucej 
cast  in  that  mould  which  ladies  love  and  artists  emulate.  Theyj 
called  him  Father  Francis ;  aud,  on  the  death  of  Laynez,  theijEij 
almost  unanimous  suffrage  had  just  hailed  him  as  the  third  Genoi 
ral  of  the  Order  of  Jesus.  The  wish  for  rank  and  power  was  n 
more  sincerely  dis(;laimed ;  for  never  had  they  been  forced  on  anyfl 
one  who  had  a  larger  experience  of  their  vanity. 

In  the  female  line  Father  Francis  was  the  grandson  of  Ferdinand 
of  Arn^n,  and  therefore  the  near  kinsman  of  the  Emperor  Charlet 
V.  Among  his  paternal  ancestry  he  could  boast  or  lament  th« 
names  of  Alexander  VI.  and  of  Ccesar  Borgia.  Of  that  hous 
eminent  alike  for  their  wealth,  their  honours,  and  their  crimes,  i 
was  the  lineal  representative;  and  had,  in  early  manhood, 
herited  from  his  father  the  patrimony  and  the  title  of  the  Duka 
of  Gandia. 

Don  Francis  Borgia,  as  if  to  rescue  the  name  he  bore  from  thl 
infamy  of  his  progenitors,  exhaled,  even  in  his  childish  days,  t 
odour  of  sanctity.     With  each  returning  mouth,  he  cast  a  lot  t 
determine   which   he  should  personate  of  the  saints  with  yfhoaA 
names*it  was  studded  on  the  calendar.     In  his  tenth  year,  with  a" 
virtue  unsung  and  unconceived  by  the  Mubcb  Etonenses,  he  played 
at  saints  so  perfectly  as  to  inflict  a  vigorous  chastisement  on  his 
own  naked  person.     It  is-  hard  to  resist  the  wish  that  the  scourgn 
had  been  yet  more  resolutely  wielded  by  the  arm  of  his  tutor,     Sfl 
seems  to  have  thought  his  maternal  uncle,  Don  John  of  ArragonH 
Archbishop  of  Sari^ossa.     Taking  the  charge  of  his  nephew,  thdW 
high-bom  prelate  compelled  him  to  study  alternately  tlie  lessoin 
of  the  riding- mastL-r  and  those  of  the  master  of  the  senteuces ;  anjH 
in  his  nineteenth  year  sent  hira  to  complete  his  education  at  thfl 
court  of  his  imperial  cousin.  h 
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Ardent  as  were  still  the  aspirations  of  the  young  courtier  for  the 
monastic  life,  no  one  in  that  gallant  circle  bore  himself  more 
bravely  in  the  menage^  or  sheathed  his  sword  with  a  steadier  hand 
in  the  throat  of  the  half-maddened  bull,  or  more  skilfully  disputed 
with  his  sovereign  the  honours  of  the  toumamen|;.  As  the  youthful 
knight,  bowing  to  the  saddle-tree,  lowered  his  spear  before  the 
"  Queen  of  Beauty,"  many  a  full  dark  eye  beamed  with  a  deeper 
lustre;  but  his  triumph  was  incomplete  and  worthless  unless  it 
won  the  approving  smile  of  Eleonora  de  Castro.  That  smile  was 
not  often  refused.  But  the  romance  of  Don  Francis  begins  where 
other  romances  terminate.  Foremost  in  the  train  of  Charles  and 
Isabella,  the  husband  of  the  fair  Eleonora  still  touched  his  lute 
with  unrivalled  skill  in  the  halls  of  the  Escurial,  or  followed  the 
quarry  across  the  plains  of  Castile  in  advance  of  the  most  ardent 
falconer.  Yet  that  music  was  universally  selected  from  the  offices 
of  the  Church ;  and  in  the  very  agony  of  the  chase,  just  as  the 
wheeling  hawk  paused  for  his  last  deadly  plunge,  (genius  of 
Nimrod,  listen !)  he  would  avert  his  eyes  and  ride  slowly  home,  the 
inventor  of  a  matchless  effort  of  penitential  self-denial. 

With  Charles  himself  for  his  fellow-pupil,  Don  Francis  studied 
the  arts  of  war  and  fortification  under  the  once  celebrated  Sainte 
Croix,  and  practised  in  Africa  the  lessons  he  had  been  taught ;  — 
earning  the  double  praise,  that  in  the  camp  he  was  the  most  mag^ 
nificent,  in  the  field  the  most  adventurous,  of  all  the  leaders  in 
that  vaunted  expedition.     At  the  head  of  a  troop  enlisted  and  main** 
tained  by  himself,  he  attended  the  emperor  to  the  Milanese  and 
Provence ;  and,  in  honourable  acknowledgment  of  his  services,  was 
selected  by  Charles  to  lay  a  report  of  the  campaign  before  the  em- 
press in  person,  at  Segovia.     Towards  her  he  felt  an  almost  filial 
regard.     She  had  long  been  the  zealous  patron  and  the  cordial 
friend  of  himself  and  of  Eleonora;  and  at  the  public  festivals, 
which  celebrated  at  once  the  victories  of  Charles  and  the  meeting 
of  the  States  of  Castile  at  Toledo,  they  shone  among  the  most, 
brilliant  of  the  satellites  by  which  her  throne  was  encircled.  ' 

At  the  moment  of  triumph  the  inexorable  arm  was  unbarred 
which  so  often,  as  in  mockery  of  human  pomp,  confounds  together 
the  world's  bravest  pageants  and  the  humiliations  of  the  grave. 
Dust  to  dust  and  ashes  to  ashes !  but,  when  the  imperial  fall,  not 
without  one  last  poor  assertion  of  their  departed  dignity.  Isabella 
might  not  be  laid  in  the  sepulchre  of  the  Elings  of  Spain  until, 
amidst  the  fimeral  rites,  the  soldered  coffin  had  been  opened,  the 
eerements  removed,  and  some  grandee  of  the  highest  rank  had 
been  enabled  to  depose  that  he  had  seen  within  them  the  very 
body  of  the  deceased  sovereign.     Such^  in  pursuance  of  an  ancient 
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custom,  was  the  duty  confided  to  llie  zeal  of  Don  Francia  Borgia  ;| 
nor  was  any  one  better  fitted  for  such  a  trust.  The  eye,  now  for  ' 
ever  closed,  had  never  tnmed  to  Mm  but  with  maternal  kindneeci, 
and  every  lineament  of  that  sereue  and  once  eloqiient  countenance 
was  indelibly  engj-aven  on  his  memory.  Amidst  the  half-uttered 
prayers  which  commended  her  soul  to  the  Divine  mercy,  and  ths. 
low  dirge  of  the  organ,  he  advanced  with  streaming  eyes,  and  re- 
verently raised  the  covering  which  concealed  the  secreta  of  the, 
grave ;  when  —  but  why  or  how  portray  the  appalling  and  loath- 
some spectacle  ?  That  gentle  brow,  that  eloquent  countenance 
that  form  so  lately  reposing  on  earth's  proudest  throne,  and  ex- 
tolled with  an  almost  adoring  homage ! — Don  Francis  turned  from 
the  sight  to  shudder  and  to  pray.  ■ 

It  was  the  great  epoch  in  the  life  of  Borgia.  In  the  eyes  of  the 
world,  indeed,  he  may  have  been  unchanged ;  hut  in  his  eyes  the 
whole  aspect  of  that  world  was  altered.  Lord  of  a  princely  fortune^ 
the  heir  of  an  ilhistrious  house,  the  favoimte  kinsman  of  the  Em- 
peror of  the  M'cst,  renowned  in  the  very  flower  of  his  youth  as  I 
warrior,  a  courtier,  and  a  musician.  Ids  home  hallowed  by  oonjugi 
love,  and  gladdened  by  the  sports  of  his  children  ;  for  whom  I 
life  a  deeper  interest,  or  who  could  erect  on  a  surer  basis  a  loftJel 
fabric  of  more  brilliant  hopes  ?  Those  interests  and  hopes  he  de< 
liberately  resigned,  and,  at  the  age  of  twenty-nine,  bound  himaell 
by  a  solemn  vow,  that,  in  the  event  of  his  surviving  Eleonora,  lioj 
would  end  his  days  as  a  member  of  some  religious  order.  He  bad 
gazed  on  the  hideous  triumph  of  death  and  sin  over  prospects  stl^ 
more  splendid  than  his  own.  For  him  the  soothing  illusions  of  etA 
istence  were  no  more  —  earth  and  its  inhabitants,  withering  und^ 
the  curse  of  their  Maker,  might  put  on  their  empty  gauds,  and  i<m 
some  transient  hour  dream  and  talk  of  happiness.  Bnt  the  ciiifW 
was  there,  and  there  would  it  lie,  crushing  the  frivolous  spirit  thft 
most  when  felt  the  least,  and  consigning  alike  to  that  foul  debaserl 
meat  the  lovely  and  the  brave ;  the  sylph  now  floating  throiigli 
the  giddy  dance,  and  the  warrior  now  proudly  treading  the  field  oi 
victory. 

From  such  medilations  Charles  endeavoured  to  recall  bis  friend 
to  the  common  duties  of  life.  He  required  him  to  assume  the 
viceroyalty  of  Catalonia,  and  adorned  him  with  the  cross  of  the 
order  of  Saint  James  of  Compostella,  then  among  tire  noblest  and 
the  most  highly  prized  of  ail  chivalric  honours.  His  administr^ 
I  tion  was  firm,  munificent,  and  just;  it  forms  the  highest  era  cf  hia 
life,  and  is  especially  signalised  by  the  same  sedulous  care  for  the 
education  of  the  young  which  afterwards  formed  his  highest  pra 
as  General  of  the  Order  of  Jesus. 
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•  Ingenious  above  all  men  in  mortifying  his  natural  affections/ 
Don  Francis  could  not  neglect  the  occasion  which  his  new  digni- 
ties afforded  him^  of  incurring  much  wholesome  contumely. 
Sumptuous  banquets  must  be  given  in  honour  of  his  sovereign ; 
when  he  could  at  once  fast  and  be  despised  for  fasting.  To  ex- 
hibit himself  in  penitential  abasement  before  the  people  under 
his  authority,  would  give  to  penitence  the  appropriate  accompani- 
ment of  general  contempt.  On  the  festival  of  "  the  Invention  of 
the  Holy  Cross,"  mysteries,  not  unlike  those  of  the  Bona  Dea^ 
were  to  be  celebrated  by  the  ladies  of  Barcelona ;  when,  to  prevent 
the  profane  intrusion  of  any  of  the  coarser  sex,  the  viceroy  himself 
undertook  the  oflBce  of  sentineL  With  a  naked  dagger  in  his 
hand,  a  young  nobleman  demanded  entrance,  addressing  to  the 
viceroy  insults  such  as  every  gentleman  is  bound,  under  the 
heaviest  penalty  of  the  laws  of  chivalry,  to  expiate  by  blood.  A 
braver  man  did  not  tread  the  soil  of  Spain  than  Don  Francis,  nor 
any  one  to  whom  the  reproach  of  poltroonery  was  more  hatefuh 
And  yet  his  sword  did  not  leap  from  his  scabbard.  With  a  calm 
rebuj^e,  and  courteous  demeanour,  he  allowed  the  bravo  to  enter 
the  sacred  precincts — preferring  the  imputation  of  cowardice, 
though  stinging  like  an  adder,  to  the  sin  of  avenging  himself,  and^ 
indeed,  to  the  duty  of  maintaining  his  lawful  authority.  History 
has  omitted  to  tell  what  were  the  weapons,  or  what  the  incanta- 
tion, by  which  the  ladies  promptly  ejected  the  insolent  intruder ; 
nor  has  she  recorded  how  they  afterwards  received  their  guardian 
knight  of  St.  lago.  Her  only  care  has  been  to  excite  our  admira- 
tion for  this  most  illustrious  victory,  in  the  bosom  of  Don  Francis, 
of  the  meekness  of  the  saint  over  the  human  passions  of  the 
soldier. 

At  the  end  of  four  years,  J)on  Francis  was  relieved  by  the  death 
of  his  father  from  his  viceregal  oflEice,  and  assumed  his  hereditary 
title  of  Duke  of  Gandia.  His  vassals  exulted  in  the  munificence 
of  their  new  chief,  The  ancient  retainers  of  his  family  lived  on 
his  bounty  —  cottages,  convents,  and  hospitals,  rose  on  his  estates 
—  fortresses  were  built  to  check  the  ravages  of  the  Moorish  cor-, 
sairs,  and  the  mansion  of  his  ancestors  reappeared  in  all  its  ancient 
splendour.  In  every  work  of  piety  and  mercy  the  wise  and  gently 
Eleonora  was  the  rival  of  her  lord.  But  it  was  the  only  strife 
which  ever  agitated  the  Castle  of  Gandia. «  Austerities  were  prac-» 
tised  there,  but  gloom  and  lassitude  were  unknown ;  nor  did  the 
bright  suns  of  Spain  gild  any  feudal  ramparts,  within  which  Love, 
and  Peace,  the  child  of  Love,  shed  their  milder  light  with  a  more 
abiding  radiance. 

But  on  that  countenance,  hitherto  so  calm  and  so   submissive^ 
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might  at  lengtli  be  traced  tlie  movemeuts  of  an  inward  tempc 
which,  even  when  prostrate  before  the  altar,  the  Duke  of  Gandia^' 
strove  in  vain  to  tranqnilliae.  Though  conversant  with  every  form 
of  self-inflicted  suffering,  how  should  he  find  strength  to  endure 
the  impending  death  of  Eleonoral  His  waa  a  prayer  traQsceniUng 
the  resources  of  language  and  of  thought ;  it  was  the  mute  agony, 
of  a  breaking  heart.  But  after  the  whirlwind  and  the  fire  wa&L 
heard  the  still  small  voice.  It  said  to  him,  or  seemed  to  say,  '*  If, 
it  be  thy  deliberate  wish,  she  skaU  recover ;  but  it  will  not  be  forr 
her  real  weliiire,  nor  for  thine."  Adoring  gratitude  swept  away 
every  feebler  emotion,  and  the  suppliant's  grief  at  length  fouud 
utterance.  "  Thy  will  be  done.  Thou  tnowest  what  is  best  for  U8.r 
"WTiomhave  we  in  heaven  but  Thee,  and  whom  upon  earth  should  we' 
desire  in  comparison  of  Thee  ?"  At  the  age  of  thirty-six  the  Ditkft 
of  Gandia  committed  to  the  tomb  the  frame  once  animated  by  a' 
spirit  from  which  not  death  itself  could  separate  him.  In  the  sacred 
retirement  to  which,  in  that  event,  he  had  devot«d  his  remaining 
days,  Eleonora  would  still  unite  her  prayers  to  his ;  and  as  each  of 
those  days  should  decline  into  the  welcome  shadows  of  evejjing, 
one  stage  the  more  towards  his  reunion  with  her  would  have  been, 
traversed. 

The  Castle  of  Gandia  waa  still  hung  with  the  funeral  draperies 
when  a  welcome  though  unexpected  g\iest  aitived  there.  It  was 
Peter  Faber,  the  officiating  priest  at  the  Crypt  of  Montmartre^ 
charged  by  Ignatius  with  a  mission  to  promote  the  cause  of  Chris- 
tian education  in  Spain.  Aided  by  his  counsels,  and  by  the  let- 
ters of  the  patriarch,  the  duke  erected  on  his  estates  a  church,  a. 
college,  and  a  library,  and  placed  them  under  the  care  of  teachers 
selected  by  Ignatius.  The  sorrows  of  the  duke  were  relieved  as  hia 
wealth  flowed  still  more  copiously  iti  this  new  channel  of  bene- 
ficence; and  the  universities  of  Alcala  and  Seville  were  enlarged 
by  bis  bounty  with  similar  foundations.  But,  ae  Faber  remarked, 
a  atill  nobler  edifice  was  yet  to  he  erected  on  the  soul  of  the  founder 
bimeelf.  The  first  stone  of  it  was  laid  in  the  dtike's  performance 
of  tlie  Spiritual  Exercises.  To  tiie  completion  of  this  invisible  but 
Imperishable  building,  the  remainder  of  his  life  waa  inflexibly 
devoted. 

With  Ignatius  the  duke  had  long  maintained  a  correspond ence,. 
in  which  the  stately  courtesies  of  Spanish  noblemen  not  ungrace- 
fiiUy  temper  the  seveier  tones  of  patriarchal  authority  and  filial 
reverence.  Admission  into  the  Order  of  Jesus  was  an  honour  for 
which,  in  this  case,  the  aspirant  was  humbly  conteut,  and  was 
wisely  permitted,  long  to  wait  and  sue.  To  study  the  biography, 
that  be  might  imitate  the  life,  of  Him  by  whose  holy  name  the 
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Society  was  called ;  to  preach  in  his  own  household,  or  at  the  wicket 
of  the  nunnery  of  the  ladies  of  St  Clair ;  and  day  by  day,  to  place 
in  humiliating  contrast  some  proof  of  the  Divine  goodness  and 
some  proof  of  his  own  demerit ;  were  the  first  probationary  steps 
which  the  duke  was  required  to  tread  in  the  toilsome  path  on  which 
he  had  thus  entered.  It  was  a  path  from  which  Philip,  then 
governing  Spain  with  the  title  of  regent,  would  have  willingly 
Beduced  him.  He  consulted  him  on  the  most  critical  affairs ;  sum- 
moned him  to  take  a  high  station,  in  the  States  of  Castile ;  and 
pressed  on  his  acceptance  the  office  of  grand  master  of  the  royal 
household.  It  was  declined  in  favour  of  the  Duke  of  Alva.  Had 
Gandia  preferred  the  duties  of  his  secular  rank  to  his  religious 
aspirations,  Spain  might  have  had  a  saint  the  less  and  seven  pro- 
vinces the  more.  With  the  elevation -of  Alva,  the  butcheries  in  the 
Netherlands,  the  disgrace  of  Spain,  and  the  independence  of  Holland, 
might  have  been  averted. 

Warned  by  his  escape,  the  duke  implored  with  renewed  earnest- 
ness his  immediate  admission  into  the  order;  nor  was  Ignatius 
willing  that  his  proselyte  should  again  incur  such  dangers.  At  the 
chapel  of  his  own  college  he  accordingly  pronounced  the  irrevocable 
vows ;  a  Papal  bull  having  dispensed,  during  a  term  of  four  years, 
with  any  public  avowal  of  the  change.  They  were  passed  in  the 
final  adjustment  of  his  secular  affairs.     He  had  lived  in  the  splen- 

.  dour  appropriate  to  his  rank  and  fortune,  and  in  the  exercise  of 
the  bounty  becoming  his  eminence  in  the  Christian  commonwealth. 
But  now  all  was  to  be  abandoned,  even  the  means  of  almsgiving ;  for 
he  was  himself  henceforth  to  live  on  the  alms  of  others.  He  gave 
his  children  in  marriage  to  the  noblest  houses  in  Spain  and 
Portugal,  transferred  to  his  eldest  son  the  enjoyment  of  the  patri- 
monial estates  of  Grandia,  and  then,  at  the  age  of  forty,  meekly 
betook  himself  to  the  study  of  scholastic  divinity,  of  the  traditions 
of  the  Church,  and  of  the  canons  of  the  general  councils.  He  even 
submitted  to  all  the  rules,  and  performed  all  the  public  exercises 
enforced  on  the  youngest  student.  Such  was  his  piety,  that  the 
thorny  fagots  of  the  schoolmen  fed  instead  of  smothering  the  flame ; 

^  and  on  the  margin  of  his  Thomas  Aquinas  might  be  seen  some 
devout  aspiration,  extracted  by  his  sacred  alchemy  from  each  subtle 
distinction  in  the  text*  Never  before  or  since  was  the  degree  of 
Doctor  in  Divinity,  to  which  he  now  proceeded,  so  hardly  earned 
or  so  well  deserved. 

Two  of  the  brothers  of  the  duke  had  been  members  of  the  sacred 
college,  and  his  humility  had  refused  for  two  of  his  sons  the  purple 
offered  to  them  at  the  instance  of  the  emperon  But  how  should 
the  new  doctor  avert  fix)m  his  own  head  the  ecclesiastical  cap  of 
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maintenance  with  which  Charles  was  now  desirous  to  replace  thB  J 
ducal  coronet?     He  fled  the  presence  of  his  imperial  patron,  made  J 
and  executed  his  own  testamentary  dispositions,  delivered  his  lasbf 
parental  charge  to  bis  eldest  son,  and  bade  a  final  adieu  to  hi»fl 
weeping  family.     The  gates  of  the  Castle  of  Gaiidia  closed  on  their  T 
self-banished  lord.       He  went  forth,  like  Francis  Xavier,  chanting 
the  song  of  David  —  "When  Israel  went  out  of  Egypt,  and  the 
House  of  Jacob  from  a  strange  people ; " — but  adding,  from  another 
Btrain  of  the  royal  minstrel,  the  exulting  words,  "  Our  bonds  are 
broken  and  we  are  delivered."     He  lived  for  more  than  twenty  I 
years  from  this  time,  and  in  his  future  missions  into  Spain  often  i 
passed  the  gates  of  the  castle,  but  never  more  re-entered  them.  He  J 
became  a  stranger  even  to  liis  children,  never  ^ain  passing  i 
much  as  a  single  day  in  their  society,  or  even  permitting  himself  to  J 
become  acquainted  with  their  ofiFsprlng. 

As  the  bird  set  free  to  her  nest,  so  hastened  the  emancipated  I 
duke  to  take  his  seat  at  the  footstool  of  Ignatius.  Yet,  in  bis  route  4 
througli  Ferrara  nnd  Florence,  his  sacred  impatience  was  arrested, 
and  his  humility  confirmed,  by  the  unwelcome  honours  yielded  to 
him  by  hia  kinsmen,  the  reigning  sovereigns  of  those  duchies.  He 
would  have  entered  Rome  by  nightj  hut,  in  the  city  of  triumphs, 
and  ovations,  the  victorious  Loyola  could  not  but  desire  to  exhtbift 
60  illustrious  a  conquest.  Attended  by  the  Ambassador  of  Spain, 
by  a  prince  of  the  house  of  Colonna,  and  by  a  long  train  of  cardinals^ 
priests,  and  nobles,  the  Didte  of  Gandia  advanced  in  solemn  proees* 
sion  to  the  Casa  Professa.  There,  in  the  presence  of  his  General, 
his  wearied  spirit  found  at  length  the  repose  which  the  most  pro*- 
fuse  liberality  of  fortune  had  been  unable  to  bestow.  With  te&ri' 
of  joy  he  kissed  the  feet  of  the  patriarch  and  of  his  professed 
brethren,  esteeming  the  meanest  office  in  their  household  an  honour 
too  exalted  for  so  unworthy  an  associate;  and  then,  in  a  general 
confession,  poured  into  the  ear  of  Ignatius  every  secret  of  bis 
conscience  from  the  dawn  of  life  to  that  long-desired  hour. 

Such  zeal  was  a  treasure  too  precious  to  be  left  without  soma 
great  and  definite  object ;  and  as  the  duke  was  still  the  steward  of 
some  of  this  world's  treasures,  which  he  had  devoted  to  saered  useSt; 
they  were  employed  in  building  at  Rome  the  church  and  college 
afterwards  so  famous  as  the  College  €h  Pttyparfanda  Fide.  One  only 
secular  care  still  awaited  him.  His  rai^  a£  a  grandee  of  Spain,  and 
the  cross  of  St,  lago,  could  not  bo  laid  aside  without  the  consent  c 
the  emperor.  It  was  solicited  with  all  the  giace  of  an  accomplished^ 
courtaer,  and  alt  the  fervour  of  a  saint.  But  while  he  awaited  ( 
Rome  the  answer  of  Charles,  a  new  alarm  disturbed  the  serenity  o| 
tlio  Casa  Professa.     The  dreaded  puiple  was  again  pressed  on  hint' 
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with  all  the  weight  of  Papal  admonition.  To  avoid  it,  Gandia  fled 
the  presence  of  the  Pope  and  of  Ignatius^  returned  to  Spain,  per- 
formed a  pilgrimage  to  the  Castle  of  Loyola,  kissed  the  hallowed 
ground,  and  then  burying  himself  in  a  Jesuit  College  at  Ognato, 
once  more  awaited  the  decision  of  the  emperor. 

It  soon  arrived*  He  was  no  longer  a  duke,  a  knight  of  St.  lago, 
nor  even  a  Spanish  gentleman.  Solemnly  and  in  due  legal  form,  he 
renounced  all  these  titles,  and  with  them  all  his  property  and  ter- 
ritorial rights.  Even  his  secular  dress  was  laid  aside,  and  his  head 
was  prepared  by  the  tonsure  for  the  episcopal  touch,  emblematic  of 
the  most  awful  mystery.  The  astonished  spectators  collected  and 
preserved  the  holy  relics.  And  now,  bent  in  lowly  prostration  before 
the  altar  at  Ognato,  the  Father  Francis  had  no  further  sacrifice  to 
oflfer  there,  but  the  sacrifice  of  a  heart  emptied  of  all  the  interests 
and  of  all  the  affections  of  the  world.  Long  and  silent  was  his 
prayer,  but  it  was  unattended  with  any  trace  of  disorder.  The 
tears  he  shed  were  such  as  might  have  bedewed  the  cheek  of  the 
First  Man  before  he  had  tasted  the  bitterness  of  sin.  He  rose  from 
his  knees,  bade  a  last  farewell  to  his  attendants ;  and  Father  Francis 
was  left  alone  with  his  Creator. 

It  was  a  solitude  not  long  to  be  maintained.  The  fame  of  his 
devotion,  filled  the  Peninsula.  All  who  needed  spiritual  counsel, 
and  all  who  wished  to  indulge  an  idle  curiosity,  resorted  to  his  cell. 
Eangs  nought  his  advice,  wondering  congregations  hung  on  his  lips, 
and  two  at  least  of  the  grandees  of  Spain  imitated  his  exampla 
His  spiritual  triumphs  were  daily  more  and  more  splendid ;  and,  if 
he  might  escape  the  still  threatened  promotion  into  the  College  of 
Cardinals,  might  4)0  as  enduring  as  his  life.  The  authority  of 
Ignatius,  not  imaided  by  some  equivocal  exercise  of  his  ingenuity, 
at  length  placed  Father  Francis  beyond  the  reach  of  this  last 
danger.  They  both  went  down  to  the  grave  without  witnessing  the 
debasement  of  their  order  by  any  ecclesiastical  dignity. 

But  there  was  yet  one  tie  to  the  pomp  and  vanity  ot  this  world 
which  could  not  be  entirely  broken.  During  his  viceregal  adminis- 
tration. Father  Francis,  had  on  one  occasion  traversed  the  halls  of 
the  Castle  of  Barcelona  in  deep  and  secret  conference  with  his  im- 
perial cousin.  Each  at  that  interview  imparted  to  the  other  his 
design  of  devoting  to  religious  retirement  the  interval  which  should 
intervene  between  the  business  and  the  close  of  life.  At  every 
season  of  disappointment  Charles  reverted  to  this  purpose,  and 
abandoned  or  postponed  it  with  each  return  of  success.  But  now, 
broken  with  sickness  and  sorrow,  he  had  fixed  his  residence  in  a 
monastery  in  Estremadura,  and  summoned  the  former  viceroy  of 
Catalonia  to  the  presence  of  his  early  friend,  and  t>atron«     Falling 
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on  his  Tmeea,  aa  in  times  of  yore.  Father  Francis  offered  to  impresB 
the  kisa  of  hom^e  on  the  hand  which  had  so  lately  borne  the 
sceptre  of  half  the  civilised  world.  But  Chai-lea  embraced  hie 
consin,  and  compelled  him  to  sit,  and  to  ait  covered,  by  hia  aide. 
Long  and  frequent  were  their  conversations;  but  the  record  of  them 
transmitted  to  us  by  the  historians  of  the  Order  of  Jesus,  has  hub 
little  semblance  of  authenticity.  Charles  is  made  to  assail,  and 
Bor^ft  to  defend  the  new  institute,  and  the  imperial  disputant  of 
course  yields  to  the  combinetl  force  of  eloquence  and  truth.  It" 
eeems  less  improbable  that  the  publication  of  Memoirs  of  the 
Ijfe  of  the  Emperor,  to  be  written  by  himself,  was  one  subject  of  i 
serious  debate  at  these  interviews,  and  that  the  good  father  dissuaded 
it.  If  the  tale  be  true,  he  has  certainly  one  claim  the  less  to  the 
gratitude  of  later  times.  What  seems  certain  is,  that  he  undertook 
and  executed  some  secret  mission  from  Charles  to  the  court  of 
Portugal,  that  he  acted  as  one  of  tlie  executors  of  his  will,  and 
delivered  a  funeral  oration  in  praise  of  the  deceased  emperor  before 
the  Spanish  court  at  Valladulid. 

From  this  point  the  life  of  Borgia  merges  in  the  general  history 
of  the  order  to  which  he  had  attached  himself.  It  is  a  passage  of 
history  full  of  the  miracles  of  aelf-denial,  and  of  miracles  in  the- 
more  accurate  acceptation  of  the  woEd.  To  advance  the  cause  of 
education,  and  to  place  in  the  hands  of  his  own  Society  the  control . 
of  that  mighty  engine,  was  the  labour  which  Father  Francis,  as. 
their  General,  chiefly  proposed  to  himself.  His  success  was  com-v 
plete,  and  he  lived  to  see  the  establishment,  in  alraast  every  stoto; 
of  Europe,  of  colleges  formed  on  the  model  of  that  which  he  had,' 
himself  formed  in  the  to^-n  of  Gandia.  ,• 

Borgia  is  celebrated  by  his  admirers  as  the  most  illustrious  of  aliV 
conquerors  of  the  appetites  and  passions  of  our  common  nature  ;-r 
and  the  praise,  such  as  it  is,  may  well  be  conceded  to  him.  No' 
other  saint  in  the  calendar  ever  renounced  or  declined  so  great  as' 
amount  of  worldly  grandeur  and  domestic  happiness.  No  othef 
embraced  poverty  and  pain  in  forms  more  squalid,  or  more  revolt- ■ 
ing  to  the  flesh  and  blood.  So  strange  and  shocking  are  the  sforiei 
of  hia  flagMlationa,  of  the  diseases  contracted  by  tlieni,  and  of  the 
sickening  practices  by  which  he  tormented  hia  senses,  that  even  to 
read  them  is  of  itself  no  light  penajice.  In  the  same  spirit,  our 
applause  is  demanded  for  feats  of  humility,  and  prodigies  of  obe- 
dience, and  raptures  of  devotion,  so  extravagant,  that  his  biographers 
might  seem  to  have  assumed  the  office  of  penitential  executors  to 
the  saint ;  and  to  challenge  for  his  memory  some  of  the  disgust  and 
contempt  which  when  living  he  so  studiously  courted.  And  yet 
Borgia  was  no  ordinary  man. 
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He  hisid  great  talents  with  a  narrow  capacity.     Under  the  control 
of  minds  more  comprehensive  than  his  own^  he  could  adopt  and 
execute  their  wider  views  with  admirable  address  and  vigour.     With 
rare  powers  both  of  enduarnce  and  of  action^  he  was  the  prey  of  a 
constitutional  melancholy,  which  made  him  dependent  on  the  more 
sanguine  spirit  of  his  guides  for  all  his  aims  and  for  all  his  hopes ; 
but  once  rescued  from  the  agony  of  selecting  his  path,  he  moved 
along  it,  not  merely  with  firmness,  but  with  impetuosity.     All  his 
impulses  came  from  without ;  but  when  once  given,  they  could  not 
xeadily  be  arrested.     The  very  dejection  and  self-distrust  of  his 
nature  rendered  him  more  liable  than  other  men  to  impressions  at 
once  deep  and  abiding.     Thus  he  was  a  saint  in  his  infancy  at  the 
bidding  of  his  nurse  —  then  a  cavalier  at  the  command  of  his 
uncle  —  an  inamorato  because  the  empress  desired  it  —  a  warrior 
and  a  viceroy  because  such  was  the  pleasure  of  Charles — a  devotee 
from  seeing  a  corpse  in  a  state  of  dedbmposition  —  a  founder  of 
colleges  on  the  advice  of  Peter  Faber  —  a  Jesuit  at  the  will  of 
Ignatius  —  and  General  of  the  Order  because  his  colleagues  would 
have  it  so.     Yet  each  of  these  characters,  when  once  assumed,  was 
performed^  not  merely  with  constancy,  but  with  high  and  just 
applause.     His  mind  was  like  a  sycophant  plants  feeble  when  alone, 
but  of  admirable  vigour  and  luxuriance  when  properly  sustained, 
A  whole  creation  of  such  men  would  have  been  unequal  to  the 
work  of  Ignatius  Loyola ;  but,  in  his  grasp,  one  such  man  could 
perform  a  splendid  though  but  a  secondary  service.     His  life  was 
more  eloquent  than  all  the  homilies  of  Chrysostom.     Descending 
from  one  of  the  most  brilliant  heights  of  human  prosperity,  he 
exhibited  everywhere,  and  in  an  aspect  the  most  intelligible  and 
impressive  to  his  contemporaries,  the  awful  power  of  the  principles 
by  which  he  was  impelled.     Had  he  lived  in  the  times  and  in  the 
society  of  his  infamous  kinsmen,  Borgia  would  not  improbably 
have  shared  their  disastrous  renown.     But  his  dependent  nature, 
moulded  by  a  far  different  influence,  rendered  him  a  canonised 
saint;  an  honourable,  just,  and  virtuous  man;  one  of  the  most 
eminent  ministers  of  a  polity  as  benevolent  in  intention  as  it  was 
gigantic  in  design ;  and  the  founder  of  a  system  of  education  preg- 
nant with  results  of  almost  matchless  importance.     His  miracles 
may  be  not  disadvantageously  compared  with  those  of  the  Baron 
Munchausen ;  but  it  would  be  less  easy  to  find  a  meet  comparison 
for  his  genuine  virtues.     They  triumph  over  all  the  silly  legends 
and  all  the  real  follies  which  obscure  his  character.    His  whole 
mature  life  was  but  one  protracted  martyrdom,  for  the  advancement 
of  what  he  esteemed  the  perfection  of  his  own  nature,  and  the 
highest  interests  of  his  fellow-men.     Though  he  maintained  an 


intimate  personal  intercourse  with  Charles  IX.  and  hiB  mother,  andl 
enjoyed  their  highest  favour,  there  ia  no  reason  to  suppose  that  ho  ■ 
was  entrusted  with  their  atrocious  secret.     Even  in  the  land  of  the 
Inquisition  he  had  firmly  refused  to  lend  the  influence  of  his  name 
to  that  saDguiuary  tribunal ;  for  there  was  nothing  morose  in  hia 
fanaticism,  nor  mean  in  hia  subservience.     Such  a  man  as  Francis  J 
Borgia  could  hardly  become  a  persecutor.     His  own  Church  raised  1 
altars  to  his  name.     Other  Churches  have  neglected  or  despised  it.  1 
In  that  all-wise  and  all -com  passionate  judgment,  which  is  unin- 
vaded  by  our  narrow  prejudices  and  by  our  unhallowed  feelings, 
his  fervent  love  of  God  and  of  man  was  doubtless  permitted  to 
cover  the  multitude  of  his  theoretical  errors  and  real  extravagances.  J 
Human  justice  is  severe,  not  merely  because  man  is  censoriou^l 
but  because  he  reasonably  distrusts   himself,   and   fears  lest  hU 
weakness   should   confound   the    distinctions   of  good  and 
Divine  justice  is  lenient,* because  there  alone  love  can  flow  in  altl 
its  unfathomable  depths  and  boundless  expansion  ^  impeded  b^il 
no  dread  of  error,  and  diverted  by  no  misplaced  sympathies. 

To  Ignatius,  the  founder  of  the  Order  of  the  Jesuits ;  to  Xaviet 
the  great  leader  in  their  missionary  enterprises ;  to  Laynez,  thi 
author  of  their  peculiar  sysl^m  of  theology ;  and  to  Borgia,  the 
architect  of  their  system  of  education,  two  names  are  to  be  added 
to  complete  the  roll  of  the  great  men  from  whose  hands  their 
Institute  received  the  form  it  retains  to  the  present  hour.  These 
are  Bellarmine,  from  whom  they  learned  the  arts  and  resources  of 
controversy;  and  Acquaviva,  the  fifth  in  number,  but  in  effect  the 
fourth  of  their  Generals  —  who  may  be  described  aa  the  Numa 
Pompilius  of  the  Order.  There  is  in  the  early  life  of  Bellarmine  a 
kind  of  pastoral  beauty,  and  even  in  his  later  days  a  grace,  and  a 
simplicity  so  winning,  thai  it  costs  some  effort  to  leave  such  a  theme  _ 
unattempted.  The  character  of  Acqiiaviva,  one  of  the  mo* 
memorable  rulers  and  lawgivers  of  hia  age,  it  would  be  a  i  ' 
greater  effort  to  attempt. 

"  Henceforth   let  no  man  say,"  (to  mount  on  the  stilts  of  dear  1 
old  Samuel  Johnson,)  "Come,  I  will  write  a  disquisition  on  the  ] 
history,  the  doctrines,  and  the  morality  of  the  Jesuits" — at  leaafe 
let  no  man  say  so  who  has  not  subdued  the  lust  of  story-telling. 
Filled  to  their  utmost  limits   lie  before  us  the  sheets  so  recently 
destined  to  that  ambitious  enterprise.     Perhaps  it  may  be  as  well 
thus  to  have  yielded  to  the  allurement  which  has   marred   the 
original  design.     If  in  later  days  the  disciples  of  Ignatius,  obeying  I 
the  laws  of  all  hiunan  institutioas,  have  exhibited  the  siue,  though 
slow,  development  of  the  seeds  of  error  and  of  crime,  sown  by  tlie  I 
authors  of  their  polity,  it  must  at  least  be  admitted  that  they  were  J 
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men  of  no  common  mould.  It  is  something  to  know  that  an 
impulse,  which,  after  three  centuries,  is  still  unspent,  proceeded 
from  hands  of  gigantic  power,  and  that  their  power  was  moral  as 
much  as  intellectual,  or  much  more  so.  In  our  own  times  much 
indignation  and  much  alarm  are  thrown  away  on  innovators  of  a 
very  diflferent  stamp.  From  the  ascetics  of  the  common  ro^m, 
from  men  whose  courage  rises  high  enough  only  to  hint  at  their 
unpopular  opinions,  and  whose  belligerent  passions  soar  at  nothing 
more  daring  than  to  worry  some  unfortunate  professor,  it  is  almost 
ludicrous  to  fear  any  great  movement  on  the  theatre  of  human 
affairs.  When  we  see  these,  dainty  gentlemen  in  rags,  and  hear  of 
them  from  the  snows  of  the  Himalaya,  we  may  begin  to  tremble. 

The  slave  of  his  own  appetites,  in  bondage  to  conventional  laws, 
his  spirit  emasculated  by  the  indulgences,  or  corroded  by  the  cares 
of  life,  hardly  daring  to  act,  to  speak,  or  to  think  for  himself, 
man  —  gregarious  and  idolatrous  man  —  worships  the  world  in 
which  he  lives,  adopts  its  maxims,  and  treads  its  beaten  paths.  To 
rouse  him  from  his  lethargy,  and  to  give  a  new  cuiTent  to  his 
thoughts,  heroes  appear  from  time  to  time  on  the  verge  of  his 
horizon,  and  hero-worship.  Pagan  or  Christian,  withdraws  him  for 
a  while  from  still  baser  idolatry.  To  contemplate  the  motives  and 
the  career  of  such  men,  may  teach  much  which  well  deserves  the 
knowing ;  but  nothing  more  clearly  than  this  —  that  no  one  can 
have  shrines  erected  to  his  memory  in  the  hearts  of  men  of  distant 
generations,  unless  his  own  heart  was  an  altar  on  which  daily 
sacrifices  of  fervent  devotion,  and  magnanimous  self-denial,  were 
oflFered  to  the  only  true  object  of  human  worship. 
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Enqlish  literature  is  singularly  defective  in  whatever  relates  to  the 
Beformation  in  Grermany  and  Switzerland,  and  to  the  lives  of  the 
great  men  by  whom  it  was  accomplished.  A  native  of  this  island 
who  would  know  anything  to  the  purpose,  of  Beuchlin  or  Hutten, 
of  Luther  or  Melancthon,  of  Zuingle,  Bucer,  or  CEcolampadius,  of 
Calvin  or  Farel,  must  betake  himself  to  other  languages  than  his 
own.  To  fill  this  void  in  our  libraries,  is  an  enterprise  which 
might  stimulate  the  zeal,  and  establish  the  reputation,  of  the  ripest 
student  of  Ecclesiastical  History  amongst  us.  In  no  other  field 
could  he  discover  more  ample  resources  for  narratives  of  dramatic 
interest;  for  the  delineation  of  characters  contrasted  in  every 
thing  except  their  common  design ;  for  exploring  the  influence  of 
philosophy,  arts,  and  manners,  on  the  fortunes  of  mankind ;  and 
for  reverentl}'  tracing  the  footsteps  of  Divine  Providence,  moving 
among  the  ways  and  works  of  men,  imparting  dignity  to  events 
otherwise  unimportant,  and  a  deep  significance  to  occurrences  in 
any  other  view  as  trivial  as  a  border  raid,  or  as  the  palaver  of  an 
African  village. 

Take,  for  example,  the  life  of  Ulric  de  Hutten,  a  noble,  a  war- 
rior, and  a  rake ;  a  theologian  withal,  and  a  Beformer ;  and  at  the 
same  time  the  author,  or  one  of  the  authors,  of  a  satire  to  be  classed 
amongst  the  most  effective  which  the  world  has  ever  seen.  Had  the 
recreative  powers  of  Walter  Scott  been  exercised  on  Hutten's  story, 
how  familiar  would  all  Christendom  have  been  with  the  stern 

*  Any  interest  which  may  have  attached  to  this  essay,  on  its  first  appear- 
ance, has  been  so  effectually  superseded  by  Mr.  Ilazlitt's  more  recent  work  on 
Luther,  that  the  republication  of  it  now,  could  hardly  be  justified,  wero  it  not 
that  it  forms  an  essential  part  of  the  series  to  which  it  belongs,  by  exhibiting 
the  nngular  contrast  between  the  characters  of  the  great  Qerman  Beformer, 
and  of  the  Founders  of  Jesuitism.  Eveiy  one,  however,  who  wishes  to  under- 
stand the  personal  character  of  Martin  Luther,  will  of  course  study  it  in  Mr. 
IIazlitt*8  book,  and  in  the  authorities  to  which  he  refers. 
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Baron  of  Franconia^  and  Ulric^  his  petulant  boy;  with  the  fat 
Abbot  of  Fulda  driving  the  fiery  youth  by  penances  and  homilies 
to  range  a  literary  vagabond  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ;  and  with 
the  burgomaster  of  Frankfort,  avenging  by  a  still  more  formidable 
punishment  the  pasquinade  which  had  insulted  his  civic  dignity. 
How  vivid  would  be  the  image  of  Hutten  at  the  siege  of  Pavia, 
soothing  despair  itself  by  writing  his  own  epitaph ;  giving  combat 
to  five  Frenchmen  for  the  glory  of  Maximilian ;  and  receiving 
from  the  delighted  Emperor  the  frugal  reward  of  a  poetic  crown. 
Then  would  have  succeeded  the  court  and  princely  patronage  of 
^  the  Pope  of  Mentz,"  and  the  camp  and  oistle  of  the  Lord  of 
Sickengen,  until  the  chequered  scene  closed  with  Ulric's  death-bed 
employment  of  producing  a  satire  on  his  stupid  physician.  * 

All  things  were  welcome  to  Hutten ;  arms  and  love,  theology 
and  debauchery,  a  disputation  with  the  Thomists,  a  controversy 
with  Erasmus,  or  a  war  to  the  knife  with  the  dunces  of  his  age. 
Hifl  claim  to  have  written  the  Epistolce  Obscurorum  Vi/rorura, 
has,  indeed,  been  disputed,  though  with  little  apparent  reason.  It 
is  at  least  clear  that  he  asserted  his  own  title,  and  that  no  other 
candidate  for  that  equivocal  honour  united  in  himself  the  wit  and 
learning;  the  audacity  and  licentiousness,  which  successively  adorn 
and  disfigure  that  extraordinary  work.  Neither  is  it  quite  just  to 
exclude  the  satirist  from  the  list  of  those  who  lent  a  material  aid  to 
the  Beformation.  It  is  not,  certainly,  by  the  heartiest  or  the  most 
contemptuous  laugh  that  dynasties,  whether  civil  or  religious,  are 
subverted  ;  but  it  would  be  unfair  to  deny  altogether  to  Hutten 
the  praise  of  having  contributed  by  his  merciless  banter  to  the 
successes  of  wiser  and  better  men  than  himself!  To  set  on  edge 
the  teeth  of  the  Ciceronians  by  the  Latinity  of  the  correspondents 
of  the  profound  Ortuinus,  was  but  a  pleasant  jest ;  but  it  was 
something  more  to  confer  an  immortality  of  ridicule  on  the  erudite 
doctors  who  seriously  apprehended,  from  the  study  of  Grreek  and 
Hebrew,  the  revival  at  once  of  the  worship  of  Minerva,  and  of  the 
rite  of  circumcision.  It  was  in  strict  satirical  justice,  that  places 
were  assigned  to  these  sages  in  a  farce  as  broad  as  was  ever  drawn 
by  Aristophanes  or  Moli^e ;  a  farce  which  was  destitute  neither  of 
the  riotous  mirth,  nor  even  of  some  of  that  deep  wisdom  which  it 
was  the  pleasure  of  those  great  dramatists  to  exhibit  beneath  that 
grotesque  mask. 

Much  as  Luther  himself  incolumi  gravitate  jocum  tentavit,  he 
leceived  with  little  relish  these  sallies  of  his  feu^etious  ally ;  whom 
he  not  only  censured  for  employing  the  language  of  reproach  and 
insult^  but)  harder  still,  described  as  a  buffoon.  It  is,  perhaps,  well 
for  the  dignity  of  the  stern  Beformer  that  the  taunt  was  unknown 


to  the  object  of  it;  for,  great  as  lie  was,  Kutten  would  not  have  ' 


;  and  as  th( 


quiver 


of  few  b; 


V  satiriatB  had  been  stored  with 
keener  or  more  envenomed  shafts,  so,  few  illustrious  men  liave 
exposed  to  audi  an  assailant  a,  greater  Qumlier  of  vulnerable  points. 
But  of  these,  or  of  the  other  private  habits  of  Luther,  little  ia 
geuerally  recorded.  History  having  claimed  him  for  her  own. 
Biography  has  yielded  to  the  pretensions  of  her  more  stately  sister; 
and  the  domestic  and  interior  life  of  \he  antagonist  of  Leo  and  of 
Cliarlea  yet  remains  to  be  written. 

The  materials  are  abundant,  and  of  the  highest  interest ;  - —  a 
collection  of  letters  scarcely  less  voluminous  than  those  of  Voltairej' 
tlie  Ciilloqu,ia  Mensalia,  in  some  parts  of  more  doubtfid  authen- 
ticity, yet,  on  the  whole,  a  genuine  record  of  his  conversation ;  his 
theological  writings,  a  mine  of  egoti.sms  of  the  richest  ore ;  and 
the  works  of  Melancthon,  Seckeudorf,  Coehlcena,  Erasmus,  and 
many  others,  who  flourished  in  an  age  when,  amongst  learned  men, 
to  write  and  to  live  were  almost  convertible  terms.  M.  Merla 
D'Aubign^'s  "  History  of  the  Oreat  Keforraation  of  the  Sisteenth 
Century  in  Germany,  Switzerland,  Ac,"  is,  in  fact,  an  unfinished-' 
Life  of  Luther,  closing  with  his  appeal  frorti  the  Pope  to  a  Generajt' 
Council.  It  is  the  most  elaborate  of  a  long  series  of  works  on  the 
Reformation,  recently  published  on  the  Continent,  by  the  preseni^l 
inheritors  of  the  principles  and  passions  which  first  agitated  Europe- 
in  the  beginning  of  the  sixteenth  century.  By  far  the  most  amus- 
ing of  the  aeries  is  the  collection  of  Lutheriana  by  M.  Michelet, 
which  we  are  bound  to  notice  with  especial  gratitude,  as  affording 
a  greater  number  of  valuable  references  than  all  other  books  of  the 
same  kind  put  together.  It  was  drawn  np  as  a  relaxation  from 
those  severer  studies  on  which  M.  Michelef'a  historical  fame  de- 
pends. But  the  pastime  of  some  men  is  worth  far  more  than  the 
labours  of  the  rest;  and  this  compilation  has  every  merit  but  that 
of  an  appropriate  title ;  for  an  autobiography  it  assuredly  is  not,  id 
any  of  the  aeasea,  accurate  or  popular,  of  that  much  abused  word. 

Insulated  in  our  habita  and  pursuits,  uot  less  than  in  our  geogra- , 
phical  position,  it  is  but  tardily  that  within  the  intrenchment  of] 
our  four  seas,  we  sympathise  with  the  intellectual  movements  at 
the  nations  which  dwell  beyond  them.  Many,  however,  are  the 
motives,  of  at  least  eqUal  force  in  these  islands  as  in  the  old  and 
new  continents  of  the  Christian  world,  for  diverting  the  eye  from 
the  present  to  the  post,  from  those  who  would  now  reform,  to  those 
who  first  reformed,  the  churches  of  Europe.  Or,  if  graver  reasons 
could  not  be  found,  it  is  beyond  all  dispute  that  the  professors  of 
Wittemberg,  three  hundred  years  ago,  formed  a  group  as  much 
more  entertaining  than  those  of  Oxford  at  present,  as  the  Con->j 
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test  with  Dr.  Eck  exceeded  in  interest  the  squabble  with   Dr. 
Hampden. 

The  old  Adam  in  Martin  Luther  (a  favourite  subject  of  his  dis- 
course) was  a  very  formidable  personage ;  lodged  in  a  bodily  frame 
of  surpassing  vigour,  solicited  by  vehement  appetites,  and  alive  to 
all  the  passions  by  which  man  is  armed  for  offensive  or  defensive 
warfare  with  his  fellows.  In  accordance  with  a  general  law,  that 
temperament  was  sustained  by  nerves  which  shrunk  neither  from 
the  endurance  nor  the  infliction  of  necessary  pain ;  and  by  a  courage 
which  rose  at  the  approach  of  difficulty,  and  exulted  in  the  presence 
of  danger.  A  rarer  prodigality  of  nature  combined  with  these  en- 
dowments an  inflexible  reliance  on  the  conclusions  of  his  own 
understanding,  and  on  the  energy  of  his  own  will.  He  came  forth 
on  the  theatre  of  life  another  Samson  Agonistes,  "with  plain 
heroic  magnitude  of  mind,  and  celestial  vigour  armed  ; "  ready  to* 
wage  an  unequal  combat  with  the  haughtiest  of  the  giants  of  Grath  ; 
or  to  shake  down,  though  it  were  on  his  own  head,  the  columns  of 
the  proudest  of  her  temples. 

Viewed  in  his  belligerent  aspect,  he  might  have  seemed  a  being 
cut  off  from  the  common  brotherhood  of  mankind,  and  bearing 
from  on  high  a  commission  to  bring  to  pass  the  remote  ends  of 
the  Divine  benevolence,  by  means  appalling  to  human  guilt  and 
to  human  weakness.  But  he  was  reclaimed  into  the  bosom  of  the 
great  family  of  man,  by  bonds  strong  and  numerous  in  proportion 
to  the  vigour  of  the  propensities  they  were  intended  to  control. 
There  brooded  over  him  a  constitutional  melancholy,  sometimes 
engendering  sadness,  but  more  often  giving  birth  to  dreams  so  wild, 
that,  if  vivified  by  the  imagination  of  Dante,  they  might  have  passed 
into  visions  as  awful  and  majestic  as  those  of  the  Inferno.  As 
these  mists  rolled  away  bright  gleams  of  sunshine  took  their 
place ;  and  that  robust  mind  yielded  itself  to  social  enjoyments, 
with  the  hearty  relish,  the  broad  humour,  and  the  glorious  profu- 
sion of  sense  and  nonsense,  which  betoken  the  relaxations  of  those 
who  abdicate  an  habitual  sovereignty  over  other  men  to  become, 
for  a  passing  hour,  their  companions.  Luther  had  other  and  -yet 
more  potent  spells  with  which  to  cast  out  the  demons  who  haunted 
him.  He  had  ascertained  and  taught  that  the  spirit  of  darkness- 
abhors  sweet  sounds  not  less  then  light  itself ;  for  music  (he  says), 
while  it  chases  away  the  evil  suggestions,  effectually  baffles  the 
wiles  of  the  tempter.  His  lute,  and  hand,  and  voice,  accompanying 
his  own  solemn  melodies,  were  therefore  raised  to  repel  the  more 
vehement  aggressions  of  the  enemy  of  mankind;  whose  feebler 
assaults  he  encountered  by  studying  the  politics  (A  a  rookery,  by 
assigning  to  each  beautiful  creation  of  his  flower-beds  an  appro- 


priate  sylph  Or  genius,  by  the  company  of  his  Catherine  de  Boru 
and  the  sports  of  theu'  saucy  John  and  playful  Magdalene.  J 

The  name  of  Catherine  has  long  enjoyed  a  wide  but  doubtful 
celebrity.  She  was  a  lady  of  noble  birth,  and  was  still  young  whei^ 
she  renounced  the  ancient  faith,  her  convent,  and  her  vows,  to  be- 
come the  wife  of  Martin  Luther.  From  this  portentous  union  of  a 
monk  and  nun,  the  "obscure  men  "  confidently  predicted  the  birth 
of  Antichrist ;  wliile  the  wita  and  scholars  greeted  their  nuptiald 
with  a  thick  hail-storm  of  epigrams,  hymns,  and  dithyrambica, 
the  learned  Eccius  himself  chiming  into  the  loud  chorus  with  an 
elaborate  epithalamium,  Tlie  bridegroom  met  the  tempest  with 
the  spirit  of  another  Benedict,  by  a  counter-blast  of  invective  and 
sarcasms,  which,  afterwards  collected  under  the  title  of  "  the  LioiL 
and  the  Asa,"  perpetuated  the  memory  of  this  redoubtable  contro-i 
versy.  "  My  enemies,"  he  esclaimed,  "  triumphed.  They  shouteil,' 
lo,  lo  !  I  was  resolved  to  show  that,  old  and  feeble  as  I  am,  I  am^ 
not  going  to  sound  a  retreat.  I  trust  I  shall  do  still  more  to  spoil, 
their  merriment." 

This  indiscreet,  if  not  criminal  marriage,  scarcely  admitted  a 
more  serious  defence.  Yet  Luther  was  not  a  man  to  do  anything 
which  he  was  not  prepared  to  justify.  "  He  had  inculcated  oa 
others  the  advantages  of  the  conjugal  state,  and  was  bound  to  en-» 
force  his  precepts  by  his  example.  The  war  of  the  peasants  had' 
brought  reproach  on  the  principles  of  the  Keformation  ;  and  it  was 
incumbent  on  htm  to  sustain  the  minds  of  his  followers,  and  to  bear 
his  testimony  to  evangelical  truth  by  deeds  as  well  as  words.  There- 
fore, it  was  fit  that  he  should  marry  a  nun."  Such  is  the  logic  of 
inclination,  and  such  the  presumption  of  uninterrupted  success. 
"  Dr.  Ortuinus "  himself  never  lent  his  venerable  sanction  to  & 
stranger  aophiatry,  than  that  which  could  thus  discover  in  one  great^ 
scandal  an  apology  for  another  far  more  justly  offensive. 

Catherine  was  a  very  pretty  woman,  if  Ht^lbein'a  portrait  may  be 
believed ;  although  even  her  personal  charms  have  been  rudely 
impugned  by  her  husband's  enemies,  in  grave  disquisitions  devoted 
to  that  momentous  question.  Better  still,  she  was  a  faithful  and 
affectionate  wife.  But  there  ia  a  no  less  famous  Catherine  to  whom 
she  bore  a  strong  family  resemblance.  She  brought  from  her  nun- 
nery an  anxious  mind,  a  shrewish  temper,  and  great  volubility  of  1 
speech.  Luther's  arts  were  not  those  of  Petruchio.  With  him. 
reverence  for  woman  was  at  once  a  natural  instinct  anil  a  point  o£ 
doctrine.  He  observed,  that  when  the  first  woman  was  brought  to 
the  first  man  to  receive  her  name,  he  called  her  not  wife  but 
mother  —  "Eve,  the  mother  of  all  living" — a  word,  he 

ore  eloquent  than  ever  fell  from  t^e  lips  of  DemostlienesL' 
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So,  like  a  wise  and  kind-hearted  man,  when  his  Catherine  prattled 
he  smiled ;  when  she  frowned,  he  playfully  stole  away  her  anger, 
and  chided  her  anxieties  with  the  gentlest  soothing.  A  happier  or 
a  more  peaceful  home  was  not  to  be  found  in  that  land  of  domestic 
tenderness.  Yet  the  confession  must  be  made,  that,  from  first  to 
last^  this  love  tale  is  nothing  less  than  a  case  of  Iceaa  majeataa 
against  the  sovereignty  of  romance.  Luther  and  his  bride  did  not 
meet  on  either  side  with  the  raptures  of  a  first  aflfection.  He  had 
long  before  sighed  for  the  fair  Ave  Schonfelden,  and  she  had  not 
concealed  her  attachment  for  a  certain  Jerome  Baungartner.  Ave 
had  bestowed  herself  in  marriage  on  a  physician  of  Prussia ;  and 
before  Luther's  irrevocable  vows  were  pledged,  Jerome  received 
from  his  great  rival  an  intimation  that  he  still  possessed  the  heart, 
and,  with  common  activity,  might  even  yet  secure  the  hand,  of 
Catherine.  But  honest  Jerome  was  not  a  man  to  be  hurried.  He 
silently  resigned  his  pretensions  to  his  illustrious  competitor,  who, 
even  in  the  moment  of  success,  had  the  discernment  to  perceive, 
and  the  frankness  to  avow,  that  his  love  was  not  of  a  flaming  or 
ungovernable  nature. 

"Nothing  on  this  earth,"  said  the  good  Dame  Ursula  Schweickard, 
with  whom  Luther  boarded  when  at  school  at  Eisenach,  "is  of  such 
inestimable  value  as  a  woman's  love."  This  maxim,  recommended 
more,  perhaps,  by  truth  than  originality,  dwelt  long  on  the  mind 
and  on  the  tongue  of  the  Reformer.  To  have  dismissed  this  or 
any  other  text  without  a  commentary  would  have  been  abhorrent 
from  his  habits  of  mind ;  and  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Catherine  he 
thus  insists  on  a  kindred  doctrine,  the  converse  of  the  first.  "The 
greatest  favour  of  God  is  to  have  a  good  and  pious  husband,  to  whom 
you  can  entrust  your  all,  your  person,  and  even  your  life ;  whose 
children  and  yours  are  the  same.  Catherine,  you  have  a  pious 
husband  who  loves  you.  You  are  an  empress ;  thank  God  for  it^" 
His  conjugal  meditations  were  often  in  a  gayer  mood ;  as  for  ex- 
ample,— "  If  I  were  going  to  make  love  again  I  would  carve  an 
obedient  woman  out  of  marble,  in  despair  of  finding  one  in  any 
other  way." — "  During  the  first  year  of  our  marriage  she  would  sit 
by  my  side  while  I  was  at  my  books,  and,  not  having  anything  else 
to  say,  would  ask  me  whether,  in  Prussia,  the  Margrave  and  the 
house  steward  were  not  always  brothers."  — "  Did  you  say  your 
Pater,  Catherine,  before  you  began  that  sermon  ?  If  you  had,  I 
think  you  would  have  been  forbidden  to  preach."  He  addresses 
her  sometimes  as  my  Lord  Catherine,  or  Catherine  the  Queen,  the 
Empress,  the  Doctoress ;  or  as  Catherine  the  rich  and  noble  Lady  of 
Zeilsdorf,  where  tliey  had  a  cottage  and  a  few  roods  of  ground. 
But  as  age  advanced,  these  playful  sallies  were  abandoned  for  the 
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following  graver  aud  more  affectionate  style.  "  To  the  gracious 
Ijaiiy  Catherine  Luther,  my  deal-  wife,  who  vexea  hei-aelf  overmuch, 
grace  and  peoco  in  the  Lord '  Dear  Catherine,  you  sliould  read 
St.  John,  and  what  is  said  in  the  Catechism  of  tlie  confidence  to 
be  reposed  in  God.  Indeed  you  torment  yourself  as  though  ha 
were  not  Almighty,  and  coidd  not  produce  new  Doctors  Martin  by 
the  score,  if  the  old  doctor  should  drown  himself  in  the  SoaL  — i 
There  is  one  who  watches  over  me  more  effectually  than  tlioit 
canst]  or  than  all  the  angels.  He  sits  at  the  right  hand  of  tba! 
Father  Almighty.     Therefore  be  calm." 

There  were  six  children  of  this  marriage;  and  it  is  at  onos- 
touching  and  amusing  to  see  with  what  adroitness  Luther  contrived 
to  gratify  at  once  his  tenderness  as  a  father  and  his  taste  as  a 
theologian,  Wjen  the  brightening  eye  of  one  of  the  urchinB 
round  his  table  confessetl  the  allurementa  of  a  downy  peach,  i6 
was  "the  image  of  a  soul  rejoicing  in  hope."  Over  an  infant 
pressed  to  his  mother's  l>osom,  thus  moralised  the  severe  but 
affectionate  Reformer :  "  That  babo  and  everything  else  which 
belongs  to  us  is  hated  by  the  Pope,  by  Duke  George,  by  their 
adherents,  and  by  all  the  devils.  Yet,  dear  little  fellow,  he  troubles 
himself  not  a  whit  for  all  these  powerful  enemies ;  he  gaily  sucks 
the  brertst,  looks  round  him  with  a  loud  laugh,  and  lets  them  storm 
B8  they  like."  There  were  darker  seasons  when  even  theology  and 
polemics  give  way  to  the  more  powerful  voice  of  nature;  nor, 
indeed,  has  the  deepest  wisilom  anything  to  add  to  his  lamentation 
over  the  bier  of  his  daughter  Magdalene.  "  Such  is  the  power  of 
natural  affection,  that  I  cannot  endure  this  witliout  tears  and 
groans,  or  rather  an  utter  deadness  of  heart.  At  the  bottom  of 
my  soul  are  engraven  her  luoks,  her  words,  her  gestures,  as  I  gazed^ 
at  her  in  her  lifetime  and  on  her  deathbed.  My  dutiful,  my, 
gentle  daughter  I  even  the  death  of  Christ  (and  what  are  all  deathfi 
compai-ed  to  his  ?)  cannot  tear  me  from  this  thought  as  it  should. 
She  was  playful,  lovely,  and  full  of  love  1 " 

Whatever  others  may  think  of  these  nursery  tides,  we  hava 
certain  reasons  of  our  own  for  suspecting  that  there  is  not,  on 
either  side  of  the  Tweed,  a  Pcipa  who  will  not  read  the  following; 
letter,  sent  by  Luther  to  his  eldest  boy  during  the  Diet  of  Augs- 
burg, with  more  interest  than  any  or  all  of  the  five  "  Confessions'^ 
presented  to  the  Emperor  on  that  memorable  occasion. 

*'  Grace  and  peace  be  with  thee,  my  dear  little  boy  I  I  rejoice  ta 
find  that  you  are  attentive  to  your  lessons  and  your  prayers.  Pei^ 
severe,  my  child,  and  when  I  come  home  I  will  bring  you  soma 
pretty  fairing.  I  know  of  a  beautiful  garden,  full  of  children  ifli 
,  golden  dresses,  who  rim  about  under  the  trees,  eating  apples,  pearsk 
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cherries,  nuts,  and  plums.  They  jump  and  sing  and  are  full  of 
glee,  and  they  have  pretty  little  horses  with  golden  bridles  and 
silver  saddles.  As  I  went  by  this  garden  I  asked  the  owner  of  it 
who  those  children  were,  and  he  told  me  that  they  were  the  good 
children,  who  loved  to  say  their  prayers,  and  to  learn  their  lessons, 
and  who  fear  God.  Then  I  said  to  him.  Dear  sir,  I  have  a  boy, 
little  John  Luther ;  may  not  he  too  come  to  this  garden,  to  eat 
these  beautiful  apples  and  pears,  to  ride  these  pretty  little  horses, 
and  to  play  with  the  other  children  ?  And  the  man  said,  If  he  is 
very  good,  if  he  says  his  prayers,  and  learns  his  lessons  cheerfully, 
he  may  come,  and  he  may  bring  with  him  little  Philip  and  little 
James.  Here  they  will  find  fifes  and  drums  and  other  nice  instru- 
ments to  play  upon,  and  they  shall  dance  and  shoot  with  little 
crossbows.  Then  the  man  showed  me  in  the  midst  of  the  garden 
a  beautiful  meadow  to  dance  in.  But  all  this  happened  in  the 
morning  before  the  children  had  dined ;  so  I  could  not  stay  till 
the  beginning  of  the  dance,  but  I  said  to  the  man,  I  will  go  and 
write  to  my  dear  little  John,  and  teach  him  to  be  good,  to  say  his 
prayers,  and  learn  his  lessons,  that  he  may  come  to  this  garden. 
But  he  has  an  Aunt  Magdalene,  whom  he  loves  very  much — may 
he  bring  her  with  him  ?  The  man  said.  Yes,  tell  him  that  they 
may  come  together.  Be  good  therefore,  dear  child,  and  tell  Philip 
and  James  tlie  same,  that  you  may  all  come  and  play  in  this  beau- 
tiful garden.  I  commit  you  to  the  care  of  God.  Give  my  love  to 
your  Aunt  Magdalene,  and  kiss  her  for  me.  From  your  Papa  who 
loves  you, — Martin  Luther." 

If  it  be  not  a  sufficient  apology  for  the  quotation  of  this  fatherly 
epistle  to  say,  that  it  is  the  talk  of  Martin  Luther,  a  weightier 
defence  may  be  drawn  from  the  remark  that  it  illustrates  one  of 
his  most  serious  opinions.  The  views  commonly  received  amongst 
Christians,  of  the  nature  of  the  happiness  reserved  in  another  state 
of  being,  for  the  obedient  and  faithful  in  this  life,  he  regarded,  if 
not  as  erroneous,  yet  as  resting  on  no  sufficient  foundation,  and  as 
ill  adapted  to  "  allure  to  brighter  worlds."  He  thought  that  the 
enjoyments  of  Heaven  had  been  refined  away  to  such  a  point  of 
evanescent  spirituality  as  to  deprive  them  of  their  necessary  at- 
traction ;  and  the  allegory  invented  for  the  delight  of  little  John, 
was  but  the  adaptation  to  the  thoughts  of  a  child  of  a  doctrine 
which  he  was  accustomed  to  inculcate  on  others,  under  imagery 
more  elevated  than  that  of  drums,  crossbows,  and  golden  bridles. 

There  is  but  one  step  from  the  nursery  to  the  servants'  hall ; 
and  they  who  have  borne  with  the  parental  counsels  to  little  John, 
may  endure  the  following  letter  respecting  an  aged  namesake  of  his 
who  was  about  to  quit  Luther's  family : — 
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*'  We  raiist  dismiss  tJd  Jmhii  with  honour.  We  know  that  he  haa 
alwnys  served  iis  fiiithfiilly  and  zealously,  and  as  became  a  Cliristiaa 
servanL  What  have  we  not  given  to  vagabonds  and  thankless 
students  who  have  made  a  bad  use  of  our  money?  So  we  will  not 
be  ni^ardly  to  ao  worthy  a  servant,  on  whom  our  money  will  be 
bestowed  in  a  manner  pleaaing  to  God.  You  need  not  remind  nia 
that  we  are  not  rich.  I  would  gladly  give  him  ten  florins  if  I  had 
them,  but  do  not  let  it  be  less  than  five.  He  is  not  able  to  do 
much  for  himself.  Pray  help  him  in  any  other  way  you  can.  Think 
bow  this  money  can  be  raised.  There  is  a  silver  cup  which  might 
be  pawned.     Sure  I  am  that  God  will  not  desert  us.     Adieu," 

Luther's  pleasures  were  as  simple  as  his  domestic  affections  were 
pure.  He  wrote  metrical  versions  of  the  Psalms,  so  well  described 
by  Mr.  Hatlam,  as  holding  a  middle  place  between  the  doggerel  of 
Sterahold  and  Ifopkins,  and  the  meretricious  ornaments  of  the  later 
versifiers  of  the  Songs  of  David.  He  wedded  to  them  mnsic  of  his 
own,  to  wliich  the  most  obtuse  ear  cannot  listen  without  emotion. 
The  greatest  of  the  sons  of  Germany  was,  in  this  respect,  a  true 
'  child  of  that  vocal  land ;  for  such  was  his  enthusiasm  for  the  art, 
that  he  assigned  to  it  a  place  second  only  to  that  of  theology  itself. 
He  was  also  an  ardent  lover  of  painting,  and  yielded  to  Albert 
Durer  the  homage  which  he  denied  to  Cajetan  and  Erasmus.  His 
are  among  the  earliest  works  embellished  by  the  aid  of  the  en- 
graver. With  the  birds  of  his  native  country  he  had  established  a 
strict  intimacy,  watching,  smiling,  and  moralising  over  their  habits. 
"  That  little  fellow,"  be  said  of  a  bird  going  to  roost,  "  has  chosen 
his  shelter,  and  is  quietly  rocking  himself  to  alec-p  without  a  care 
for  to-morrow's  lodging,  calmly  holding  by  his  little  twig,  and 
leaving  God  to  think  for  him."  The  following  parable,  in  a  letter 
to  Spalatin,  is  in  a  more  ambitious  strain :  — 

"  You  are  going  to  Augsburg  without  having  taken  the  auspices, 
and  ignorant  when  you  will  be  allowed  to  begin.     I,  on  the  other 
hand,  am  in  the  midst  of  the  Comitia,  in  the  presence  of  illustrious 
sovereigns,  kings,  dukes,  grandees,  and  nobles,  who  are  solemnly 
debating  affairs  of  state,  and  making  the  air  ring  with  their  de- 
liberations and  decrees.     Instead  of  imprisoning   themselves   in 
those  royal  caverns  which  you  call  palaces,  they  hold  their  assem- 
blies in  the  sunshine,  with  the  arch  of  Heaven  for  their  tent,  sub- 
stituting for  costly  tapestries  the  foliage  of  trees,  whore  they  enjoy 
.   their  libei'ty.     Instead  of  confining  themselves  in  parks  and  plea- 
I   6ure  grounds,  they  range  over  the  earth  to  its  utmost  limits.    They 
f  detest  the  stupid  luxuries  of  silk  and  embroidery,  but  all  dress  in 
[  the  same  colour,  and  put  on  very  much  the  same  looks.     To  say 
'  the  truth,  they  all  wear  black,  and  all  sing  one  tune.     It  is  a  song 
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formed  of  a  single  note,  with  no  variation  but  what  is  produced  by 
the  pleasing  contrast  of  young  and  old  voices.  I  have  seen  and 
heard  nothing  of  their  emperor.  They  have  a  supreme  contempt 
for  the  quadruped  employed  by  our  gentry,  having  a  much  better 
method  for  setting  the  heaviest  artillery  at  defiance.  As  far  as  I 
have  been  able  to  imderstand  their  resolutions  by  the  aid  of  an  in- 
terpreter, they  have  imanimously  determined  to  wage  war  through 
the  whole  year  against  the  wheat,  oats,  and  barley,  and  the  best 
corn  aud  fruits  of  every  kind.  There  is  reason  to  fear  that  victory 
will  attend  them  everywhere ;  for  they  are  a  skilful  and  crafty  race 
of  warriors,  equally  expert  in  collecting  booty  by  violence  and 
by  surprise.  It  has  afforded  me  great  pleasure  to  attend  their 
assemblies  as  an  idle  looker-on.  The  hope  I  cherish  of  the  tri- 
umphs of  their  valour  over  the  wheat  and  barley,  and  every  other 
enemy,  renders  me  the  sincere  and  faithful  friend  of  these  patrea 
patrice,  these  saviours  of  the  commonwealth.  If  I  could  serve 
them  by  a  wish,  I  would  implore  their  deliverance  from  their  pre- 
sent ugly  name  of  Crows.  This  is  nonsense,  but  there  is  some 
seriousness  in  it.  It  is  a  jest  which  helps  me  to  drive  away 
painful  thoughts." 

The  love  of  fables,  which  Luther  thus  indulged  at  one  of  the 
most  eventful  eras  of  his  life,  was  amongst  his  favourite  amuse- 
ments. iEsop  lay  on  the  same  table  with  the  book  of  Psalms,  and 
the  two  translations  proceeded  alternately.  Except  the  Bible,  he 
declared  that  he  knew  no  better  book ;  and  pronounced  it  not  to 
be  the  work  of  any  single  author,  but  the  fruit  of  the  labours  of  the 
greatest  minds  in  all  ages.  It  supplied  him  with  endless  jests  and 
allusions;  as,  for  example,—  "The  dog  in  charge  of  the  butcher's 
tray,  unable  to  defend  it  from  the  avidity  of  other  curs,  said,  — 
•  Well,  then,  I  may  as  well  have  my  share  of  the  meat,'  and  fell  to 
accordingly ;  which  is  precisely  what  the  Emperor  is  doing  with 
the  property  of  the  church." 

Few  really  great  men,  indeed,  have  hazarded  a  larger  number  of 
jokes  in  the  midst  of  a  circle  of  note-taking  associates.  They  have 
left  on  record  the  following  amidst  many  other  memoi'abilia :  — 
**  God  made  the  Priest.  .  The  Devil  set  about  an  imitation,  but  he 
made  the  tonsure  too  large,  and  produced  a  Monk."  A  cup  com- 
posed of  five  hoops  or  rings  of  glass  of  different  colours  cii'culated 
at  his  table.  Eisleben,  an  Antinomian,  was  of  the  party.  Luther 
pledged  him  in  the  following  words :  —  "  Within  the  second  of 
these  rings  lie  the  Ten  Commandments  ;  within  the  next  ring  the 
Creed ;  then  comes  the  Paternoster ;  the  Catechism  lies  at  the 
bottom."  So  saying,  he  drank  it  off.  WTien  Eisleben's  turn  came, 
he  emptied  the  cup  only  down  to  the  beginning  of  the  second  ring. 
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"  Ah,"  said  LutliPr,  "  I  knew  that  he  would  Btick  at  the  Cninmand- 
ments,  and  therefore  would  not  reach  the  Ci'eedj  the  Lord's  Prayer, 
or  the  Catechism," 

It  must  be  confessed,  however,  that  Luther's  pleasantries  are  less 
remarkable  for  wit  or  delicacy  than  for  the  union  of  strong  sense 
and  honest  merriment.  They  were  the  careless,  though  not  incon- 
siderate aport  of  a  free-sjiokeu  man,  in  a  circle  where  religion  and 
modesty,  protected  by  an  inbred  reverence,  did  not  seek  the  doubt- 
ful defence  of  conventional  outworks.  But  pensive  thoughts  were 
the  more  habitual  food  of  his  overburdened  mind.  Neither  social 
enjoyments,  nor  the  tenderness  of  domestic  life,  could  ever  long 
repel  the  melancholy  which  brooded  over  him.  It  breaks  out  ia 
every  part  of  his  correspondence,  and  tinges  all  his  recorded  con- 
versation. "  Because,"  he  says, "  my  manner  ie  sometimes  gay  and 
joyd\is,  many  think  that  I  am  always  treading  on  roses.  God 
knows  what  is  in  my  heart."  "  There  is  nothing  in  this  life  which 
gives  me  pleasure ;  I  am  tired  of  it.  May  the  Lord  come  quickly 
and  take  me  hence.  Let  him  come  to  his  final  judgment  —  I 
await  the  blow.  Let  him  hurl  liis  thunders  that  I  may  be  at  rest." 
"  Forty  years  more  life  1  I  would  not  purchase  Paiudise  at  such  a 
price."  Yet  \vith  this  lassitude  of  the  world,  his  contemplations  of 
death  were  solemn  even  to  sadness.  "  How  gloriously,"  said  hia 
friend,  Dr.  Jonas,  "  does  St.  Paul  apeak  of  his  own  death.  I  cannot 
enter  into  tliis."  "  It  appears  to  mc,"  replied  Luther,  *'  that  when 
meditating  on  that  subject,  even  St.  Paul  himself  could  not  have 
felt  all  the  energy  wliich  possessed  him  wheu  he  wrote.  I  preach, 
write,  and  talk  about  dying,  with  a  greater  firmness  than  I  really 
possess,  or  than  others  ascribe  to  me."  In  common  with  all  mea 
of  this  temperament,  he  was  profuse  in  extolling  the  opposite  dis- 
position. "  The  birds,"  he  says,  "  must  fly  over  our  heads,  but  why 
allow  them  to  roost  in  our  hair?  "  "  Gaiety  and  a  light  heart,  in 
alt  virtue  and  decorum,  are  the  best  medicine  for  tiie  young,  or 
rather  for  all.  I,  who  have  passed  my  life  in  dejection  and  gloomy 
thought*,  now  catch  at  enjoyment,  come  from  what  quarter  it  may, 
and  even  seek  for  it.  Criminal  pleasure,  indeed,  comes  from  Satan, 
but  that  which  we  find  in  the  society  of  good  aud  pious  men  is  ap-- 
proved  by  God.  Ride,  lumt  with  your  friends,  amuse  yourself  in 
their  company.  Solitude  and  melancholy  are  poison.  They  ari 
deadly  to  all,  but,  above  all,  to  the  young," 

The  sombre  character  of  Luther's   mind  cannot  be  correctly 
understood  by  those  who  are  wholly  igrorant  of  the  legendary 
ti-aditions  of  his  native  land.     This  remark  ia  made  and  illustrated 
by  M.  Henry  Heine,  with  that  curious  knowledge  of  such  lore 
none  but  a  denizen  of  Germany  could  acquire.     In  the  minefl 
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Mansfeld^  at  Eisenach^  and  at  Erfurth^  the  visible  and  the  invisible 
worlds  were  almost  equally  populous ;  and  the  training  of  youth 
was  not  mei'ely  a  discipline  for  the  future  offices  of  life,  but  an 
initiation  into  mysteries  as  impressive,  though  not  quite  so  sub- 
lime, as  those  of  Eleusis.  The  imearthly  inhabitants  of  every  land 
are  near  of  kin  to  the  human  cultivators  of  the  soil.  The  Kill- 
kropflF  of  Saxony  diflfered  from  a  fairy  or  a  hamadryad  as  a  Saxon 
differs  from  a  Frenchman  or  a  Greek ;  the  thin  essences  by  which 
these  spiritual  bodies  are  sustained  being  distilled  according  to 
their  various  national  tastes,  from  the  dews  of  Hymettus,  the  light 
wines  of  Provence,  and  the  strong  beer  of  Germany.  At  the  fire- 
side around  which  Luther's  family  drew,  in  his  childhood,  there 
gathered  a  race  of  imps  who  may  be  considered  as  the  presiding 
genii  of  the  turnspit  and  the  stable; — witches  expert  in  the  right 
use  of  the  broomstick,  but  incapable  of  perverting  it  into  a  loco- 
motive engine ;  homely  in  gait,  coarse  in  feature,  sordid  in  their 
habits,  with  canine  appetites  and  superhuman  powers,  and,  for  the 
most  part,  eaten  up  with  misanthropy.  When,  in  his  twentieth 
year,  Luther  for  flie  first  time  opened  the  Bible,  and  read  there 
of  spiritual  agents,  the  inveterate  enemies  of  our  race,  these  spectra 
were  projected  on  a  mind  over  which  such  legends  had  already 
exercised  an  indestructible  influence.  Satan  and  his  angels  crowded 
upon  his  imagination,  neither  as  shapeless  presences  casting  their 
gloomy  shadows  on  the  soul,  nor  as  mysterious  impersonations  of 
her  foul  and  cruel  desires,  nor  as  warriors  engaged  with  the  powers 
of  light,  and  love,  and  holiness,  in  the  silent  motionless  war  of 
antagonistic  energies.  Luther's  devils  were  a  set  of  athletic,  cross- 
grained,  ill-conditioned  wretches,  with  vile  shapes  and  fiendish 
faces ;  who,  like  the  monsters  of  Dame  Ursula's  kitchen,  gave 
buffet  for  buffet,  hate  for  hate,  and  joke  for  joke.  His  Satan  was 
not  only  something  less  tlian  archangel  ruined,  but  was  quite 
below  the  society  of  that  Prince  of  Darkness,  whom  Mad  Tom  in 
Lear  declares  to  have  been  a  gentleman.  Possessing  a  sensitive 
rather  than  a  creative  imagination,  Luther  transferred  the  visionary 
lore,  drawn  from  these  humble  sources,  to  the  machinery  of  the 
great  epic  of  revelation,  with  but  little  change  or  embellishment ; 
and  thus  contrived  to  reduce  to  the  level  of  very  vulgar  prose  some 
of  the  noblest  conceptions  of  inspired  poetry. 

At  the  Castle  of  Wartburg  —  his  Patmos,  —  where  he  dwelt  the 
willing  prisoner  of  his  friendly  sovereign,  the  Reformer  chanced  to 
have  a  plate  of  nuts  at  his  supper  table.  How  many  of  them  ho 
swallowed,  there  is,  unfortunately,  no  Boswell  to  tell ;  yet,  perhaps, 
not  a  few  —  for,  as  he  slept,  the  nuts,  animated  as  it  would  seem 
by  the  demon  of  the  pantry,  executed  a  sort  of  waltz,  knocking 
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against  eficb  oilier,  and  against  the  sliimberor's  bedstead ;  when,  I 
Irtl  the  staircase  became  possessed  by  a  hundred  barrels  rolling  up  J 
and  down,  under  the  guidance,  probably,  of  the  iiiip  of  the  spigot..] 
Yet  all  approach  to  Luther's  room  was  barreil  by  chains  and  by  aa  | 
iron  door — vain  enti-enchments  agtiinst  Satan !    He  arose,  solemnly  i 
defied  the  fiend,  repeated  the  eighth  Psalm,  and  resigned  himself 
to  sleep.    Another  visit  from  the  same  fearful  adversary  at  Nnrem- 
burg  led  to  the  opposite  result.     The  Eefurmer  flew  from  his  bed 
to  seek  refuge  in  society. 

Once  upon  a  time,  Carloatadt,  the  Sacramentarian,  being  in  the-| 
pulpit,  saw  a  tall  man  enter  the  church,  and  take  his  seat  by  one  I 
of  the  biu-gesses  of  the  town.  The  intruder  then  retired,  betook  1 
himself  to  the  preacher's  house,  and  exhibited  frightful  syraptorafl  J 
of  a  disposition  to  break  all  the  bones  of  his  child.  Thinking  J 
better  of  it,  however,  he  left  with  the  boy  a  message  for  Carlostadt,  T 
that  he  might  be  looked  for  again  in  three  days.  It  is  needless  to 
add  that,  on  the  third  day,  there  was  an  end  of  the  poor  preacher, 
and  of  his  attacks  on  Luther  and  Consulistantiation. 

In  the  cloisters  of  Wittemburg,  Luther  himself  heard  that  pecu- 
liar noise  which  attesta  the  devil's  presence.    It  came  from  behind  ' 
a  atove,  resembling,  for  all  the  world,  the  soimd  of  throwing  a  fag- 
got on  the  fire.     This  sound,  however,  is  not  invariable.     An  old 
priest,  in  the  attitude  of  prayer,  heard  Satjin  beliind  him,  grunting 
like  a  whole  herd  of  swine.     "  Ah  I  ah  I  master  devil,"  said  the 
priest,  "  you  have  your  deserts.     There  was  a  time  when  you  wera   ' 
a  beautiful  angel,  and  there  you  are  turneil  into  a  rascally  hog  I" 
The  priest's  devotions  proceeded  without  further  disturbance ;  "  for," 
observed  Luther,  "  thexe  is  nothing  the  devil  can  bear  so  little  a 
contempt,"    He  once  saw  and  even  touched  a  KillkropfT  or  siippo- 
sititious  child.     This  was  at  Dessau.     The  deviling  —  for  it  had  , 
no  other  parent  than  Satan  himself — was  about  twelve  years  old, 
and  looked  exactly   like  any  other  boy.     But  the  unlucky  brat  1 
could  do  niitliing  but  eat,     He  consumed  a.'^  much  food  as  four  J 
ploughmen.     When  things  went  ill  in  the  house,  his  laugh  was  to  1 
be  heard  all  over  it.    If  matters  went  smoothly,  there  was  no  peace 
for  his  screaming.     Luther  declares  (of  course  sportively)  that  he  ] 
recommended  the  Elector  to  have  this  scapegrace  thrown  into  the  J 
Moldau,  as  it  was  a  mere  lump  of  flesh  without  a  soul. 

Hie  visions  sometimes  assumed  a  deeper  significance,  if  not  a  1 
loftier  aspect.  In  the  year  1496,  a  frightful  monster  was  discover-  A 
ed  in  the  Tiber.  It  had  the  head  of  an  ass,  an  emblem  of  tha  ^ 
Pope;  for  the  Church  being  a  spiritual  body  incapable  of  a  bead  > 
the  Pope,  who  had  audaciously  assumed  that  character,  was  fitly  j 
represented  under  thi?  osinine  figure.     The  right  hand  reseirUed  J 
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an  elephant's  foot,  typifying  the  Papal  tyranny  over  the  weak  and 
timid.  The  right  foot  was  like  an  ox's  hoof,  shadowing  forth  the 
spiritual  oppression  exercised  by  doctors,  confessors,  nuns,  monks, 
and  scholastic  theologians;  while  the  left  foot,  armed  with  griffin's 
claws,  could  mean  nothing  else  than  the  various  ministers  of  the 
Pope's  civil  authority.  How  far  Luther  believed  in  the  existence 
of  the  monster  whose  mysterious  signification  he  thus  interprets,  it 
would  not  be  easy  to  decide.  Yet  it  is  difficult  to  read  his  exposi- 
tion, and  to  suppose  it  a  mere  pleasantry. 

So  constantly  was  he  haunted  with  this  midnight  crew  of  devils, 
as  to  have  raised  a  serious  doubt  of  his  sanity,  which  even  Mr. 
Hallam  does  not  entirely  discountenance.  Yet  the  hypothesis  is 
surely  gratuitous.  Intense  study  deranging  the  digestive  organs  of 
a  man,  whose  bodily  constitution  required  vigorous  exercise,  and 
whose  mind  had  been  early  stored  with  such  dreams  as  we  have 
mentioned,  sufficiently  explains  the  restless  importunity  of  the 
goblins  amongst  whom  he  lived.  It  is  easier  for  a  man  to  be  in 
advance  of  his  age  on  any  subject  than  on  this.  It  may  be  doubted 
whether  the  nerves  of  Seneca  or  Pliny  would  have  been  equal  to  a 
solitary  evening  walk  by  the  lake  Avemus.  What  wonder,  then,  if 
Martin  Luther  was  convinced  that  suicides  fall  not  by  their  own 
hands,  but  by  those  of  diabolical  emissaries,  who  really  adjust  the 
cord  or  point  the  knife  —  that  particular  spots,  as,  for  example,  the 
pool  near  the  summit  of  the  Mons  Pilatus,  were  desecrated  to 
Satan  —  that  the  wailings  of  his  victims  are  to  be  heai-d  in  the 
bowlings  of  the  night  wind  —  or  that  the  throwing  a  stone  into 
a  pond  in  his  own  neighbourhood,  immediately  provoked  such 
struggles  of  the  evil  spirit  imprisoned  below  the  water,  as  shook 
the  neighbouring  country  like  an  earthquake  ? 

The  mental  pftantdSvidgoHa  of  so  illustrious  a  man  are  an 
exhibition  to  which  no  one  who  reveres  his  name  would  needlessly 
diiect  an  unfriendly  or  an  idle  gaze.  But  the  infirmities  of  our 
nature  often  afford  the  best  measure  of  its  strength.  To  estimate 
the  power  by  which  temptation  is  overcome,  you  must  ascertain 
the  force  of  the  propensities  to  which  it  is  addressed.  Amongst 
the  elements  of  Luther's  character  was  an  awe,  verging  towards 
idolatry,  for  all  things,  whether  in  the  works  of  God  or  in  the 
institutions  of  man,  which  can  be  regarded  as  depositories  of  the 
Divine  power,  or  as  delegates  of  the  Divine  authority.  From 
pantheism,  the  disease  of  imaginations  at  once  devout  and  un- 
hallowed, he  was  preserved  in  youth  by  his  respect  for  the  doctrines 
of  the  Church ;  and,  in  later  life,  by  his  absolute  surrender  of  his 
own  judgment  to  the  text  of  the  sacred  canon.  But  as  far  as  a 
pantheistic  habit  of  thought  and  feeling  can  consist  with  the  most 


nnqimlified  belief  in  the  incommunicable  Unity  of  the  Divine 
nature,  such  thoughts  and  feelings  were  habitual  to  him. 

The  same  spirit  which  solemnly  acknowledged  the  existence, 
whilst  it  abhorred  the  use,  of  the  high  faeulties  which,  according  to 
the  popular  faith,  the  foul  fiends  of  earth,  and  air,  and  water,  at 
once  enjoy  and  pervert,  contemplated  with  almost  prostrate  rever- 
eDce  the  majesty  and  the  hereditary  glories  of  Rome;  and  the 
apostolical  auccession  of  her  pontiff,  with  kings  and  emperors  for  ' 
his  tributaries,  the  Catholic  hierarchy  as  hia  vicegerents,  and  the 
human  mind  his  universal  empire.  To  biave  the  vengeance  of 
such  a  dynasty,  wielding  the  mysterious  keys  which  close  the  gates 
of  hell  and  open  the  portals  of  heaven,  long  appeared  to  Luther  an 
impious  audacity,  of  which  nothing  less  than  woe,  eternal  and  un- 
utterable, would  be  the  sure  and  appropriate  penalty.  For  a  man 
of  bis  temperament  to  hush  these  superstitious  terrors,  and  abjure 
the  golden  idol  to  which  the  adoring  eyes  of  all  nations,  kindred, 
and  langunges  were  directed,  was  a  Belf-conquest,  such  as  none  but 
the  most  heroic  minds  can  achieve ;  and  to  which  even  they  are 
imequal,  unless  sustained  by  an  invisible  but  omnipotent  arm. 
For  no  error  can  be  more  extravagant  than  that  which  would 
reduce  Martin  Luther  to  the  rank  of  a  coarse  spiritual  demagogue. 
The  deep  self-distrust  which,  for  ten  successive  years,  postponed  hia 
irreconcilable  war  with  Rome,  climg  to  him  to  the  last;  nor  was 
he  ever  unconscious  of  the  dazzling  splendour  of  the  pageantry 
which  his  own  hand  had  contributed  so  largely  to  overthrow. 
There  is  no  alloy  of  affectation  in  tlie  Ibltowing  avowal,  token  from 
one  of  his  letters  to  Erasmus ; 

'*  You  must,  indeed,  feel  yourself  in  some  measure  awed  in  the 
presence  of  a  succession  of  leameii  men,  and  by  the  consent  of  so 
many  ages,  during  which  flourished  scholars  so  conversant  in  sacred ' 
literature,  and  martyrs  illustrious  by  so  many  miracles.  To  all 
this  must  be  added  the  more  Tiiodem  theologians,  universities, 
bishops,  and  popes.  On  their  side  are  aiTayed  learning,  genius, 
numbers,  dignity,  station,  power,  sanctity,  miracles,  and  what  not." 
On  mine  Wycliff  and  Laurentius  Valla,  and,  though  you  foiget  to 
mention  him,  Augustine  also.  Then  comes  Luther,  a  mean  man, 
born  but  yesterday,  supported  only  by  a  few  friends,  who  have 
neither  learning,  nor  genius,  nor  greatness,  nor  sanctity,  nor  mir- 
acles. Put  them  altogether,  and  they  have  not  wit  enough  to  cure 
a  spavined  horse.  What  are  they?  What  the  wolf  said  of  the 
nightingale  ^  a  voice,  and  nothing  else.  I  confess  it  is  with  reason 
you  pause  in  such  a  presence  as  this.  For  t*n  years  together  I 
hesitated  myself.  Could  I  believe  that  this  Troy,  whidi  had 
triumphed  over  so  many  assaults,  would  fall  at  last?     I  call  God 
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to  witness  that  I  should  have  persisted  in  my  fears^  and  should 
have  hesitated  until  now,  if  truth  had  not  compelled  me  to  speak. 
You  may  well  believe  that  my  heart  is  not  rock ;  and  if  it  were, 
yet  so  many  are  the  waves  and  storms  which  have  beaten  upon  it, 
that  it  must  have  yielded  when  the  whole  weight  of  this  authority 
came  thundering  on  my  head,  like  a  deluge  ready  to  overwhelm 
me." 

The  same  feelings  were  expressed  at  a  later  time  in  the  following 
words :  — 

"  I  daily  perceive  how  difficult  it  is  to  overcome  long-cherished 
scruples.  Oh,  what  pain  has  it  cost  me,  though  the  Scripture  is 
on  my  side,  to  defend  myself  to  my  own  heart  for  having  dared 
singly  to  resist  the  Pope,  and  to  denoimce  him  as  Antichrist  1 
What  have  been  the  afflictions  of  my  bosom !  How  often,  in  the 
bitterness  of  my  soul,  have  I  pressed  myself  with  the  Papist's 
argument, — Art  thou  alone  wise?  are  all  others  in  error?  have 
they  been  mistaken  for  so  long  a  time?  What  if  you  are  yourself 
mistaken,  and  are  dragging  with  you  so  many  souls  into  eternal 
condemnation  ?  Thus  did  I  reason  with  myself,  till  Jesus  Christ, 
by  his  own  infallible  word,  tranquillised  my  heart,  and  sustained  it 
against  this  argument,  as  a  reef  of  rocks  thrown  up  against  the 
waves  laughs  at  all  their  fiu^y." 

He  who  thus  acknowledged  the  influence,  while  he  defied  the 
despotism,  of  human  authority,  was  self-annihilated  in  the  pre- 
sence of  his  Maker.  "  I  have  learned,"  he  says,  *  from  the  Holy 
Scriptures,  that  it  is  a  perilous  and  a  fearful  thing  to  speak  in  the 
House  of  God;  to  address  those  who  will  appear  in  judgment 
against  us,  when  at  the  last  day  we  shall  be  found  in  His  presence ; 
when  the  gaze  of  the  angels  shall  be  directed  to  us,  when  every 
creature  shall  behold  the  Divine  Word,  and  shall  listen  till  He 
speaks.  Truly,  when  I  think  of  this,  I  have  no  wish  but  to  be 
silent,  and  to  cancel  all  that  I  have  written.  It  is  a  fearful  thing 
to  be  called  to  render  to  God  an  account  of  every  idle  word." 

Philip  Melancthon  occasionally  endeavoured,  by  aflfectionate  ap- 
plause, to  sustain  and  encourage  the  mind  which  was  thus  bowed 
down  under  the  sense  of  unworthiness.  But  the  praise,  even  of 
the  chosen  friend  of  his  bosom,  found  no  echo  there.  He  rejected 
it,  kindly  indeed,  but  with  a  rebuke  so  earnest  and  passionate,  as 
to  show  that  the  commendations  of  him  whom  he  loved  and  valued 
most  were  unwelcome.  They  served  but  to  deepen  the  depressing 
consciousness  of  ill  desert,  inseparable  from  his  lofty  conceptions  of 
the  duties  which  had  been  assigned  to  him. 

In  liUther,  as  in  other  men,  the  stem  and  heroic  virtues  de- 
manded for  their  support  that  profound  lowliness  which  might  at 


firat  appear  the  most  opposed  to  their  development  The  eye  which 
often  turns  inward  with  self-complaceucy,  or  liabituaily  looks  round 
for  admiration,  is  never  long  or  steadfastly  fixed  on  any  n 
elevated  object  It  is  permitted  to  no  man  at  once  to  court  tha 
applauses  of  the  world,  and  t«  challenge  a  place  amongst  the 
generous  and  devoted  benefactors  of  his  species.  The  enervating 
spell  of  vanity,  so  fatal  to  many  a  nobie  intellect,  exercised  no  per- 
ceptible control  over  Martin  JLuther.  Though  conscious  of  the 
rare  endowments  he  had  received  from  Providence  (of  which  that 
very  consciousness  was  not  the  least  important),  the  secret  of  his 
strength  lay  in  the  heartfelt  persuasion,  that  his  superiority  to 
other  men  gave  him  no  title  to  their  commendations,  and  in  his 
abiding  sense  of  the  little  value  of  such  praises.  The  growth  of 
bis  social  affections  was  imimpeded  hy  self-regarding  thoughts;  and 
he  could  endure  the  frowns  and  even  the  coldness  of  those  whose 
approving  smiles  he  judged  himself  unworthy  to  receive,  and  did 
not  much  care  to  win. 

His  was  not  that  feeble  benevolence  which  leans  for  support,  or 
depends  for'existence,  on  the  sympathy  of  ^hose  for  whom  it  la- 
bours. *  Reproofs,  sharp,  unsparing,  and  pitiless,  were  familiar  to 
his  tongue  and  to  his  pen.  Such  a  censure  he  bad  directed  to  the 
Archbishop  of  Mentz,  which  Spalatin,  in  the  name  of  their  common 
friend  and  sovereign,  the  Elector  Frederic,  implored  him  to  sup- 
press. "  No,"  replied  Luther,  "  in  defence  of  the  fold  of  Christ,  I 
will  oppose  to  the  utmost  of  ray  power  this  ravening  wolf,  as  I  have 
resisted  others.  I  send  you  my  hook,  which  was  ready  before  your 
letter  reached  me.  It  has  not  induced  me  to  alter  a  word.  The 
question  is  decided,  I  cannot  heed  your  objections."  They  were 
such,  howeyer,  as  most  men  would  have  thought  reasonable  enough. 
Here  are  some  of  the  words  of  which  neither  friend  nor  sovereign 
could  dissuade  the  publication.  "Did  you  imagine  that  huther 
was  dead  ?  Helieve  it  not  He  lives  under  the  protection  of  that 
God  who  has  already  humbled  the  Pope,  and  is  ready  to  begin  with 
the  Archbishop  of  Mentz  a  game  for  which  few  are  prepared." 

To  the  severe  admonition  which  followed,  the  princely  prelate 
answered  in  his  own  person,  in  terms  of  the  most  humble  deference, 
leaving  to  Capito,  his  minister,  the  tickUsli  office  of  remonstrating 
against  the  rigour  with  which  the  lash  had  been  applied.  But 
neither  soothing  nor  menaces  could  abate  Luther's  confidence  in 
his  cause  and  in  himselt  "  Christianity,"  he  replies,  "  is  open  and 
honest  It  sees  things  as  they  are,  and  proclaims  them  as  they 
are,  I  am  for  tearing  off  every  mask,  for  managing  nothing,  for 
extenuating  nothing,  for  shutting  the  eyes  to  nothing,  that  truth 
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may  be  transparent  and  unadulterated,  and  may  have  a  free  course. 
Think  you  that  Luther  is  a  man  who  is  content  to  shut  his  eyes  if 
you  can  but  lull  him  by  a  few  cajoleries?"  "Expect  everything 
from  my  affection ;  but  reverence,  nay  tremble  for  the  faith." 

George,  Duke  of  Saxony,  the  near  kinsman  of  Frederic,  and  one 
of  the  most  determined  enemies  of  the  Reformation,  not  seldom 
provoked  and  encountered  the  same  resolute  defiance.  "  Should 
God  call  me  to  Wittemburg,  I  would  go  there,  though  it  should 
rain  Duke  Georges  for  nine  days  together,  and  each  new  Duke 
should  be  nine  times  more  furious  than  this."  "  Though  exposed 
daily  to  death  in  the  midst  of  my  enemies,  and  without  any  himian 
resource,  I  never  in  my  life  despised  anything  so  heartily  as  these 
stupid  threats  of  Duke  George,  and  his  associates  in  folly.  I  write 
in  the  morning,  fasting,  with  my  heart  filled  with  holy  confidence. 
Christ  lives  and  reigns,  and  I  too  shall  live  and  reign." 

Here  is  a  more  comprehensive  denimciation  of  the  futility  of  the 
attempts  made  to  arrest  his  course. 

"  To  the  language  of  the  Fathers  of  men,  of  angels,  and  of  devils, 
I  oppose  neither  antiquity  nor  numbers,  but  the  single  word  of  the 
Eternal  Majesty,  even  that  gospel  which  they  are  themselves  com- 
pelled to  acknowledge.  Here  is  my  hold,  my  stand,  my  resting- 
place,  my  glory,  and  my  triimiph.  Hence  I  assault  Popes, 
Thomists,  Henrycists,  Sophists,  and  all  the  gates  of  hell.  I  little 
heed  the  words  of  men,  whatever  may  have  been  their  sanctity,  nor 
am  I  anxious  about  tradition  or  doubtful  customs.  The  Word  of  God 
is  above  all.  If  the  Divine  Majesty  be  on  my  side,  what  care  I  for 
the  rest,  though  a  thousand  Augustines,  and  a  thousand  Cyprians, 
and  a  thousand  such  churches  as  those  of  Henry,  should  rise  against 
me  ?  God  can  neither  err  nor  deceive.  Augustine,  Cyprian,  and 
all  the  saints,  can  err,  and  have  erred." 

"  At  Leipsic,  at  Augsburg,  and  at  Worms,  my  spirit  was  as  free 
as  a  flower  of  the  field."  "  He  whom  God  moves  to  speak,  expresses 
himself  openly  and  freely,  careless  whether  he  is  alone  or  has  others 
on  his  side.  So  spake  Jeremiah,  and  I  may  boast  of  having  done 
tlie  same.  God  has  not  for  the  last  thousand  years  bestowed  on 
any  bishop  such  great  gifts  as  on  me,  and  it  is  right  that  I  should 
extol  his  gifts.  Truly,  1  am  indignant  with  myself  that  I  do  not 
heartily  rejoice  and  give  thanks.  Now  and  then  I  raise  a  faint 
hymn  of  thanksgiving,  and  feebly  praise  Him.  Well  I  live  or  die, 
Domini  sumus.  You  may  take  the  word  either  in  the  genitive  or 
the  nominative  case.     Therefore,  Sir  Doctor,  be  firm." 

This  buoyant  spirit  sometimes  expressed  itself  in  more  pithy 
phrase.     When  he  first  wrote  against  indulgences,   Dr.   Jerome 
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Schurf  said  to  him,  "What  are  you  ahoiit?  —  they  won't  allow 
it."     "What    if   they    niuet    allow    it?"   was    the    peremptory 


The  preceding  passages,  while  thpy  illustrate  hia  iudeatructible 
confidence  in  himself  as  the  minister,  and  in  his  cause  as  the  be- 
hest, of  Heaven,  are  redolent  of  that  unseemly  violence  and 
asperity  which  are  attested  at  once  hy  the  regrets  of  hia  friends, 
the  reproaches  of  his  enemies,  and  his  own  acltnowledgmenta. 
So  fierce,  indeed,  and  contumelious  and  withering  is  hia  invective, 
as  to  suggest  the  theory,  that,  in  her  successive  tranRmigmtiona, 
the  same  fiery  eoul  which  in  one  age  breathed  "  the  Divine 
Philippics,"  and  in  another,  the  "  Letters  on  a  Regicide  Peace," 
was  lodged  iu  the  sixteenth  century  under  the  cowl  of  an  Augua- 
tinian  monk ;  retaining  her  indomitable  energy  of  abuse,  though 
condemned  to  a  temporary  divorce  from  her  inspiring  genius. 
Yet  what  she  lost  in  eloc|uence  in  her  transit  from  the  Boman  to 
the  Irishman,  this  upbraiding  spirit  more  than  retrieved  in  geoeroua 
and  pliilanthropic  ardour,  while  she  dwelt  in  the  bosom  of  the 
Saxon.  Luther's  rage,  —  for  it  is  nothing  less  —  his  scurrilities, 
for  they  are  no  better  —  are  at  least  the  genuine  language  of 
paasion,  excited  hy  a  deep  abhorrence  of  imposture,  tyi^anny,  and 
wrong.  Through  the  ebullitions  of  his  wrath  may  he  discovered 
his  lofty  self-esteem,  hut  not  a  single  movement  of  puerile  self- 
applauae ;  hia  cordial  scom  for  fools  and  their  folly,  hut  not 
one  heartless  sarcasm ;  his  humiug  indignation  against  oppressors, 
whether  spiritual  or  secidar,  unclouded  by  eo  much  ae  a  paei " 
shade  of  malignity.  The  torrent  of  emotion  is  headlong,  but 
never  turbiilent.  When  we  are  least  able  to  sympathise  with  hia 
irascible  feelings,  it  is  also  least  in  our  power  to  refuse  our  admir- 
ation to  a  mind  which,  when  thus  torn  up  to  its  lowest  depths^ 
discloses  no  trace  of  envy,  selfishness,  or  revenge,  or  of  any  still 
boflei'  inmate.  His  mission  from  on  high  may  be  disputed,  but 
liardly  hia  own  belief  in  it.  In  that  persuasion,  hia  thoi^hts  often 
reverted  to  the  Prophet  of  Israel  mocking  the  idolatrous  priests  of 
Baal,  and  menacing  their  still  more  ginlty  King ;  and  if  the  mantle 
of  Klijah  might  have  been  borne  with  a  more  imposing  majesty,  it 
could  not  have  fallen  on  one  better  prepared  to  pour  contempt 
on  the  proudest  enemies  of  truth,  or  to  brave  their  utmost  resenix 
ment. 

Is  it  paradoxical  to  ascribe  Luther's  boisterous  invective  to  hia 
inherent  reverence  for  all  those  pei'aons  and  institutions,  iu  fevour 
of  which  wisdom,  power,  and  rightful  dominion  are  iuvoluntarily 
presumed  ?  He  lived  under  the  control  of  an  imagination  auacep?' 
tible,  though  not  creative  —  of  that  passive  mental  sense  to  whici 
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it  belongs  to  embrace,  rather  than  to  originate  —  to  fix  and  deepen 
our  more  serious  impressions,  rather  than  to  minister  to  the  under- 
standing in  the  search  or  the  embellishment  of  truth.  This  pro- 
pensity, the  basis  of  religion  itself  in  some,  of  loyalty  in  others,  and 
of  superstition  perhaps  in  all,  prepares  the  feeble  for  a  willing  ser- 
vitude ;  and  furnishes  despotism  with  zealous  instruments  in  men 
of  stronger  nerves  and  stouter  hearts.  It  steeled  Dominic  and 
Loyola  for  their  relentless  tasks,  and  might  have  raised  St.  Martin 
of  Wittemburg  to  the  honours  of  canonisation ;  if,  in  designating 
him  for  his  arduous  office,  Providence  had  not  controlled  the  undue 
sensibility  of  Luther's  mind,  by  imparting  to  him  a  brother's  love 
for  all  the  humbler  members  of  the  family  of  man,  and  a  filial  fear 
of  God,  stronger  even  than  his  reverence  for  the  powers  and  prin- 
cipalities of  this  sublunary  world.  Between  his  religious  affections 
and  his  homage  for  the  idols  of  his  imagination,  he  was  agitated  by 
a  ceaseless  conflict.  The  nice  adjustment  of  such  a  balance  ill 
suited  his  impatient  and  irritable  temper ;  and  he  assaulted  the 
objects  of  his  early  respect  with  an  impetuosity  which  betrays  his 
secret  dread  of  those  formidable  antagonists  (so  he  esteemed  them) 
of  God  and  of  mankind.  He  could  not  trust  himself  to  be  moderate. 
The  restraints  of  education,  habit,  and  natural  disposition,  could  be 
overborne  only  by  the  excitement  which  he  courted  and  indulged. 
His  long-cherished  veneration  for  those  who  tread  upon  the  high 
places  of  the  earth,  lent  to  his  warfare  with  them  all  the  energy  of 
self-denial,  quickened  by  the  anxiety  of  self-distrust.  He  scourged 
his  lordly  adversaries  in  the  spirit  of  a  flagellant  taming  his  own 
rebellious  flesh.  His  youthful  devotion  for  **  the  solemn  plausi- 
bilities of  life,"  like  all  other  affections  obstinately  repelled  and 
mortified,  reversed  its  original  tendency,  and  gave  redoubled 
fervour  to  the  zeal  with  which  he  denounced  their  vanity  and 
resisted  their  usurpation. 

If  these  indignant  contumelies  offended  the  gentle,  the  learned, 
and  tlie  wise,  they  sustained  the  courage  and  won  the  confidence 
of  the  multitude.  The  voice  which  commands  in  a  tempest 
must  battle  with  the  roar  of  the  elements.  In  his  own  appre- 
hension at  leavst,  Luther's  soul  was  among  lions  —  the  Princes 
of  Germany  and  their  ministers ;  Henry  the  Eighth  and  Edward 
Lee,  his  chaplain  ;  the  Sacramentarians  and  Anabaptists ;  the  Uni- 
versities of  Cologne  and  Louvain ;  Charles  and  Leo ;  Adrian  and 
Clement ;  Papists,  Jurists,  and  Aristotelians ;  and,  above  all,  the 
devils  whom  his  creeds  assigned  to  each  of  these  formidable  oppo- 
nents as  so  many  inspiring  or  ministering  spirits.  However  fierce 
and  indefensible  may  be  his  occasional  style,  history  presents  no 
more  sul)linie  picture  than  that  of  the  humble  monk  triiunphing 
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over  such  advei'sariea,  in  the  invincible  powor  of  a  faith  before 
which  the  present  and  the  visible  disappeared,  to  make  way  for 
things  unseen,  eternal,  and  remote.  One  brave  spirit  encountered 
and  subdued  a  hostile  world.  An  intellect  of  no  gigantic  propor- 
tions, seconded  by  learning  of  no  marvellous  compass,  and  gifted 
with  no  rare  or  exquisite  abilities,  but  invincible  in  decision  and 
constancy  of  purpose,  advanced  to  the  accomplishment  of  one  great 
design,  with  a  continually  increasing  mm^icntum,  before  which  all 
feebler  minds  retired,  and  all  opposition  was  dissipated.  The 
majesty  of  the  contest,  and  the  splendour  of  the  results,  may,  per- 
haps, even  in  our  fastidious  and  delicate  age,  be  received  as  an 
apology  for  such  reproofs  as  the  following  to  the  Eoyal  "  Defender 
of  the  Faith." 

"  There  is  much  royal  ignorance  in  this  volume,  but  there  is 
also  much  virulence  and  falsehood,  which  belongs  to  Lee  the 
editor.  In  the  cause  of  Christ  I  have  ti-ampled  under  f(X)t  the  idol 
of  the  Roman  abomination  which  had  usurped  the  place  of  God 
and  the  dominion  of  sovereigns  and  of  the  world.  Who,  then,  is 
this  Henry,  this  new  Tliomist,  this  disciple  of  the  monster,  that  I 
should  dread  his  blasphemios  and  his  fury  ?  Truly  he  is  the  De- 
fender of  the  Church  I  Yes,  of  that  Church  of  his  which  he  thus 
extols  — of  that  prostitute  who  is  clothed  in  pui-ple,  drunk  with 
her  debaucheries  —  of  that  mother  of  fornications.  Christ  is  my 
leader.  I  will  strike  with  the  same  blow  that  Church  and  the 
defender  with  whom  she  has  formed  this  strict  union.  They  have 
challenged  me  to  war.  Well,  they  shall  have  war.  They  have 
scorned  the  peace  I  offered  them.  Well,  they  shall  have  no  more 
peace.  It  fihall  be  seen  which  will  first  be  weary  —  the  Pope  or 
Luther."  — "  The  world  is  gone  mad.  There  are  tiie  Hungarians, 
assuming  the  character  of  defenders  of  God  himself.  They 
pray  in  their  litanies,  ut  nos  defeiisores  tuos  exttudk-e  dii/nei-h  — 
why  do  not  some  of  oiir  princes  take  on  them  the  protection  of 
Jesus  Christ,  others  that  of  the  Holy  Spirit  ?  Then,  indeed,  the 
Divine  Trinity  would  be  well  guarded." 

The  Briefs  of  Pope  Adrian  are  thus  disposed  of:  —  "  It  is  morti- 
fying to  be  obliged  to  give  such  good  German  in  answer  to  this 
wretched  kitchen  Latin.  But  it  is  the  pleasure  of  God  to  confound 
anti-Christ  in  everything — to  leave  him  neither  literature  nor 
language.  They  say  that  he  has  gone  mad,  and  fallen  into  dotagek 
It  is  a  shame  tn  address  us  Germans  in  such  Latin  as  this,  and  to 
Bend  to  sensible  people  such  a  clumsy  and  absurd  interpretation  of 
Scripture." 

The  Bulls  of  Pope  Clement  fare  no  betf-er.     "The  Pope  tells 
in  bis  answer  that  he  is  willing  to  throw  open  the  golden  doors.    It 
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is  long  since  we  opened  all  our  doors  in  Germany.  But  these 
Italian  Scaramouches  have  never  restored  a  farthing  of  the  gain 
they  have  made  by  their  indulgences,  dispensations,  and  other 
diabolical  inventions.  Good  Pope  Clement,  all  your  clemency  and 
gentleness  won't  pass  here.  We'll  buy  no  more  indulgences. 
Golden  doors  and  bulls,  get  ye  home  again.  Look  to  the  Italians 
for  payment.  They  who  know  ye  will  buy  you  no  more.  Thanks 
be  to  God,  we  know  that  they  who  possess  and  believe  the  Gospel, 
enjoy  an  uninterrupted  jubilee.  Excellent  Pope,  what  care  we  for 
your  bulls  ?  You  may  save  your  seals  and  your  parchment.  They 
are  in  bad  odoui*  now-a-days." — "  Let  them  accuse  me  of  too  much 
violence.  I  care  not.  Hereafter  be  it  my  glory  that  men  shall 
tell  how  I  inveighed  and  raged  against  the  Papists.  For  the  last 
ten  years  have  I  been  humbling  myself,  and  addressing  them  in 
none  but  respectful  language.  What  has  been  the  consequence  of 
all  this  submission  ?  To  make  bad  worse.  These  people  are  but 
the  more  furious.  Well,  since  they  are  incorrigible,  as  it  is  vain  to 
hope  to  shake  their  infernal  purposes  by  kindness,  I  will  bn 
with  them,  I  will  pursue  them,"  &c.  —  "  Such  is  my  contemiaff  ftr'^  ^*  •' 
these  Satans,  that  were  I  not  confined  here,  I  would  go  straight  to^;.  ^ 
Rome,  in  spite  of  the  devil  and  all  these  furies.  But,"  he  contiMes, 
in  a  more  playful  mood,  "  I  must  have  patience  with  the  Pope,  wu^/  /  »  < 
my  boarders,  my  servants,  with  Catherine  de  Bora,  and  with  every- 
body else.     In  short,  I  live  a  life  of  patience." 

At  the  risk  of  unduly  multiplying  these  quotations,  we  must  add 
another,  which  has  been  quoted  triumphantly  by  his  enemies.  It 
is  his  answer  to  the  charge  of  mistranslating  the  Bible.  *5  The  ears 
of  the  Papists  are  too  long  with  their  hi  I  ha !  —  they  are  unable  to 
criticise  a  translation  from  Latin  into  German.  Tell  them  that  Dr. 
Martin  Luther  chooses  that  it  shall  be  so ;  and  that  a  Papist  and  a 
jackass  are  the  same." 

We  should  reprint  no  small  portion  of  Luther's  works  before  we 
exhausted  the  examples  which  might  be  drawn  from  them,  of  the 
uproar  with  which  he  assailed  his  antagonists.  To  the  reproaches 
which  this  violence  drew  on  him,  he  rarely  condescended  to  reply. 
But  to  his  best  and  most  powerful  friend,  the  Elector  Frederic,  he 
makes  a  defence,  in  which  there  is  some  truth  and  more  eloquence. 
"  They  say  that  these  books  of  mine  are  too  keen  and  cutting. 
Tliey  are  right ;  I  never  meant  them  to  be  soft  and  gentle.  My 
only  regret  is,  that  they  cut  no  deeper.  Think  of  the  violence  of 
my  enemies,  and  you  must  confess  that  I  have  been  too  forbearing." 
—  "  All  the  world  exclaims  against  me,  vociferating  the  most  hate- 
ful calumnies ;  and  if,  in  my  return,  I,  poor  man,  raise  my  voice, 
then  nobody  has  been  vehement  but  Luther.     In  fine,  whatever  I 
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do  or  say  must  be  wrong,  even  should  I  raise  the  dead.  Wliatevcr 
they  do  must  he  right,  even  shoTild  they  deluge  CJ-ermany  with 
tears  and  hlood,"  In  liis  more  familiar  discourse,  he  gave  another, 
and  perhaps  a  more  accurate  accoimt  of  the  real  motives  of  his 
impetuosity.  He  purposely  fsinned  the  Same  of  an  indignation 
which  he  thought  virtuous,  because  the  origin  of  it  was  so.  "  I 
never,"  he  said,  "write  or  spe-ak  bo  well  as  when  I  am  i 
passion."  He  found  anger  an  effectual,  and  Kt  last  a  necessary 
stimulant,  and  indulged  in  a  liberal  or  rather  in  an  intemperate 
use  of  it. 

The  tempestuous  phase  of  Luther's  mind  was  not,  however 
permaoeDt.  The  wane  of  it  may  be  traced  in  his  later  writings 
and  the  cause  may  he  readily  assigned.  The  liberator  of  the  human 
mind  was  soon  to  discover  that  the  powers  he  had  set  free  were  not 
Buhject  to  his  control.  The  Iconoclasts,  Anabaptists,  and  other 
innovators,  however  welcome  at  first,  as  useful,  tliough  irreguh 
pai-tisaus,  brought  an  early  discredit  on  the  victory  to  which  they 
had  contributed.  The  Reformer's  suspicion  of  these  doubtful 
allies  was  first  awakened  by  the  facility  with  which  they  urged 
their  conquests  over  the  established  opinions  of  the  Christian  world 
beyond  the  limits  at  which  he  had  himself  paused.  He  looked 
with  distrust  ou  their  exemption  from  the  pangs  and  throes  with 
which  the  birth  of  bis  own  doctrines  had  been  accompanied  in  his 
own  bosom.  He  perceived  in  them  none  of  the  caution,  self-dis- 
truet,  and  humility,  which  he  wisely  judged  inseparable  from  tlie 
honest  pursuit  of  truth.  Their  claims  to  an  immediate  intercourse 
with  heaven  appeared  to  him  an  impious  pretension ;  for  he  judged 
that  it  is  only  as  attempered  through  many  a  gross  intervening 
medium,  that  Divine  tight  can  be  received  at  all  into  the  human 
imderstanding. 

Carloatadt,  one  of  the  professors  at  Wittemherg,  was  the  leader 
of  the  lUuminati  at  that  university.  The  influence  of  Luther  pro- 
ciured  his  expulsion  to  Jena,  where  he  "established  a  printing-press. 
But  the  maxims  of  toleration  are  not  taught  in  the  school  of  suc- 
cessful polemics;  and  the  secular  sim  was  invoked  to  silence  an 
appeal  to  the  world  at  large  against  a  new  papal  authority.  The 
debate  from  which  Luther  thus  excluded  others  he  could  not  deny 
to  himself;  for  he  shrunk  from  no  inquiry  and  dreaded  no  man's 
prowess,  A  controversial  passage  at  arms  accordingly  took  plaee 
between  the  Eeforaier  and  his  refractory  pupil.  It  is  needless  toi 
add  that  they  separated,  each  more  fiimly  convinced  of  the  errors 
of  his  opponent.  The  taunt  of  fearing  an  open  encounter  with 
truth,  Luther  repelled  with  indignation  and  spirit.  He  invited 
Carlostadt  to  publish  freely  whatever  he  thought  fit,  and  the  dial- 
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lenge  being  accepted,  he  placed  in  his  hands  a  florin,  as  a  kind  of 
wager  of  battle.  It  was  received  with  equal  frankness.  The  com- 
batants grasped  each  other's  hands,  drank  mutual  pledges  in  a 
solemn  cup,  and  parted  to  engage  in  hostilities  more  serious  than 
such  greetings  might  have  seemed  to  augur.  Luther  had  the  spirit 
of  a  martyr,  and  was  not  quite  exempt  from  that  of  a  persecutor. 
Driven  from  one  city  to  another,  Carlostadt  at  last  found  refuge  at 
Basle ;  and  thence  assailed  his  adversary  with  a  rapid  succession  of 
pamphlets,  and  with  such  pleasing  appellatives  as  "twofold 
papist,"  "  ally  of  anti-Christ,"  and  so  forth.  They  were  answered 
with  equal  fertility,  and  with  no  greater  moderation.  "The 
devil,"  says  Luther,  "  held  his  tongue  till  I  won  him  over  with  a 
florin.     It  was  money  well  laid  out.     I  do  not  regret  it." 

He  now  advocated  the  cause  of  social  order,  and  exposed  the 
dangers  of  ignorant  innovators,  assailing  these  new  enemies- with 
his  old  weapons.  "  It  will  never  do  to  jest  with  Mr.  All-the- 
World  (//e7T  omnes).  To  keep  that  formidable  person  quiet,  God 
has  established  lawful  authority.  It  is  His  pleasure  that  there 
should  be  order  amongst  us  here."  "  Tliey  cry  out,  The  Bible  I  the 
Bible!— Bibel!  Bubel!  Babel!" 

From  that  sacred  source  many  arguments  had  been  drawn  to 
prove  that  all  good  Christians  were  bound,  in  imitation  of  the 
great  Jewish  lawgiver,  to  overthrow  and  deface  the  statues  with 
which  the  Papists  had  embellished  the  sacred  edifices.  Luther 
strenuously  resisted  both  the  opinion  and  the  practice ;  maintain- 
ing that  the  Scriptures  nowhere  prohibit  the  use  of  images,  except 
such  as  were  designed  as  a  representation  or  symbol  of  Deity. 

But  to  the  war  with  objects  designed  (however  injudiciously)  to 
aid  the  imagination,  and  to  enliven  the  afiections,  Carlostadt  and 
his  partisans  imited  that  mysticism  which  teaches  that  the  mind, 
thus  deprived  of  all  external  and  sensible  supports,  should  raise 
itself  to  a  height  of  spiritual  contemplation  and  repose,  where,  all 
other  objects  being  banished,  and  all  other  sounds  unheard,  and 
all  other  thouglits  expelled,  the  Divine  Being  will  directly  manifest 
himself,  and  disclose  His  will  by  a  voice  silent  and  inarticulate,  and 
yet  distinctly  intelligible.  Luther  handles  this  sublime  nonsense 
as  it  well  deserved.  "  The  devil,"  he  says  (for  this  is  his  imiversal 
solvent),  "opens  liis  large  mouth,  and  roars  out.  Spirit!  spirit  I 
spirit !  destroying  the  while  all  roads,  bridges,  scaling  ladders,  and 
paths,  by  which  spirit  can  enter ;  namely,  the  visible  order  esta- 
blished by  God  in  holy  baptism,  in  outward  forms,  and  in  His  own 
word.  They  would  have  you  mount  the  clouds  and  ride  the  winds, 
telling  you  neither  how,  nor  when,  nor  where,  nor  which.  All  this 
they  leave  you  to  discover  for  yourself." 
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Carlostadt  was  an  image  breaker  and  a  mystic,  but  he  was  some- 
tliing  more.  He  had  adopted  the  opinion  of  Zuingle  and  CEcolani- 
padius  on  the  Holy  Coin m union, —  receiving  as  an  emblem,  and  aa 
nothing  else,  the  aacred  elements  in  which  the  Boman  Catholic 
Church,  after  the  words  of  consecration,  recognises  the  very  body  and 
blood  of  the  Divine  Redeemer. '  He  was,  therefore,  supported  \>y 
the  whole  body  of  Swiss  reformers,  Luther,  "  chEdned  down,"  as 
he  expresses  it,  "  by  the  sacred  text,"  to  the  doctrine  of  the  real 
presence,  had  ardently  desired  to  be  enfranchised  from  this  opinion, 
"  Aa  often  as  he  felt  within  himself  the  strivings  of  the  old  Adam, 
he  was  but  too  violently  drawn  to  adopt  the  Swiss  interpretation." 
"  But  if  we  take  counsel  with  reason,  we  shall  no  longer  believe 
any  mystery,"  He  had,  however,  conRulted  tbisdangerous  guide 
too  long,  thus  easily  to  shake  off  her  company.  The  text  taught 
hira  one  real  presence,  his  reason  assured  him  of  another;  and  so 
lie  required  his  disciples  to  admit  and  lielieve  both.  They  obeyed, 
though  at  the  expense  of  a  schism  among  the  Eeformers,  of  which 
it  is  diflScult  to  say  whether  it  occasioned  more  distress  to  them- 
selves, or  more  exultation  to  their  common  enemies. 

This  is  the  first  and  greatest  of  those  "  Variations  "  of  which  the 
history  has  been  written  with  such  inimitable  elo()uence.  Nothing 
short  of  the  most  obtuse  prejudice  could  deny  to  Bosauet  the  praise 
of  having  brought  to  religions  controversy  every  quality  which  can 
render  it  either  formidable  or  attractive;— a  style  of  such  trans- 
pai'ent  perspicuity  aa  would  impart  delight  to  the  study  of  the 
Year  Books,  if  they  could  be  rewritten  in  it;  a  sagacity  which 
nothing  escapes ;  and  a  fervour  of  thought  and  feeling  so  intense, 
Bs  to  breathe  and  bum  not  only  without  the  use  of  vehement  or 
opprobrious  words,  but  tlirough  a  diction  invariably  calm  and 
simple ;  and  a  mass  of  learning  so  vast'  and  so  perfectly  digested 
as  to  be  visible  everywhere  without  producing  the  slightest  en- 
cumbrance or  embarrassment.  To  quote  from  Mr.  Hallam's  Hi»- 
tory  of  the  Middle  Ages: —  "  Nothing,  perhaps,  in  polemical 
eloquence  is  so  splendid  as  the  chapter  on  Luther's  theological 
tenets.  The  Eagle  of  Meaux  is  there  truly  seen,  lordly  of  form, 
fierce  of  eye,  terrible  in  his  beak  and  claws,"  — a  graphic  and  not. 
unmerit«d  tribute  to  the  prowess  of  this  formidable  adversary*! 
But  the  triumph  which  it  appears  to  concede  to  him  may  not  h6' 
80  readily  acknowledged. 

The  argument  of  the  "  Variations  "  rests  on  the  postulate,  that 
religion  of  Divine  origin  must  have  provided  some  resource  for 
excluding  uncertainty  on  every  debatable  point  of  belief  or  prac- 
tice.    Now,  it  must   be  vain   to  search  for   this  steadfast  lighfc 
amongst  those  who  were  at  vai-iance  on  so  many  vital  queBtion&. 
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The  required  Ductor  Dubitantium  could,  therefore,  be  found  only 
in  the  venerable  form  of  the  Catholic  Church,  whose  oracles,  every- 
where accessible  and  never  silent,  had,  from  age  to  age,  delivered 
to  the  faithful  the  same  invariable  truths  in  one  continuous  strain 
of  perfect  and  unbroken  harmony. 

Much  as  the  real  contrast  has  been  exaggerated  by  the  most 
subtle  disputant  of  modern  times,  it  would  be  futile  to  deny,  or 
to  extenuate  the  glaring  inconsistencies  of  the  Reformers  with  each 
other,  and  with  themselves.  Protestantism  may  well  endure  an 
avowal  which  leaves  her  foundations  unimpaired.  Bossuet  has 
disproved  the  existence  of  a  miracle  which  no  one  alleges.  He 
has  incontrovertibly  established  that  the  laws  of  nature  were  not 
suspended  in  favour  of  Luther  and  hip  associates.  He  has  shown, 
with  inimitable  address  and  eloquence,  that,  within  the  precincts 
of  moral  science,  human  reason  must  toil  in  vain  for  demonstrative 
certainties ;  and  that,  in  such  studies,  they  who  would  adopt  the 
same  general  results,  and  co-operate  for  one  common  end,  must  be^ 
content  to  rest  very  far  short  of  an  absolute  identity  of  opinion. 

But  there  is  a  deep  and  impassable  gulf  between  these  premises 
and  the  inference  deduced  from  them.  The  stupendous  miracle  of 
a  traditional  unanimity  for  fifteen  hundred  years  amongst  the 
members  of  the  Christian  Church,  at  once  unattested  by  any  au- 
thentic evidence,  and  refuted  by  irresistible  proofs,  is  opposed  as 
much  to  the  whole  economy  of  the  moral  government  of  the  world, 
as  it  is  to  human  experience.  It  was,  indeed,  easy  to  silence  dis- 
sent by  terror;  to  disguise  real  differences  beneath  conventional 
symbols;  to  divert  the  attention  of  the  incurious  by  a  gorgeous 
pageantry;  and  to  disarm  the  inquisitive  at  one  time  by  golden 
preferments,  and  at  another  by  specious  compromises :  and  it  was 
easy  to  allege  this  timid,  or  blind,  or  selfish  acquiescence  in  spi- 
ritual despotism,  as  a  general  consent  to  the  authority,  and  as  a 
spontaneous  adoption  of  the  tenets,  of  the  dominant  priesthood. 
But  so  soon  as  men  really  began  to  think,  it  was  impossible  that 
they  should  think  alike.  When  suffrages  were  demanded,  and  not 
acclamations,  there  was  at  once  an  end  of  unanimity.  With  mental 
freedom  came  doubt,  and  debate,  and  sharp  dissension.  The  indis- 
pensable conditions  of  human  improvement  were  now  to  be  ful- 
filled. It  was  discovered  that  religious  knowledge,  like  all  other 
knowledge,  and  religious  agreement,  like  all  other  agreement,  were 
blessings  which,  like  all  other  blessings,  must  be  purchased  at  a 
price. 

Luther  dispelled  the  illusion  that  man's  noblest  science  may  be 
attained,  his  first  interests  secured,  and  his  most  sacred  duties  dis- 
charged, except  in  the  strenuous  exercise  of  the  best  faculties  of 
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3  nature.  He  was  early  taught  that  they  w>io  submit  themselves 
to  this  Divine  ordinance,  are  cut  off  from  the  intellectual  repose 
which  rewards  a  prostrate  Biibmission  to  human  authority ;  that 
they  must  conduct  the  search  of  truth  through  many  a  bitter  dis- 
appointment, and  many  a  humiliatiiig  retractation,  and  many  a 
weary  strife ;  and  that  they  must  brace  their  nerves  and  strain 
their  mental  powers  to  the  task,  with  sleepless  diligence,— attended 
and  sustained  the  while  hy  singleness  of  purpose,  hy  candour,  by 
hope,  by  humility,  and  by  devotion.  When  this  severe  lesson  had 
been  learned,  the  Reformers  boldly,  nay,  passionately,  avowed  their 
mutual  differences.  The  imperfect  vision,  and  unsteaily  gait,  of 
eyes  long  excluded  from  the  light,  and  of  limbs  long  debarred 
from  exerciae,  drew  on  them  the  taunts  and  contumelies  of  those 
whose  bondage  they  hail  dared  to  reject.  But  the  sarcasms  even 
of  Erasmus,  the  elor|uence  even  of  Boesuet,  were  impotent  against 
such  antagonists.  Centuries  rolled  on  their  appointed  course  of 
controversy,  of  prejudice,  of  persecution,  and  of  long-suffering. 
Nor  was  that  sharp  conflict  endured  in  vain.  Slowly,  indeed,  but 
Bteadfaatly,  the  Catholic  and  benignant  spirit  of  the  Gospel  reap- 
peared, and  resumed  its  influence  in  the  Christian  world.  The 
right's  of  conscience,  and  the  principles  of  toleration,  were  acknow- 
ledged. Some  vehement  disputes  were  consigned  to  well-raerited 
neglect.  The  Church  of  Rome  herself  silently  adopted  much  of 
the  temper,  whilst  anathematising  the  tenets  of  the  Reformers! 
and  if  the  dominion  of  peace  and  charity  be  still  imperfect  and 
precarious,  yet  there  is  a  brighter  prospect  of  their  universal  em- 
pire than  has  ever  before  dawned  on  the  nations  of  Christendom. 
The  Eagle  of  Meaiix,  had  he  been  reserved  for  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury, would  have  laid  aside  "  the  terrors  of  bis  beak,  the  lightnings 
of  his  eye,"  and  would  have  winged  hia  lordly  flight  to  regions 
elevated  far  above  those  over  which  it  is  his  glory  to  have  spread 
war  and  consternation. 

These,  however,  are  conclusions  which,  in  Luther's  ^e,  were  be- 
yond the  reach  of  human  foresight.  It  was  at  that  time  supposed 
that  all  men  might  at  once  freely  discuss,  and  imanimously  inter- 
pret, the  meaning  of  the  inspired  volume.  The  trial  of  the  experi- 
ment brought  to  light  many  essential  variations,  but  still  mora 
in  which  the  verbal  exceeded  the  real  difference ;  and  such  vra^ 
perhaps,  the  case  with  the  Sacramentarian  controversy.  The 
objection  to  Luther's  doctrine  of  Consubstantiation,  waa  not  that 
it  was  opposed  to  the  reason  of  man,  nor  even  that  it  was 
contradicted  by  the  evidence  of  his  senses;  but  that  no  intel- 
ligible meaning  could  be  assigned  to  any  of  the  combinations 
of  words   in  which  it  was  expressed.      It  might  be  no  difficult 
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task  to  be  persuaded  that  whatever  so  great  a  doctor  taught, 
on  so  high  a  point  of  theology,  must  be  a  truth; — just  as  the 
believers  in  George  Psalmanazer  may  have  been  firmly  assured  of 
the  verity  of  the  statements  he  addressed  to  them  in  the  language 
of  Formosa.  But  the  Lutheran  doctrine  could  hardly  have  been 
more  obscure,  if  it  had  been  delivered  in  the  Formosan,  instead  of 
the  Latin  or  the  German  tongue.  To  all  common  apprehension,  it 
appeared  nothing  less  than  the  simultaneous  affirmation  and  denial 
of  the  very  same  thing.  In  this  respect  it  closely  resembled  the 
kindred  doctrine  of  the  Church  of 'Rome.  Yet  who  would  indulge 
in  so  presumptuous  a  bigotry  as  to  impute  to  the  long  unbroken 
succession  of  powerful  and  astute  minds  which  have  adorned  the 
Roman  Catholic  and  Lutheran  Churches,  the  extravagance  of 
having  substituted  unmeaning  sounds  for  a  definite  sense,  on  so 
momentous  an  article  of  their  respective  creeds  ?  The  consequence 
may  be  avoided  by  a  much  more  rational  supposition.  It  is,  that 
the  learned  of  both  communions  used  the  words  in  which  that 
article  is  enounced,  in  a  sense  widely  remote  from  that  which  they 
usually  bear.  The  proof  of  this  hypothesis  would  be  more  easy 
than  attractive ;  nor  would  it  be  a  difficult,  though  an  equally  un- 
inviting office,  to  show  that  Zuingle  and  his  followers  indulged 
themselves  in  a  corresponding  flreedom  with  human  language. 
The  dispute,  however,  proceeded  too  rapidly  to  be  overtaken  or 
arrested  by  definitions;  which,  had  they  preceded,  instead  of 
following  the  controversy,  might  have  stifled  in  its  birth  many  a 
goodly  folio. 

The  minds  of  men  were  rudely  called  away  from  these  subtleties. 
Throughout  the  west  of  Germany,  the  peasants  rose  in  a  sudden 
and  desperate  revolt  against  their  lords,  imder  the  guidance  of 
Goetz  of  the  *^  Iron  Hand.^'  If  neither  animated  by  the  principles, 
nor  guided  by  tlie  precepts  of  the  Gospel,  the  insurgents  at  least 
avowed  their  adherence  to  the  party  then  called  Evangelical,  and 
justified  their  conduct  by  an  appeal  to  the  doctrines  of  the  Re- 
formers. Yet  this  fearftil  disruption  of  the  bands  of  society  was 
provoked  neither  by  speculative  opinions,  nor  by  imaginary  wrongs. 
The  grievances  of  the  people  were  galling,  palpable,  and  severe. 
They  belonged  to  that  class  of  social  evils  over  which  the  advanc- 
ing light  of  truth  and  knowledge  must  always  triumph,  either  by 
prompting  timely  concessions,  or  by  provoking  the  rebound  of  the 
overstrained  patience  of  mankind.  Domestic  slavery,  feudal  tenures, 
oppressive  taxation,  and  a  systematic  denial  of  justice  to  the  poor, 
occupied  the  first  place  in  their  catalogue  of  injuries;  the  forest 
laws  and  the  exaction  of  small  tithes,  the  second.  The  demand  of 
the  right  to  choose  their  own  religious  teachers,  may  not  improbably 
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naTe  been  added,  to  give  to  their  cause  the  semblance  of  a  less  sub-  I 
■Suoary  character ;  and  rather  In  compliment  to  the  apirit  of  the  I 
RiimeB,  than  from  any  very  lively  desire  for  instructors,  who,  they  | 
K-vell  knew,  would  discourage  and  rebuke  their  lawless  violence.  I 

I      Such  a  monitor  was  Luther.     He  was  at  once  too  conepicnous  ] 
w  and  too  ardent  to  remain  a  passive  spectator  of  these  tumults.    The  I 
I  nobles  arraigned  him   as   the   author   of  their   calamities.     The  I 
tpeople  invoked  him  as  an  arbiter  in  the  dispute.     He  answered  I 
K|u||F.^)peal  with  more  than  papal  dignity.    A  poor  untitled  priest   I 
^BHrmI  over  the  national  mind  of  Germany  a  command  more  ab-  1 
Hpw  than  that  of  her  thousand  Princes  and  their  Imperial  head.   I 
r  .He  had  little  of  the  science  of  government,  nor,  in  truth,  of  any  I 
I  other  science.     But  his  mind  had  been  expanded  by  studies  which  j 
I  give  wisdom  even  to  the  simple.     His  understanding  was  invigo-  I 
L  rated  by  habitual  converse  with  the  inspired  writings,  and  his  soul  I 
I    had  dnmk  deeply  of  their  spirit.     And  therefore  it  was  tbat  from    ] 
I  him  Eiyope  first  heard  those  great  social  maxims  which,  though   j 
[  they  now  pass  for  elementary  truths,  were  then  as  strange  in  theory 
1  ae  they  were  unknown  in  pi-actice.     He  fearlessly  maintained  that 
I   the  demands  of  the  insurgents  were  just.     He  asserted  the  all-im- 
portant though  obvious  truth,  that  power  is  confided  to  the  rnlere    j 
of  mankind,  not  to  gratify  their  caprice  or  selfishness,  but  as  u   J 
Bacred  trust  to  be  employed  for  the  common  good  of  society  at   I 
large;  and  he  denounced  their  injustice  and  rapacity  with  the    j 
same  stem  vehemence  which  he  had  formerly  directed  against  the 
spiritual  tyrants  of  the  world. 

For,  in  common  with  all  who  have  caught  the  genius  as  well  as 
1  the  creed  of  Christianity,  tie  readiest  sympathies  of  Luther  were 
I  with  tlie  poor,  the  destitute,  and  the  oppressed ;  and,  in  contem- 
I  plating  the  unequal  distribution  of  the  good  things  of  life,  he  was 
I  not  slowly  roused  to  a  generous  indignation  against  those  to  whom  , 
I  the  advantages  of  fortune  had  taught  neither  pity  nor  forbear-  ' 
[  ance.  But  it  was  an  emotion  restrained  and  directed  by  far  deeper 
f  thoughts  than  visit  the  minds  of  sentimental  patriots,  or  selfish  dc- 
[  magogues.  He  depicted,  in  his  own  ardent  and  homely  phrase,  the 
L  guilt,  the  folly,  and  the  miseries  of  civil  war.  He  reminded  the 
I  people  of  their  ignorance  and  their  faults.  He  bade  them  not  to 
I  divert  their  attention  from  these,  to  scan  the  errors  of  their  supe- 
t  rtors.  He  drew  from  the  evangelical  precepts  of  patience,  meek- 
ness, and  long-suffering,  every  motive  which  could  calm  their 
agitated  passions.  He  implored  them  not  to  dishonom'  the  religion 
they  professed ;  and  showed  that  subordination  in  human  society  was 
■  a  Divine  ordinance,  designed  to  promote,  in  different  ways,  the  moral 
■improvement  of  every  rank,  and  the  general  happiness  of  all. 
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The  authority,  the  courage,  and  the  pathetic  earnestness  of  the 
great  Reformer  were  exerted  in  vain.  Oppression  which  drives 
wise  men  mad,  had  closed  the  ears  of  the  German  peasantry  to 
the  advice  even  of  Martin  Luther ;  and  they  plunged  into  a  contest 
more  desperate  in  its  character,  and  more  fatal  in  its  results,  than 
any  which  stains  the  annals  of  the  empire.  He  felt,  with  the 
utmost  keenness,  the  reproach  thus  brought  on  the  Reformation ; 
nor  may  it  be  concealed,  that  at  last  his  voice  was  raised  in  terrible 
indignation  against  the  insurgents,  by  whom  his  pacific  eflForts  had 
been  defeated  and  his  remonstrances  despised.  His  old  antagonist, 
Carlostadt,  was  charged  with  a  guilty  participation  in  the  revolt, 
and  in  his  distress  appealed  to  the  much-reviled  Consubstantialist 
for  protection.  It  was  hardly  in  human  nature,  certainly  not  in 
Luther's,  to  reject  such  a  supplicant  The  odium  theologicum  is, 
after  all,  rather  a  vituperative  than  a  malignant  aflFection,  even  its 
worst  type ;  and  Luther  possessed,  more  than  most  polemics,  the 
faculty  of  expelling  from  the  soul  the  Demon  of  Wrath  through 
the  channel  of  the  pen.  He  placed  Carlostadt  in  safety,  defended 
him  from  the  charge  of  fostering  rebellion,  and  demanded  for  him 
a  fair  trial  and  a  patient  hearing.  His  preternatural  fate  has  been 
already  noticed. 

But  a  more  formidable  enemy  was  at  hand.  The  supremacy  of 
Erasmus  in  the  world  of  letters  was  such  as  no  other  writer  ever 
lived  to  enjoy.  Literature  had  then  an  universal  language,  and 
the  learned  of  all  nations  acknowledged  him  as  their  guide  and 
model.  In  an  age  of  intense  mental  activity,  no  other  mind  was 
so  impatient  of  repose ;  at  a  period  when  freedom  of  thought  was 
asserted  with  all  the  enthusiasm  of  new-bom  hope,  he  emulated 
the  most  sanguine  of  the  insurgents  against  the  ancient  dynasties. 
The  restorer,  almost  the  inventor,  of  the  popular  interpretation  of 
the  Scriptures,  he  was  excelled  by  few,  if  any,  in  the  more  am- 
bitious science  of  biblical  criticism.  His  philosophy  (if,  in  defe- 
rence to  custom,  it  must  so  be  called)  was  but  the  application  to 
those  inquiries  in  which  the  present  and  future  welfare  of  man- 
kind is  chiefly  involved,  of  an  admirable  good  sense,  which  pene- 
trated sophisms  under  the  most  specious  disguise,  and  repelled 
mere  verbal  subtleties,  however  imposing  their  pretensions,  or 
however  illustrious  their  patrons.  Alternately  a  man  of  the  world, 
and  a  recluse  scholar,  he  was  ever  wide  awake  to  the  real  business 
of  life ;  even  when  engaged  in  those  studies  which  usually  conduct 
the  mere  prisoners  of  the  cloister  into  dreamy  and  transcendental 
speculations.  In  his  hands,  the  Latin  language  was  bent  to  uses  of 
which  Cicero  himself  might  have  thought  it  incapable ;  and,  with- 
out any  biurbarous  innovations,  became^  almost  for  the  first  timo. 


the  vehicle  of  playful  banter,  and  of  hiyh  and  mysterious  doctrines, 
treated  in  a  familiar  and  easy  ttine. 

Of  the  two  imperial  virtues,  induatry  and  self-denial,  the  literary 
character  of  ErasmiLS  was  adorned  by  the  first  much  more  thao  by 
the  second.  G-raspiug  at  universa.1  excellence  and  immediate  re- 
nown, he  poured  ont  orations,  verses,  essays,  dialogues,  aphorisms, 
biographies,  translations,  and  new  editions  of  the  classical  writers, 
with  a  rapidity  which  at  once  dazzled  the  world,  and  exhausted 
himself.  Deeply  as  the  imprees  of  his  mind  was  fastened  on  his 
own  generation,  those  only  of  bis  countless  works  retain  their 
charm  in  later  times  which  be  regarded  hut  as  the  pastime  of  a 
few  leisure  hours.  Every  one  has  read  the  "  Colloquies,"  and  ad- 
mired their  gay  and  graceful  exposure  of  the  frauds  and  credulity 
of  his  age.  The  "  Praise  of  Polly"  should  never  be  separated  from 
Holbein's  etchings,  without  which  the  reader  may-  now  and  thea 
amile,  but  will  hardly  laugh.  The  "  Ciceronianus"  is  one  of  those 
elaborate  pleasantries  which  give  pleasure  only  to  the  laborious. 
For  neither  as  a  wit,  nor  as  a  theologian,  nor  perhaps  even  as  a 
critic,  does  Erasmus  rank  among  master  intellects ;  and  in  the 
other  departments  of  Literature  no  one  has  ventured  to  claim  for 
him  a  very  elevated  station.  His  real  glory  is  to  have  opened  at 
once  new  channels  of  popular  and  of  abstruse  knowledge — to  have 
guided  the  few,  while  he  instructed  the  many — to  have  lived  and 
written  for  "noble  ends — to  have  been  surpassed  by  none  in  the 
compass  of  his  learning,  or  the  collective  value  of  his  works — and 
to  have  prepared  tJte  way  for  a  mighty  revolution,  which  it  required 
moral  qualities  far  loftier  than  his  to  accomplish. 

For  the  soul  of  this  gre-at  man  did  not  partake  of  the  energy  of 
his  intellectual  faculties.  He  repeatedly  confesses  that  he  had  none 
of  the  spirit  of  a  martyr ;  and  the  acknowledgment  is  made  in  the 
tone  of  sarcasm,  rather  than  in  that  of  regret.  He  belonged  to 
that  class  of  actors  on  the  scene  of  life,  who  have  always  appeared 
an  the  harbingers  of  gi'eat  social  changes ; —  men  gift-ed  with  the 
power  to  discern,  and  the  hardihood  to  proclaim,  truths  of  which 
they  want  the  courage  to  encounter  the  infallible  results;  who  out- 
run their  generation  in  thought,  but  lag  behind  it  in  action ;  players 
at  the  sport  of  refonn  bo  long  as  reform  itself  appears  at  an  in- 
definite distance ;  more  ostentatious  of  their  mental  superiority  than 
anxious  for  the  well-being  of  mankind ;  dreaming  that  the  dark 
page  of  history  may  hereafter  become  a  fairy  tale,  in  wliich  en- 
chantment will  bring  to  pass  a  glorious  catastrophe,  unbought  by 
intervening  strife,  and  agony,  and  suffering;  imd  therefore  over- 
whelmed with  alarm  when  the  edifice  begins  to  totter,  of  which 
their  own  hands  have  sapped  the  foundation. 
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He  was  a  Eeformer,  until  the  Reformation  became  a  fearful 
reality ; — a  jester  at  the  bulwarks  of  the  papacy,  until  they  began 
to  give  way ;  —  a  propagator  of  the  Scriptures,  until  men  betook 
themselves  to  the  study  and  the  application  of  them;  —  depre- 
ciating the  mere  outward  forms  of  religion,  until  they  had  come  to 
be  estimated  at  their  real  value ;  —  in  short,  a  learned,  ingenious, 
benevolent,  amiable,  timid,  irresolute  man,  who,  though  compelled 
to  bear  the  responsibility,  resigned  to  others  the  glory,  of  rescuing 
the  human  mind  from  the  bondage  of  a  thousand  years.  The 
distance  between  his  career  and  that  of  Luther  was,  therefore, 
continually  enlarging,  until  they  at  length  moved  in  opposite 
directions,  ^d  met  each  other  with  mutual  animosity.  The  Re- 
former foresaw  and  deprecated  this  collision :  and  Bossuet  has 
condemned  as  servile  the  celebrated  letter  in  which  Luther  en- 
deavoured to  avert  the  impending  contest.  In  common  with  many 
of  his  censures  of  the  great  father  of  the  Protestant  Churches,  this 
is  evidently  the  result  of  prejudice.  The  letter  was  conceived  with 
tenderness,  and  expressed  with  becoming  dignity. 

"I  do  not,"  he  says,  "reproach  you  in  your  estrangements  from  us, 
fearing  lest  I  should  hinder  the  cause  which  you  maintain  against 
our  common  enemies  the  Papists.  For  the  same  reason,  it  gives 
me  no  displeasure  that,  in  many  of  your  works,  you  have  sought  to 
obtain  their  favour,  or  to  appease  their  hostility,  by  assailing  ua 
with  undeserved  reproaches  and  sarcasms.  It  is  obvious  that  God 
has  not  given  you  the  energy  or  the  courage  requisite  for  an  open 
and  fearless  attack  on  these  monsters,  nor  am  I  of  a  temper  to 
exact  from  you  what  is  beyond  your  strength." — *^  I  have  respected 
your  infirmity,  and  that  measure  of  the  gifts  of  God  which  is  in 
you.  None  can  deny  that  you  have  promoted  the  cause  of  litera- 
ture, thus  opening  the  way  to  the  right  understanding  of  the 
Scriptures :  or  that  the  endowment  which  you  have  thus  received 
from  God  is  magnificent  and  worthy  of  all  admiration.  Here  is  a 
just  cause  for  gratitude.  I  have  never  desired  that  you  should 
quit  your  cautious  and  measiued  course  to  enter  our  camp.  Great 
are  the  services  you  render  by  your  genius  and  eloquence ;  and  as 
your  heart  fails  you,  it  is  best  that  you  should  serve  God  with  such 
powers  as  He  has  given  you.  My  only  apprehension  is,  lest  you 
should  permit  yourself  to  be  dragged  by  our  enemies  to  publish  an 
attack  upon  our  doctrines,  for  then  I  should  be  compelled  to  resist 
you  to  the  face." — "  Things  have  now  reached  a  point  at  which  we 
should  feel  no  anxiety  for  our  cause,  even  though  Erasmus  himself 
should  direct  all  his  abilities  against  us.  It  is  no  wonder  that  our 
party  should  be  impatient  of  your  attacks.  Human  weakness  is 
alarmed  and  oppressed  by  the  weight  of  the  name  of  Erasmua.  Onco 


to  be  lashed  by  Era-smua  is  a  far  different  thing  from  being  expose<l 
to  the  assaults  of  all  the  Papists  put  together."—"!  have  written 
all  this  in  proof  of  my  candour,  and  because  I  desire  that  God  may 
impart  to  you  a  spirit  worthy  of  your  name.  If  that  spirit  be 
■wiliiheld,  at  least  let  me  implore  you  to  remain  a  mere  spectator 
of  our  tri^edy.  Do  not  joiu  your  forces  to  our  enemies.  Abstain 
from  writing  agaiust  me,  and  I  will  write  nothing  against  you." 

This  loily  tone  grated  on  the  fastidious  ear  of  the  monarch  of 
literature.  He  watched  his  opportunity,  and  inflicted  a  terrible 
revenge.  To  have  attacked  the  doctrines  of  the  Reformation  would 
have  been  to  hazard  an  luianawerahle  charge  of  inconsistency.  But 
Luther,  in  exploring  !iia  path,  had  lost  his  way  in  the  labyrinth  of 
the  question  of  free-will :  and  had  published  opinions  which  were 
nothing  short  of  the  avowal  of  absolute  fatalism.  In  a  treatise  De 
Libei'O  Arbitrio,  Erasmus  made  a  brilliant  charge  on  this  exposed 
part  of  his  adversary's  position ;  exhausting  all  the  resources  of  hia 
sagacity,  wit,  and  learning,  to  lower  the  theological  character  of 
the  founder  of  the  Lutheran  Church,  The  Reformer  staggered 
beneath  this  blow.  For  metaphysical  debate  he  was  ill  prepared 
— ■  to  the  learning  of  his  antagonist  he  had  no  pretension  —  and  to 
his  wit  could  oppose  nothing  but  indignant  vehemence.  Hitf 
answer,  De  Servo  Arbitrio,  has  been  confessed,  by  his  most  anient 
admirers,  to  have  been  but  a  feeble  defence  to  his  formidable 
enemy.  The  temper  in  which  he  conducted  the  dispute  may  be 
judged  from  the  following  example :  "  Erasmus,  that  king  of  amphi- 
bology, reposes  calmly  on  his  amphibological  throne,  cheats  us  with 
his  ambiguous  language,  and  claps  his  hands  when  he  finds  u;^ 
entangled  amongst  his  insidious  tropes,  like  beasts  of  chase  fallen 
into  the  toils.  Then  seizing  the  occoaion  for  his  rhetoric,  he  springs 
on  his  captive  with  loud  cries,  tearing,  scourging,  tormenting,  and 
devoting  you  to  the  infernals,  because,  as  it  pleases  him  to  say,  his 
words  have  been  understood  in  a  calumnious,  scandalous,  and 
Satanic  sense,  though  it  was  his  own  design  that  they  should  be  so 
taken.     See  him  come  on,  creeping  like  a  viper,"  Ac.  &c. 

To  the  last,  the  sense  of  this  defeat  would  appear  to  have  clung 
to  Luther.  Accustomed  to  triumph  in  theological  debat«,  he  had 
been  overthrown  in  the  presence  of  abashed  friends  and  exulting 
enemies;  and  the  record  of  his  familiar  conversation  bears  deep 
traces  of  his  keen  remembrance  of  this  humiliation.  Many  of  the 
contumelious  words  ascribed  to  him  on  this  subject,  if  they  really 
fell  from  his  Ups,  were  prolwbly  some  of  those  careless  expressions 
in  which  most  men  indulge  in  the  confidence  of  private  life;  and 
which,  when  quoted  with  the  most  hteral  exactness,  assume  in 
books  published  for  the  perusal  of  the  world  at  large,  a  new  mean- 
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ing,  and  an  undesigned  emphasis.  But  there  is  little  difficulty  in 
receiving  as  authentic  the  words  he  is  said  to  have  pronounced 
when  gazing  on  the  picture  of  Erasmus  —  that  it  was,  like  himself, 
full  of  craft  and  malice ;  a  comment  *on  the  countenance  of  that 
illustrious  scholar,  as  depicted  by  Holbein,  from  which  it  is  impos- 
sible altogether  to  dissent. 

The  contest  with  Erasmus  and  the  Sacramentarians  had  taken 
place  in  that  debatable  land  which  religion  and  philosophy  each 
claim  for  her  own.  But  Luther  was  now  to  oppose  a  revolt  not 
merely  against  philosophy  and  religion,  but  against  decency  and 
common  sense.  Equally  astounding  and  scandalous  were  the  antics 
which  the  minds  of  men  performed  when,  exempt  from  the  control 
of  their  ancient  prepossessions,  they  had  not  as  yet  been  brought 
into  subjection  to  any  other.  Throughout  the  north  of  Germany 
and  the  Netherlands,  there  were  found  many  converts  to  the  belief, 
that  a  divorce  might  be  effected  between  the  virtues  which  the 
Gospel  exacts,  and  those  new  relations  between  man  and  the 
Author  of  his  being,  which  it  at  once  creates  and  reveals ;  that,  in 
short,  it  was  possible  to  be  at  the  same  time  a  Christian  and  a 
knave.  The  connection  between  this  sottish  delirium  and  the 
rejection  of  infant  baptism  was  an  accident,  or  at  most  a  caprice ; 
and  the  name  of  Anabaptists,  afterwards  borne  by  so  many  wise 
and  good  men,  is  unfortunately,  though  indelibly,  associated  with 
the  crazy  rabble  who  first  assumed  or  received  it  at  Munster. 

Herman  Shaproeda,  and  after  him  Rothmann,  were  the  first  who 
instructed  the  inhabitants  of  that  city  in  these  ill-omened  novelties; 
and  they  quickly  gained  the  authority  which  any  bold  and  unscru- 
pulous guide  may  command,  in  times  when  hereditary  creeds  have 
been  abandoned  by  those  who  want  the  capacity  or  the  knowledge 
to  shape  out  new  opinions  for  themselves.  "  He  who  has  not  re- 
ceived adult  baptism "  (such  was  their  argument)  "  is  not  a  Chris- 
tian ;  he  who  is  not  a  Christian  is  an  enemy  of  the  truth  ;  and  it  is 
the  duty  of  the  faithful  to  oppose  the  enemies  of  truth  by  all  arms, 
spiritual  or  secular,  within  their  reach." 

Strong  in  this  reasoning,  and  stronger  still  in  numbers  and  in 
zeal,  the  Anabaptists  of  Munster  declared  open  war  against  the 
Bishop,  expelled  the  Catholics  and  Lutherans  from  the  city,  pillaged 
the  churches  and  convents,  and  adopted  as  their  wat<;h-word  the 
exhortation  to  repent,  with  which  the  Baptist  of  old  had  addressed 
the  multitudes  who  surrounded  him  in  the  wilderness  of  Judaea. 

If  the  insurgents  did  no  works  meet  for  repentance,  they  did 
many  to  be  bitterly  repented  of.  Their  success  was  accompanied 
by  cruelty,  and  followed  by  still  fouler  crimes..  John  de  Matthei- 
son,  their  chief  prophet,  established  a  community  of  goods,  and 
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committed  to  the  flames  every  book  except  the  Bible.  John  of 
Leyden,  his  successor,  was  a  journeyman  tailor,  and,  though  at 
once  a  rogue  and  a  fanatic,  was  not  without  some  qualities  which 
might  have  adorned  a  better  cause.  He  conducted  the  defence  of 
the  city  against  the  Bishop  with  as  much  skill  and  gallantry  as  if 
his  accustomed  seat  had  been,  not  the  shop-board,  but  the  saddle 
of  a  belted  knight. 

In  the  Scriptures,  which  his  predecessor  had  exempted  from  the 
general  conflagration,  John  found  a  sanction  for  the  plurality  of 
wives,  and  proofs  that  the  sceptre  of  David  had  passed  into  his  own 
hands.  Twelve  princes,  representing  the  heads  of  the  tribes  of 
Israel,  received  from  him  authority  to  ascend  the  thrones  of 
Europe ;  and  apostles  were  sent  to  the  great  cities  of  Germany  to 
propagate  the  new  faith,  and  to  attest  the  miracles  of  which  they 
had  been  the  witnesses.  The  doctrine  they  taught  was  less  abstruse 
than  might  have  been  anticipated.  It  consisted  in  these  proposi- 
tions :  —  There  have  been  four  prophets :  the  true  are  King  David 
and  King  John  of  Leyden ;  the  false  are  the  Pope  and  Martin 
Luther :  but  Luther  is  worse  than  the  Pope. 

While  this  pithy  creed  was  inculcated  without  the  walls,  the 
most  frightful  debaucheries,  and  a  strange  burlesque  on  royalty, 
went  on  within.  The  king  paraded  the  city,  attended  by  his  queen, 
and  followed  by  a  long  train  of  led  horses,  caparisoned  in  gold 
brocade,  a  drawn  sword  being  borne  at  his  left  hand,  and  a  crown 
and  Bible  at  his  right.  Seated  on  a  throne  in  the  public  square, 
he  received  petitions  from  supplicants  prostrate  on  the  earth  before 
him.  Then  followed  impious  parodies  on  the  most  sacred  offices 
of  the  Christian  worship,  and  scenes  of  profligacy  which  may  not 
be  described.  To  these,  ere  long,  succeeded  horrors  which  rendered 
the  New  Jerusalem  no  inapt  antitype  of  the  old.  The  conquered 
king  expiated  his  crimes  on  the  scaffold,  —  enduring  protracted 
and  inhuman  torments  with  a  firmness  which  redeems  his  cha- 
racter from  the  abhorrence  to  which  it  had  so  many  indisputable 
titles. 

The  story,  however  offensive,  is  not  without  interest.  The 
rapidity  with  which  the  contagion  of  such  stupid  extravagances  was 
propagated,  and  the  apparent  genuineness  of  the  belief  which  a 
man  of  much  fortitude  and  some  acuteness  at  length  yielded  to  the 
coinage  of  his  own  brain,  are  still  curious,  though  not  unfrequent, 
phenomena  in  the  science  of  mental  nosology.  From  his  answers 
to  the  interrogatories  which  were  proposed  to  him  on  his  trial,  it 
may  be  inferred  that  he  was  perfectly  sane.  His  mind  had  been 
bewildered,  partly  by  a  depraved  imagination  and  ungoverned 
nppetites,  and  partly  by  his  encounter  with  questions  too  large  for 
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his  capacity,  and  with  detached  sentences  from  Holy  Writ,  of  which 
he  perceived  neither  the  obvious  sense  nor  the  more  sublime  inti- 
mations. The  memory  of  this  guilty,  presumptuous,  and  unhappy 
man,  is  rescued  from  oblivion  by  the  audacity  of  his  enterprise,  and 
still  more  by  the  influence  it  exerted  in  arresting  the  progress  of 
the  Heformation. 

The  reproach,  however  unmerited,  fell  heavily  on  Luther.  It  is 
the  common  fate  of  all  who  -dare  to  become  leaders  in  the  war 
against  abuses,  whether  in  religious  or  in  political  society,  to  be 
confounded  with  the  baser  sort  of  innovators,  who  at  once  hate 
their  persons,  and  exaggemte  and  caricature  the  principles  on  which 
they  have  acted.  For  this  penalty  of  rendering  eminent  services 
to  the  world  every  wise  man  is  prepared ;  and  every  brave  man 
endures  it  firmly,  in  the  belief  that  a  day  is  coming  when  his  fame 
will  be  no  longer  oppressed  by  this  unworthy  association.  Luther's 
faith  in  the  ultimate  deliverance  of  his  good  name  from  the  obloquy 
cast  on  it  by  the  madness  of  the  Anabaptists,  has  but  imperfectly 
been  justified  by  the  event.  Long  after  his  name  belonged  to  the 
brightest  page  of  human  history,  it  found  in  Bossuet  an  antagonist 
as  inveterate  as  Tetzel,  more  learned  than  Cajetan,  and  surpassing 
Erasmus  himself  in  eloquence  and  ingenmty.  Later  still  has 
arisen,  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Hallam,  a  censor,  whose  religious 
opinions,  imquestionable  integrity,  boundless  knowledge,  and  ad- 
mirable genius,  give  a  fearful  weight  to  his  unfavourable  judgment 
of  the  Father  of  the  Reformation.  Neither  of  these  great  writers, 
indeed,  countenances  the  vulgar  calumny  which  would  identify  the 
principles  of  Martin  Luther  with  those  of  John  of  Leyden,  although 
both  of  them  arraign  him  in  nearly  the  same  terms,  as  having 
adopted  and  taught  the  Antinomian  doctrines  of  which  the  Ana- 
baptists exhibited  the  practical  results. 

The  course  we  are  shaping  having  brought  us  within  reach  of  the 
whirlpools  of  this  interminable  controversy,  roaring  in  endless 
circles  over  a  dark  and  bottomless  abyss,  we  cannot  altogether 
yield  to  that  natural  impulse  which  would  pass  them  by  in  cautious 
silence  and  with  averted  eyes.  The  Labaimm  of  Luther  was  a 
banner  inscribed  with  the  legend  "  Justification  by  Faith "  —  the 
compendium,  the  essence,  the  Alpha  and  the  Omega,  of  his 
distinctive  creed.  Of  the  many  received  or  possible  interpre- 
tations of  this  enigmatical  symbol,  that  which  Bossuet  and  Mr. 
Hallam  regard  as  most  accordant  with  the  views  of  the  great  stan- 
dard-bearer himself,  may  be  stated  in  the  following  terms :  —  If  a 
man  be  firmly  assiured  that  his  sins  have  been  remitted  by  God,  in 
the  exercise  of  a  mercy  gratuitous  and  unmerited  as  its  respects  the 
offender  himself,  but  accorded  as  the  merited  reward  of  tlie  great' 
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propitiation,  that  man  stands  within  the  line  which,  even  in  this 
life,  separates  the  objects  of  the  Divine  favour  from  the  objects  of 
the  Divine  displeasure.  We  believe  this  epitome  of  the  Lutheran 
doctrine  to  be  inaccurate,  and,  but  for  the  greatness  of  the  names 
by  which  it  is  sanctioned,  we  should  have  ventured  to  add  super- 
ficial. In  hazarding  a  different  translation  of  Luther's  meaning 
into  the  language  of  the  world  we  live  in,  we  do  but  oppose  one 
assertion  to  another,  leaving  the  whole  weight  of  authority  on  the 
unfavoiu-able  side.  The  appeal  ultimately  lies  to  those  whose 
studies  have  rendered  them  familiar  with  the  Eeformer's  writings, 
and  especially  with  his  "  Commentary  on  the  Epistle  to  the  Grala- 
tians,**  which  he  was  wont  affectionately  to  call  his  Catherine  de 
Bora.  It  must  be  conceded  that  they  aboimd  in  expressions 
which,  detached  from  the  mass,  would  more  than  justify  the  censure 
of  the  historian  of  the  "  Literature  of  the  Middle  Ages."  But  no 
writer  would  be  less  feirly  judged  than  Luther  by  isolated  passages. 
Too  impetuous  to  pause  for  exact  discrimination,  too  long  entangled 
in  scholastic  learning  to  have  ever  entirely  recovered  the  natural 
relish  for  plain  common  sense,  and  compelled  habitually  to  move 
in  that  turbid  polemical  region  which  pure  and  unrefracted  light 
never  visits,  Luther,  it  must  be  confessed,  is  intelligible  only  to  the 
impartial  and  laborious,  and  might  almost  be  supposed  to  have  courted 
those  reproaches  which  he  least  deserves.  Stripped  of  the  teclini- 
calities  of  divinity  and  of  the  schools,  his  Articulua  stantis  aut 
cculentis  ecclesice  may,  perhaps,  with  no  material  error,  be  thus 
explained. 

Define  the  word  *^  conviction  "  as  a  deliberate  assent  to  the  truth 
of  any  statement,  and  the  word  "  persuasion  "  as  the  habitual 
reference  to  any  such  truth  (real  or  supposed),  as  a  rule  of  conduct ; 
And  it  follows,  that  we  are  "  persuaded  "  of  many  things  of  which 
we  are  not  "  convinced  :  "  which  is  credulity  or  superstition.  Thus, 
Cicero  was  ^*  persuaded  "  of  the  sanctity  of  the  mysteries  which  he 
celebrated  as  one  of  the  College  of  Augurs.  But  the  author  of  the 
Treatise  De  Naturd  Deorum  had  certainly  no  corresponding  **  con- 
victions." We  are  "  convinced  "  of  much  of  which  we  are  not 
*^  persuaded ; "  which,  in  theological  language,  is  a  "  dead  fiiith." 
Tlie  Marquis  of  Worcester  deliberately  assented  to  the  truth,  that 
the  expansive  force  of  steam  could  be  applied  to  propel  a  vessel 
through  the  water;  but  wanting  the  necessary  "persuasion,"  he  left 
to  others  the  praise  of  the  discovery.  Again,  there  are  many  pro- 
positions of  which  we  are  at  once  "  convinced  "  and  "  persuaded," 
and  this  in  the  Lutheran  style  is  a  "  living  or  saving  faith."  In 
this  sense  Columbus  believed  the  true  configiuration  of  the  earth, 
and  launched  his  caravels  to  make  known  the  two  hemisphores  to 
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each  other.  It  is  by  the  aid  of  successful  experiment  engendering 
confidence ;  of  habit  producing  facility ;  and  of  earnest  thoughts 
quickening  the  imagination  and  kindling  desire^  that  our  opinions 
thus  ripen  into  motives,  and  our  theoretical  *  convictions '  into 
active  *  persuasions.'  It  is,  therefore,  nothing  else  than  a  contra- 
diction in  terms  to  speak  of  Christian  faith  as  separable  from  moral 
virtue.  The  practical  results  of  that,  as  of  any  other,  motive,  will 
vary  directly  as  the  intensity  of  the  impulse,  and  inversely  as  the 
number  and  force  of  the  impediments ;  but  a  motive  which  produces 
no  motion,  is  the  same  thing  as  an  attraction  which  does  not  draw, 
or  as  a  propensity  which  does  not  incline.  Far  diflFerent  as  was  the 
style  in  which  Luther  enounced  his  doctrine,  the  careful  study  of 
his  writings  will,  we  think,  convince  any  dispassionate  man  that 
such  was  his  real  meaning.  The  feith  of  which  he  wrote  was  not 
a  mere  opinion,  or  a  mere  emotion.  It  was  a  mental  energy,  of 
slow  but  stately  growth,  of  which  an  intellectual  assent  was  the 
basis;  high  and  holy  tendencies  the  lofty  superstructure;  and  a 
virtuous  life  the  inevitable  use  and  destination.  In  his  own 
emphatic  words :  —  *  We  do  not  say  the  sun  ought  to  shine,  a  good 
tree  ought  to  produce  good  fruit,  seven  and  three  ought  to  make 
ten.  The  sun  shines  by  its  own  proper  nature,  without  being 
bidden  to  do  so ;  in  the  same  manner  the  good  tree  yields  its  good 
fruit;  seven  and  three  have  made  ten  from  everlasting  —  it  is 
needless  to  require  them  to  do  so  hereafter.' 

If  any  credit  be  due  to  his  great  antagonist,  Luther's  doctrine  of 
*  Justification,'  when  thus  understood,  is  not  entitled  to  the  praise 
or  the  censure  of  novelty.  Bossuet  resents  this  claim  as  injurious 
to  the  Church  of  Eome,  and  as  founded  on  an  extravagant  misre- 
presentation of  her  real  doctrines.  To  ascribe  to  the  great  and  wise 
men  of  whom  she  justly  boasts,  or,  indeed,  to  attribute  to  any  one 
of  sound  mind  the  dogma  or  the  dream  which  would  deliberately 
transfer  the  ideas  of  the  market  to  the  relations  between  man  and 
his  Creator,  is  nothing  better  than  an  ignorant  and  uncharitable 
bigotry.  To  maintain  that,  till  Luther  dispelled  the  illusion,  the 
Christian  world  regarded  the  good  actions  of  this  life  as  investing 
even  liim  who  performs  them  best  with  a  i*ight  to  demand  from  his 
Maker  an  eternity  of  iminterrupted  and  perfect  bliss,  is  just  as 
rational  as  to  claim  for  him  the  detection  of  the  universal  error 
which  had  assigned  to  the  animal  man  a  place  among  the  quadru- 
peds. There  is  in  every  human  mind  a  certain  portion  of  inde- 
structible common  sense.  Small  as  this  may  be  in  most  of  us,  it 
is  yet  enough  to  rescue  us  all,  at  least  when  sane  and  sober,  from 
the  stupidity  of  thinking,  not  only  that  the  relations  of  creditor  and 
debtor  can  really  subsist  between  ourselves  and  Him  who  made 
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IS,  but  tUat  a  return  of  such  inestimable  value  can  bo  due  from 
Him  for  such  epberaeial  and  imperfect  sei-vicea  as  ours.  People 
may  talk  foolishly  on  tUese  matters ;  but  no  one  seriously  belieTes 
thia.  Luther  slew  no  sucb  monster,  for  there  were  none  such  to  he 
filain.  The  error  which  he  refuted  was  far  more  subtle  and  refined 
than  this,  and  ia  copiously  explained  by  Hooker,  to  whose  splendid 
sermon  on  the  subject  it  ia  a  '  good  work '  to  refer  any  to  whom 
it  is  unknown. 

The  celebrated  thesis  of  '  Justification  by  Faith,'  was  peculiar  to 
Luther  and  to  his  followers  only  in  so  far  as  he  extricated  it  from, 
a  mass  of  superstitions  by  which  it  had  been  obscured,  and  aasigued. 
to  it  the  prominence  in  his  system  to  which  it  was  justly  entitled. 
But  if  his  indignation  was  roused  against  those  who  liad  darkened 
this  great  truth,  they  by  whom  it  was  made  an  apology  for  lewdnesa 
and  rapine  were  the  objects  of  bis  scorn  and  abhorrence.  His  at-, 
tack  on  the  Anabaptists  is  conceived  in  terms  so  vigorous  and  so 
whimsical,  that  it  is  difficidt  to  resist  the  temptation  to  exhibit  aome 
extracts.  But  who  would  needlessly  disturb  the  mould  beneath 
which  lies  interred  and  forgotten  a  mass  of  disgusting  folly,  which 
in  a  remote  age  exhaled  a  moral  pestilence  ?  Resolving  all  the 
sinister  phenomena  of  life,  by  assuming  the  direct  interference  of 
the  devil  and  his  angels  in  the  affairs  of  men,  Luther  thought  that 
this  influence  had  been  most  iinskilfully  employed  at  Munster.  It 
was  a  coup  TiianqnS  on  the  part  of  the  great  enemy  of  mankind. 
It  showed  that  Satan  was  but  a  bungler  at  his  art.  The  Evil  One 
had  been  betrayed  into  this  grosa  mistake,  that  the  world  might  be. 
on  their  guard  against  the  more  astute  artifices  to  which  he  was 
about  to  resort :  — 

'  These  new  theologians  did  not,'  he  said,  '  explain  themselves 
very  clearly.'  — '  Having  hot  soup  in  his  mouth,  the  devil  wa» 
obliged  to  content  himself  with  mumbling  out  niujn.  vitim,  wishing 
doubtless  to  say  something  worse.'  — '  The  spirit  which  would  de- 
ceive the  world  must  not  begin  by  yielding  to  the  fascinations  of 
woman,  by  grasping  the  emblems  and  honours  of  royalty,  still  less 
by  cutting  people's  throats.  This  is  too  broad ;  rapacity  and  op- 
pression can  deceive  no  one.  The  real  deceit  will  be  practised  by 
bim  who  shall  dress  himself  in  mean  apparel,  assume  a  lamentable 
cotmtenaucc,  hang  down  his  head,  refuse  money,  abstain  from  meat^ 
fly  from  woman  as  so  much  poison,  disclaim  all  temporal  authority, 
and  reject  all  honours  aa  damnable  ;  and  who  then,  creeping  softly 
towiffda  the  throne,  the  sceptre,  and  the  keys,  shall  pick  them  up 
and  possess  himself  of  them  by  stealth.  Such  is  the  man  who 
would  succeed,  who  would  deceive  the  angels  and  the  very  elect. 
This  would  indeed  be  a  splendid  devil,  with  a  plumage  more, 


I 


I 


M.VRTIN   LUTHEE.  227 

gorgeous  than  the  peacock  or  the  pheasant.  But  thus  impudently 
to  seize  the  crown,  to  take  not  merely  one  wife,  but  as  many  as 
caprice  or  appetite  suggests  —  oh  1  it  is  the  conduct  of  a  mere 
schoolboy  devil,  of  a  devil  at  his  A  B  C ;  or  rather,  it  is  the  true 
Satan  —  Satan,  the  learned  and  the  crafty,  but  fettered  by  the 
hands  of  Gtod  with  chains  so  heavy  that  he  cannot  move.  It  is  to 
warn  us,  it  is  to  teach  us  to  fear  his  chastisements,  before  the  field 
is  thrown  open  to  a  more  subtle  devil,  who  will  assail  us  no  longer 
with  the  ABC,  but  with  the  real,  the  difficult  text.  If  this  mere 
deviling  at  his  letters  can  do  such  things,  what  will  he  not  do  when 
he  comes  to  act  as  a  reasonable,  knowing,  skilful,  lawyer-like, 
theological  devil  ?  * 

These  various  contests  produced  in  the  mind  of  Luther  the 
effects  which  painful  experience  invariably  yields,  when  the  search 
for  truth,  prompted  by  the  love  of  truth,  has  been  long  and  earnestly 
maintained.  Advancing  years  brought  with  them  an  increase  of 
candour,  moderation,  and  charity.  He  had  lived  to  see  his  princi- 
ples strike  their  roots  deeply  through  a  large  part  of  the  Christian 
world,  and  he  anticipated,  with  perhaps  too  sanguine  hopes,  their 
universal  triumph.  His  imshaken  reliance  in  them  was  attested 
by  his  dying  breath.  But  he  had  also  lived  to  witness  the  defection 
of  some  of  his  allies,  and  the  guilt  and  folly  of  others.  Prolonged 
inquiry  had  disclosed  to  him  many  difficulties  which  had  been  over- 
looked in  the  first  ai'dour  of  the  dispute,  and  he  had  become  pain- 
fully convinced  that  the  establishment  of  truth  is  an  enterprise 
incomparably  more  arduous  than  the  overthrow  of  error.  His  con- 
stitutional melancholy  deepened  into  a  more  habitual  sadness  —  his 
impetuosity  gave  way  to  a  more  serene  and  pensive  temper  —  and 
as  the  tide  of  life  ebbed  with  still  increasing  swiftness,  he  was  chiefly 
engaged  in  meditating  on  those  cardinal  and  imdisputed  truths,  on 
which  the  weary  mind  may  securely  repose,  and  the  troubled  heart 

be  still. 

The  maturer  thoughts  of  age  could  not,  however,  quell  the  rude 
vigour  and  fearless  confidence  which  had  borne  him  through  his 
early  contents.  With  little  remaining  fondness  or  patience  for  ab- 
struse speculations,  he  was  challenged  to  debate  one  of  the  more 
subtle  points  of  theology.  His  answer  cannot  be  too  deeply  pon- 
dered by  polemics  at  large.  '  Should  we  not,'  he  said,  *  get  on 
better  in  this  discussion  with  the  assistance  of  a  jug  or  two  of 
beer  ? '  The  oflFended  disputant  retired,  —  *  the  devil,'  observed 
Luther,  *  being  a  haughty  spirit,  who  can  bear  anything  better 
than  being  laughed  at' 

This  growing  contempt  for  unprofitable  questions  was  indicated 
by  a  corresponding  decline  in  Luther's  original  estimate  of  the  im- 
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porbince  of  some  of  the  minor  topics  in  debate  with  the  Church  I 
of  Home.  He  was  willing  to  coasigu  to  silence  the  firiestion  of  the  -1 
veneration  due  to  the  Saints.  He  suspended  hia  judgment  re- J 
specting  prayera  for  the  dead.  He  was  ready  to  acquiesce  in  the  1 
practice  of  auricular  confession,  for  tlie  solace  of  those  who  regarded  1 
it  as  an  essential  religious  observance.  He  advised  Spalatin  to  do  I 
whatever  he  thought  best  respecting  the  elevation  of  the  Host,  de-  1 
precating  only  any  positive  rule  on  the  subject.  He  held  the  es-  j 
tablished  ceremonies  to  be  useful,  from  the  impression  they  left  on  | 
gross  and  uncultivated  minds.  He  was  tolerant  of  images  in  the  | 
churches,  and  censured  the  whole  race  of  image-breakers  with  liia  1 
accustomed  vehemence.  Even  the  use  of  the  vernacular  tongue  in  1 
public  worship  he  considered  as  a  convenient  custom,  not  an  indis-  I 
pensable  rule.  Carloatadt  had  insisted  upon  it  as  essential.  '  Oh,  i 
this  is  an  incorrigible  spirit,'  replied  the  more  tolerant  Keformer ; 
'  for  ever  and  for  ever  positive  obligations  and  sins  I ' 

But  while  his  catholic  spirit  thus  raised  him  above  the  exa^e- 
rated  estimate  of  those  external  things  which  chiefly  attracted  the 
hostihty  of  narrower  minds,  his  sense  of  the  value  of  those  great, 
truths  in  which  he  judged  the  essence  of  religion  to  consist,  was 
acquiring  increased  intensity  and  depth.     In  common  with  Mon- 
taigne and  Richard  Baxter  (names  hardly  to  be  associated  on  any 
other  ground),  he  considered  the  Lord's  Prayer  as  surpassing  every 
other  devotional  exercise.      '  It  is  ray  prayer,'  said  Luther;   '  there    i 
is  nothing  like  it.'     In  the  same  spirit,  lie  preferred  the  Gospel  of   ' 
St.  John  to  all  the  other  sacred  hooks,  as  containing  more  of  the    I 
language  of  Christ  himself.   As  he  felt,  so  he  taught.    He  practised   ] 
the  moat  simple  and  elementary  style  of  preaching.       '  If,'  he  said, 
'  in  my  sermons  I  thought  of   Melancthon  and  other  doctors,  I 
ehoidd  do  no  good ;   but  I  speak  with  perfect  plainness  for  the    | 
ignorant,  and  that  satisfies  everybody.     Such  Greek,  Latin,  and 
Hebrew  as  I  have,  I  I'eserve  for  the  learned.'  — '  Nothing  ia  more 
agreea,h\e  or  useful  for  a  common  audience  than  to  preach  on  the 
duties  and  examples  of  Scripture.     Sermons  on  grace  and  justifi- 
cation fall  coldly  on  their  ears.'      He  taught  that  good  and  true 
theology  consisted  in  the  practice,  the  habit,  and  the  life  of  the 
Christian  graces  —  Christ  being  the  fomidation.      '  Such,  however,' 
he  says,  '  is  not  our  theology  now-a-days.      We  have  substituted 
for  it  a  rational  and  speculative  theology.     Thia  was  not  the  case 
with  David.     He  acknowledged  his  sins,  and  said,  Miserere  met   , 
Domi/ne  I ' 

Luther's  power  of  composition  is,  indeed,  held  very  cheap  by  a  ] 
judge  so  competent  as  Mr.  Hallam  :  nor  is  it  easy  to  commend  his 
more  elaborate  style.     It  was  compared  by  himself  to  the  earth- 
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quake  and  the  wind  which  preceded  the  still  small  voice  addressed 
to  the  prophet  in  the  wilderness ;  and  is  so  turbulent,  copious,  and 
dogmatical,  as  to  suggest  the  supposition  that  it  was  not  written  by 
his  own  hand,  but  dictated  to  an  amanuensis,  or  perhaps  to  a  class 
of  submissive  pupils,  under  the  influence  of  extreme  excitement. 
Obscure,  redundant,  and  tautologous  as  these  writings  appear,  they 
are  still  redeemed  from  neglect,  not  only  by  the  mighty  name  of 
their  author,  but  by  that  all-pervading  vitality  and  downright 
earnestness  which  atone  for  the  neglect  of  all  the  mere  artifices  of 
style;  and  by  that  profound  familiarity  with  the  sacred  oracles, 
which  far  more  than  compensates  for  the  absence  of  that  speculative 
wisdom  which  is  drawn  from  lower  sources. 

But  the  Reformer's  lighter  and  more  occasional  works  not  unfre- 
quently  breathe  the  very  soul  of  eloquence.  His  language  in  these, 
ranges  between  colloquial  homeliness  and  the  highest  dignity, —  now 
condensed  into  vivid  figures,  and  then  diffused  into  copious  ampli- 
fication,— exhibiting  the  successive  phases  of  his  ardent,  melancholy, 
playful,  and  heroic  character  in  such  rapid  succession,  and  with  such 
perfect  harmony,  as  to  resemble  the  harp  of  Dryden's  Timotheus, 
alternately  touched  and  swept  by  the  hand  of  the  master — a  perfor- 
mance so  bold  and  so  varied,  as  to  scare  the  critic  from  the  discharge 
of  his  office.  The  address,  for  example,  to  the  Swabian  insurgents 
and  nobles,  if  not  executed  with  the  skill,  is  at  least  conceived  in  the 
spirit  of  a  great  orator.  The  universal  testimony  of  all  the  most 
competent  judges,  attests  the  excellence  of  his  translation  of  the 
Bible,  and  assigns  to  him  in  the  literature  of  iiis  country,  a  station 
corresponding  to  that  of  the  great  men  to  whom  James  committed 
the  corresponding  office  in  our  own. 

Bayle  has  left  to  the  friends  of  Luther  no  duty  to  perform  in  the 
defence  of  his  moral  character,  but  that  of  appealing  to  the 
unanswerable  reply  which  his  Dictionary  contains  to  the  charges 
preferred  against  the  Reformer  by  his  enemies.  One  unhappy 
exception  is  indeed  to  be  made.  It  is  impossible  to  read  without 
pain  the  names  of  Luther,  Melancthon,  and  Bucer,  amongst  the 
subscribers  to  the  address  to  the  Landgrave  of  Hesse,  on  the  subject 
of  his  intended  polygamy.  Those  great  but  fallible  men  remind  his 
Highness  of  the  distinction  between  universal  laws,  and  such  as 
admit  of  dispensation  in  particular  cases.  They  cannot  publicly 
sanction  polygamy.  But  his  Highness  is  of  a  peculiar  constitution, 
and  is  exhorted  seriously  to  examine  all  the  considerations  laid 
before  him ;  yet,  if  he  is  absolutely  resolved  to  marry  a  second  lime, 
it  is  their  opinion  that  he  should  do  so  as  secretly  as  possible  I 
Fearful  is  the  energy  with  which  the  *  Eagle  of  Meaux '  pounces  on 
this  fatal  error, —  tearing  to  pieces  the  flimsy  pretexts  alleged  in 
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idefcDce  of  such  nu  evasion  of  the  Christian  code.  I'he  charge 
admits  of  no  defence.  To  the  inference  drawn  from  it  against  the 
Heformer's  doctrine,  every  Protestant  has  a  conclusive  answer. 
Whether  in  faith  or  in  practice,  he  acknowledges  no  mfalhhle  Heail 
tut  one. 

But  we  have  wandered  far  and  wide  from  our  proper  subject. 
Where,  all  this  while,  is  the  story  of  Luther's  education,  of  hie  visit 
to  Rome,  of  the  sale  of  Indulgences,  of  the  denunciations  of  Tetzel, 
of  the  controversy  with  Eccius,  the  Diet*  of  Worms  and  Augsburg, 
the  citations  before  Cajetan  and  Charles,  the  papal  excommunication, 
and  the  appeal  to  a  general  council  ?  These,  and  many  other  of  the 
most  momentous  incidents  of  the  Reformer's  life,  are  recorded  in 
M.  D'Auhigne's  work,  from  which  our  attention  has  been  diverted 
by  matters  of  less  accouut,  but  perhaps  a  httle  less  familiar. 

It  would  be  unpardonabSe,  however,  to  paas  over  such  a  work 
with  a  merely  ceremonious  notice.  The  absolute  merit  of  M. 
D'Aubignfi'a  'Life  of  Martin  Luther'  is  great,  hut  the  comparative 
value  far  greater.  In  the  Enghsh  language  it  has  no  competitor ; 
and,  though  Melancthon  himself  was  the  biographer  of  his  friend, 
we  believe  that  no  foreign  tongue  contains  so  complete  and  imprea- 
eive  a  narrative  of  these  events. 

It  ia  true  that  M.  D'Aubign^  neither  deserves  nor  claims  a  place 
amongst  those  historians,  usually  distinguished  as  philoaopliical, 
He  does  not  aspire  to  illustrate  the  princij)leB  which  determine  or 
pervade  the  character,  the  policy,  or  the  institutioDS  of  mankind. 
He  arms  himself  with  no  dispassionate  scepticism,  and  scarcely 
affects  to  be  impartial.  To  tell  his  tjtle  copiously  and  clearly,  is  the 
one  object  of  his  literary  ambition.  To  exhibit  the  actors  on  the 
scone  of  life,  aa  the  free  but  unconscious  agents  of  the  Divine  Will, 
is  the  higher  design  with  which  he  writes ;  to  trace  the  mysterious 
intervention  of  Providence  in  reforming  the  errors  and  abuses  of 
the  Christian  Church  is  his  immediate  end ;  and  to  exalt  the  name 
of  Luther,  his  labour  of  love. 

These  purposes,  as  fai-  as  they  are  attainable,  are  effectually 
attained.  M.  D'Aubigne  is  a  Protestant  of  the  original  stamp,  and 
a  Biographer  of  the  old  fashion ;  —  not  a  calm,  candid,  discrimina- 
ting weigher  and  measurer  of  a  great  man's  parts,  but  a  warm- 
hearted champion  of  his  glory,  and  a  resolute  apologist  even  for  his 
errors; — ready  to  do  battle  in  bis  cause  with  all  who  shall  impugn 
or  derogate  from  his  fame.  His  book  is  conceived  in  the  spirit,  and 
executed  with  all  the  vigour,  of  Dr.  M'Crie's  '  Life  of  Knox.'  Ha 
has  all  our  lauieuted  countryman's  sincerity,  all  his  deep  research, 
more  skill  in  composition,  and  a  greater  masteiy  of  sulKirdinate 
details ;  along  with  the  same  iuestimahle  faculty  of  carrying  on  his 
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story  from  one  stage  to  another,  with  an  interest  which  never  sub^ 
sides,  and  a  vivacity  which  knows  no  intermission.  If  he  displays 
no  familiarity  with  the  moral  sciences,  he  is  no  mean  proficient  in 
that  art  which  reaches  to  perfection  only  in  the  Drama  or  the  Eo- 
mance.  It  is  the  art,  not  of  inventing,  but  of  discerning  such 
incidents  as  impart  life  and  animation  to  a  narrative.  For  M. 
D'Aubigne  is  a  writer  of  scrupulous  veracity.  He  is  at  least  an 
honest  guide,  though  his  prepossessions  may  b^  too  strong  to  ren- 
der him  worthy  of  implicit  confidence.  They  are  such,  however,  as 
to  make  him  the  imcompromising  and  devoted  advocate  of  those 
cardinal  tenets  on  which  Luther  erected  the  edifice  of  the  Eeforma- 
tion.  To  the  one  great  article  of  the  Faith  on  which  the  Reformer 
chiefly  insisted  in  his  assault  on  the  Papacy,  the  eye  of  the  Biogra- 
pher is  directed  with  scarcely  less  intentness.  To  this,  every  other 
truth  is  viewed  as  subordinate  and  secondary ;  and  although,  on 
this  favourite  point  of  doctrine,  M.  D'Aubign^'s  meaning  is  too 
often  obscured  by  declamation,  yet  must  he  be  hailed  by  every 
genuine  friend  of  the  Reformation,  as  having  raised  a  powerful  voice 
in  favour  of  one  of  the  fundamental  truths  of  the  Gospel — truths 
which,  so  long  as  they  are  faithfully  taught  and  diligently  observed, 
will  continue  to  form  the  great  bulwarks  of  Christendom  against  the 
overweening  estimate,  and  the  despotic  use,  of  human  authority,  in 
opposition  to  the  authority  of  the  Revealed  Will  of  God. 
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MiDDLETON  and  Gibbon  rendered  a  real,  however  undesigned,  ser- 
vice to  Christianity,  by  attempting  to  prove  that  the  rapid  extension 
of  the  Primitive  Church  was  merely  the  natui-al  result  of  natural 
causes.  For  what  better  proof  could  be  given  of  the  Divine  origin 
of  any  religion  than  by  showing  that  it  had  at  once  overspread  the 
civilised  world,  by  the  expansive  power  of  an  inherent  aptitude  to 
the  natiu-e  and  to  the  wants  of  mankind  ?  By  entering  on 
a  still  wider  range  of  inquiry,  those  great  but  disingenuous  writers 
might  have  added  much  to  the  evidence  of  the  fact  they  alleged, 
although  at  a  still  greater  prejudice  to  the  conclusion  at  which  they 
aimed. 

It  is  not  predicted  in  the  Old  Testament  that  the  progress  of  the 
Gospel  should,  to  any  great  extent,  be  the  result  of  any  agency 
preternatural  and  opposed  to  ordinary  experience ;  nor  is  any  such 
fact  alleged  in  any  of  the  apostolical  writings  as  having  actually 
occurred.  There  is,  indeed,  no  good  reason  to  suppose  that  such 
miraculous  though  transient  disturbances  of  the  laws  of  the  material 
or  the  moral  world,  would  have  long  or  powerfully  controlled  either 
the  belief  or  the  affections  of  mankind.  The  heavenly  husbandman 
selected  the  kindliest  soil  and  the  most  propitious  season  for  sowing 
the  grain  of  mustard  seed ;  and  so,  as  time  rolled  on,  the  adapta- 
tion of  our  faith  to  the  character  and  the  exigencies  of  our  race  was 
continually  made  manifest,  though  under  new  and  ever  varying 
forms. 

Thus  the  Church  was  at  first  Congregational,  that  by  the  agitation 
of  the  lowest  strata  of  society,  the  superincumbent  mass  of  corrup- 
tion, idolatry,  and  mental  servitude  might  be  broken  up — then 
Synodal  or  Presbyterian,  that  the  tendency  of  separate  societies  to 
heresy  and  schism  might  be  counteracted  —  then  Episcopal,  that  in 
ages  of  extreme  diflSculty  and  peril,  the  whole  body  might  act  in 
concert  and  with  decision  —  then  Papal,  that  it  might  oppose  a 
visible  unity  to  the  armies  of  the  Crescent  and  the  barbarians  of 
the  North  —  then  Monastic,  that  learning,  art,  and  piety  might  be 
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preserved  in  impregnable  retreats  amidst  the  deluge  of  ignorance 
and  of  feudal  oppression  —  then  Scholastic,  that  the  human  mind 
might  be  educated  for  a  return  to  a  sounder  knowledge,  and  to 
primitive  doctrine  —  then  Protestant,  that  the  soul  might  be  eman- 
cipated from  error,  superstition,  and  spiritual  despotism  —  then 
paHially  Reformed,  in  the  very  bosom  of  the  papacy,  lest  that 
emancipation  should  hun-y  the  whole  of  Christendom  into  precipi- 
tate change  and  lawless  anarchy — and  then  at  length  Philosophical, 
to  prove  that  as  there  are  no  depths  of  sin  or  misery  to  which  the 
healing  of  the  Gospel  cannot  reach,  so  there  are  no  heights  of  spe- 
culation to  which  the  wisdom  of  the  Gospel  cannot  ascend. 

Believing  thus  in  the  Perpetuity  as  well  as  on  the  Catholicity 
of  the  Church,  and  judging  that  she  is  still  the  same  in  spirit 
throughout  all  ages,  although,  in  her  external  developments,  flexible 
to  the  varying  necessities  of  all,  we  have  ventured  on  some  former 
occasions,  and  ore  again  about  to  assert,  for  *  the  pure  and  reformed 
branches '  of  it  in  England  and  in  Scotland,  an  alliance  with  the 
heroes  of  the  faith  in  remote  times,  and  in  less  enlightened  coun- 
tries ;  esteeming  that  to  be  the  best  Protestantism  which,  while  it 
frankly  condemns  the  errors  of  other  Christian  societies,  yet  claims 
fellowship  with  the  piety,  the  wisdom,  and  the  love,  which,  in  the 
midst  of  these  errors,  have  attested  the  divine  original  of  them  all. 

If,  according  to  the  advice  which  on  some  of  those  occasions  we 
liave  presumed  to  offer  to  those  who  are  studious  of  such  subjects, 
there  be  among  us  any  scholar  meditating  a  Protestant  history  of 
the  Monastic  Orders,  he  will  find  materials  for  a  curious  chapter  in 
the  correspondence  of  the  French  Benedictines  of  the  reign  of  Louis 
XIV.  which  was  published  in  the  year  1846  by  M.  Valery  at  Paris. 
In  that  fraternity  light  and  darkness  succeeded  each  other  by  a  law 
the  reverse  of  that  which  obtained  in  Europe  at  large.  From  the 
promulgation  of  their  rule  in  the  sixth  century,  their  monasteries 
were  comparatively  illuminated  amidst  the  general  gloom  of  the 
dark  ages.  But  when  the  sun  arose  on  the  outer  world,  its  beams 
scarcely  penetrated  their  cloisters ;  nor  did  they  hail  the  returning 
dawn  of  literature  and  science  until  the  day  was  glowing  all  around 
them  in  meridian  splendour.  Then,  however,  passing  at  one  vault 
from  the  haze  of  twilight  to  the  radiance  of  noon,  they  won  the 
wreath  of  superior  learning,  even  in  the  times  of  Tillemont  and  Du 
Cange — though  resigning  the  palm  of  genius  to  Bourdaloue,  Bos- 
suet,  and  Pascal.  Thus  the  three  great  epochs  of  their  annals  are 
denoted  by  the  growth,  the  obscuration,  and  the  revival  of  their 
intellectual  eminence.  M.  Valery's  volumes  illustrate  the  third  and 
last  stage  of  this  progress,  which  cannot,  however,  be  understood 
without  a  rapid  glance  at  each  of  the  two  preceding  stages. 
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'  But  why,'   it  may  be  asked,   '  direct   Uie   eye   at   all  to  the 

mouldering  recorda  of  monastic  superstition,  self-indulgence,  and 
hypocrisy  ? '  Why,  indeed  ?  From  contemplating  the  mere  de- 
bafiemeut  of  any  of  the  great  families  of  man,  no  Images  can  be 
gathered  to  delight  the  fancy,  nor  any  examples  to  move  or  to  in- 
vigorate the  heart.  And  doubtless  he  who  seeks  for  such  know- 
ledge, may  find  in  the  chronicles  of  the  convent  a  fearful  disclosure 
of  the  depths  of  sin  and  folly  into  which  multitudes  of  our  brethrea 
have  plunged,  under  the  pretence  of  more  than  human  sanctity. 
But  the  same  legends  will  supply  some  better  lessons,  to  him  who 
reads  books  that  he  may  learn  to  love,  and  to  benefit  hia  fellow-men. 
They  will  teach  him  that,  as  in  Judtea,  the  temple,  so,  in  Christen- 
dom, the  monastety,  was  the  ark,  freighted  during  the  deluge,  with 
tlie  destinies  of  the  Cliurch  and  of  the  world,  —  that  there  our  own 
spiritual  and  intellectual  ancestry  found  shelter  amidst  the  tempest, 
—that  there  were  matured  those  powers  of  mind  which  gradually 
infused  harmony  and  order  iuto  the  warring  elements  of  the  Euro- 
pean Commonwealth,  —  and  that  there  many  of  the  noblest  orna- 
ments of  our  common  Christianity  were  trained  to  instruct)  to  govern, 
and  to  bless  the  nations  of  the  West. 

Guided  by  the  maxim  '  that  whatever  any  one  saint  records  of 
any  other  saint  must  be  true,'  we  glide  easily  over  the  enchanted 
land  along  which  Domnus  Johannes  Mabi  11  on  conducts  the  readers 
of  the  earlier  parts  of  his  wondrous  compilations ;  receiving  sub- 
missively the  assurance  that  St.  Benedict  sang  eucharistic  hjrmns 
in  his  mother's  womb — raised  a  dead  child  to  life — caused  his 
pupil  MaUTUs  to  tread  the  water  dry-shod — untied  by  a  word  the 
knotted  cords  with  which  an  Arian  Goth  (Zalla  by  name)  had 
bound  an  honest  rustic — cast  out  of  one  monk  a  demon  who  had 
assumed  the  disguise  of  a  farrier — rendered  visible  to  another  a 
concealed  dragon,  who  was  secretly  tempting  him  to  desert  hia 
monastery  — and,  by  laying  a  consecrated  wafer  on  the  bosom  of  a 
third,  enabled  him  to  repose  in  a  grave  which  till  tlien  had  con- 
tinually cast  him  out; — for  all  these  facts  the  great  annalist  relates 
of  his  patriarch  St.  Benedict,  on  the  authority  of  the  pontiff  (first 
of  that  name^  St.  Gregory.  If,  however,  the  record  had  contained 
no  better  things  than  these,  the  memorial  of  Benedict  would  long 
nnce  have  perished  with  him. 

His  authentic  biography  is  comprised  in  a  very  few  words.  He 
was  born  towards  the  end  of  the  fifth  century,  at  Nursia,  in  tlio 
duchy  of  Spoleto.  His  mother  died  in  giving  him  birth.  He  was 
aeut  to  Rome  for  his  education  by  bis  father,  a  member  of  the 
Auician  family,  which  Claudian  has  celebrated ;  but  was  driven  from 
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the  city  by  the  invasions  of  Odoacer  and  Theodoric  to  the  Mons 
Subiacus,  where,  while  yet  a  beardless  youth,  he  took  up  his  abode 
as  a  hermit.  Like  Jerome,  he  was  haunted  in  his  solitude  by  the  too 
vivid  remembrance  of  a  Boman  lady ;  and  subdued  his  voluptuous 
imagination  by  rolling  his  naked  body  among  the  thorns.  The 
fame  of  such  premature  sanctity  recommended  him  to  the  monks 
of  the  neighbouring  monastery  as  their  abbot ;  but  scarcely  had  he 
assumed  the  office  when,  disgusted  by  the  rigours  of  his  discipline, 
the  electors  attempted  to  get  rid  of  him  by  poison.  Eetuming  to 
his  hermitage,  he  soon  found  himself  in  the  centre  of  several  rude 
huts,  erected  in  his  vicinity  by  other  fugitives  from  the  world,  who 
acknowledged  him  as  the  superior  of  this  monastic  village.  But 
their  misconduct  compelled  him  again  to  seek  a  new  retirement ; 
which  he  found  at  Monte  Casino,  on  the  frontiers  of  the  Abbruzzi. 
There,  attended  by  some  of  his  pupils  and  former  associates,  he 
passed  the  remainder  of  his  life — composing  his  rule,  and  establish- 
ing the  Order  which,  at  the  distance  of  thirteen  centuries,  still  re- 
tains his  name  and  acknowledges  his  authority.  He  died  in  the 
year  543,  in  the  sixty-fourth  year  of  his  age. 

To  the  intercourse  of  Benedict  with  the  refractory  monks  of 
Subiaco,  may  perhaps  be  traced  the  basis  of  his  system.  It 
probably  revealed  to  him  the  fact  that  Indolence,  Self-will,  and 
Selfishness  are  the  three  archdaemons  of  the  cloister ;  and  suggested 
the  inference  that  Industry,  Obedience,  and  Community  of  goods 
are  the  antagonist  powers  which  ought  to  govern  there.  But  the 
comprehensiveness  of  thought  with  which  he  so  exhausted  the 
science  of  monastic  polity,  that  all  subsequent  rules  have  been 
nothing  more  than  modifications  of  his  own,  —  the  prescience 
with  which  he  reconciled  conventual  franchises  with  abbatial 
dominion,  —  the  skill  with  which  he  at  once  concentrated  and 
diffused  power  among  the  diflferent  members  of  his  Order,  according 
{is  the  objects  in  view  were  general  or  local,  —  and  the  deep  in- 
sight into  the  human  heart  by  which  he  rendered  myriads  of  men 
and  women,  during  more  than  thirty  successive  generations,  the 
spontaneous  instruments  of  his  purposes,  —  these  all  unite  to 
prove  that  profound  genius,  extensive  knowledge,  and  earnest 
meditation,  had  raised  him  to  the  very  first  rank  of  uninspired 
legislators.  His  disciples,  indeed,  find  in  his  legislative  wisdom  a 
conclusive  proof  that  he  wrote  and  acted  under  a  divine  impulse. 
Even  to  those  who  reject  this  solution  it  is  still  a  phaenomenon 
affording  ample  exercise  for  a  liberal  curiosity. 

That  the  Benedictine  statutes  remain  to  this  day  a  living  code, 
written  in  the  hearts   of  multitudes    in   every   province   of  the 
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Cbristian  work!,  is  chiefly  perhaps  to  be  ascribed  to  the  InQesibleP 
rigour  with  which  they  aiiuihilated  the  cares  and  respoDsil)ilitie8 
of  freedom.  To  the  baser  sort  no  yoke  is  so  galling  aa  that  of 
self-control;  no  deliverance  bo  welcome  as  that  of  being  hand- 
Homely  rid  of  free  agency.  With  such  men  mental  alaveiy  readily 
becomes  a  habit,  a  fashion,  and  a  pride.  To  the  abject  many,  th<  " 
abdication  of  self-government  is  a  willing  sacrifice.  It  is  reserved] 
for  the  nobler  few  to  rise  to  the  arduous  virtues  of  using  wiaeh 
the  gifts  which  God  bestows,  and  walking  courageously,  though' 
circumspectly  and  humbly,  in  the  light  which  God  vouchsafes. 

And  by  tlie  abject  many,  though  often  under  the  guidance  of^ 
the  nobler  few,  were  peopled  the  cells  of  Monte  Casino  and  her 
affiliated  convents.  Their  gates"  were  thrown  open  to  men  of 
every  rank,,  in  whom  the  abbot  or  prior  of  the  house  could  discover 
the  marks  of  a  genuine  vocation.  To  exclude  any  such  candidate, 
though  a  pauper  or  a  slave,  would  have  been  condemned  by  Benedict, 
in  the  words  and  spirit  of  Augustine,  as  grave  del!.ctum.  In  those 
sacred  enclosures,  therefore,  many  poor  and  illiterate  brethren  found 
a  refuge.  But  they  were  distinguished  from  the  rest  as  conversi,  — 
that  is,  aa  persons  destined  neither  for  the  priesthood  nor  the 
tonsure,  but  bound  to  labour  for  the  society  as  husbandmen,  shep- 
herds,  artizans,  or  domestic  servants. 

In  the  whirl  and  uproar  of  the  handicrafts  of  our  own  day,  it 
is  difficult  to  imagine  the  noiseless  spectacle  which  in  those  ages  bo 
often  caught  the  eye,  aa  it  gazed  on  the  secluded  abbey  and  the 
adjacent  grange.  In  black  tunics,  the  mementos  of  death,  and  in 
leathern  girdles,  the  emblems  of  chastity,  might  then  be  seen  carters 
silently  yoking  their  bullocks  to  the  team,  and  driving  them  in 
silence  to  the  field,  —  or  shepherds  interchanging  some  inevitable 
whispers  while  they  watched  their  flocks,  —  or  vine-dressers  pruning 
the  fnut  of  which  they  might  neither  taste  or  speak,  —  or  wheel- 
wrights, carpenters,  and  masons  plying  their  trades  like  the  iiimateB 
of  some  deaf  and  dumb  asylum,  —  and  all  pausing  from  their 
labours  as  the  convent  bell,  sounding  the  hours  of  primes,  or  nones, 
or  vespers,  summoned  them  to  join  in  spirit,  even  when  they  could 
not  repair  in  person,  to  those  sacred  offices.  Around  the  monastic 
workshop  might  be  observed  the  belt  of  cultivated  land,  continually 
croaching  on  the  adjacent  forest ;  and  the  passer-by  might  trace 
to  the  toils  of  these  mute  workmen  the  opening  of  roads,  the 
draining  of  marshes,  the  herds  grazing,  and  the  harvests  waving, 
in  security,  under  the  slielter  of  ecclesiastical  privileges  which  even 
the  Vandal  and  the  Ostrogoth  regai'ded  with  respect.  Our  own  an- 
nual agricultural  meetings,  with  their  implements,  and  tbeir  prizes, 
their  short  horns  and  their  long  speeches,  must  carry  hack  their 
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economic  genealogy  to  those  husbandmen  who,  with  dismal  aspect, 
brawny  arms,  and  compressed  lips,  first  taught  the  conquerors  of 
Eome  the  science  in  which  Columella  and  Virgil  had  instructed  the 
ancient  Eomans. 

A  similar  pedigree  must  be  assigned  to  our  academies  of  painting, 
sculpture,  architecture,  and  music.  The  fine  arts  are  merely 
imitative  in  their  infancy ;  though  as  they  become  mature,  they 
also  become  symbolical.  And  this  maturity  is  first  attained  by 
the  architect,  because  he  ministers  to  a  want  more  urgent  than 
the  rest,  —  because,  in  the  order  of  time,  the  edifice  must  precede 
the  works  designed  for  its  embellishment,  —  and  because  finding 
in  nature  no  models  except  for  the  details  of  his  performance,  he 
must,  from  the  first,  be  inventive  m  the  composition  of  it.  Thus 
the  children  of  Benedict,  when  contemplating  their  lofty  avenues, 
sacred  to  meditation  —  and  tiie  mellowed  lights  streaming  through 
the  foliage  —  and  the  flowers  clustering  in  the  conventual  garden 
—  and  the  pendulous  stalactites  of  the  neighbouring  grottoes,  — 
conceived  of  a  Christian  temple  in  which  objects  resembling  these, 
though  hewn  out  of  imperishable  stone,  and  carved  into  enduring 
forms,  might  be  combined  and  grouped  together  into  one  glorious 
whole.  With  a  ritual  addressed  to  the  eye  rather  than  to  the  ear  — 
a  sacred  pantomime,  of  which  the  sacrifice  of  the  mass  was  the 
action,  the  priests  the  actors,  and  the  high  altar  the  stage, — 
nothing  more  was  requisite  to  the  solemn  exhibition  but  the 
cathedral,  as  its  appropriate  theatre.  It  arose,  therefore,  not  the 
servile  representation  of  any  one  natural  object,  but  the  majestic 
combination  of  the  forms  of  many ;  and  full  of  mystic  significance, 
in  the  cruciform  plan,  the  lofty  arch,  the  oriel  windows,  the  lateral 
chapels,  and  the  central  elevation.  Not  a  groining,  a  mullion,  or  a 
tracery  was  there,  in  which  the  initiated  eye  did  not  read  some 
masonic  enigma,  some  ghostly  counsel,  or  some  inarticulate  sum- 
mons to  confession,  to  penitence,  or  to  prayer. 

Every  niche  without,  and  every  shrine  within,  these  sanctuaries, 
was  adorned  with  images  of  their  tutelary  saints ;  and  especially  of 
Her  who  is  supreme  among  the  demigods  of  this  celestial  hierarchy. 
But,  instead  of  rising  to  the  impersonation  of  holiness,  beauty,  or 
power,  in  these  human  forms,  the  monkish  sculptors  were  content 
to  copy  the  indifferent  models  of  humanity  within  their  reach ; 
and  the  statues,  busts,  and  reliefs  which,  in  subsequent  times,  fell 
beneath  the  blows  of  Protestant  Iconoclasts,  had  little  if  any  value 
but  that  which  belonged  to  their  peculiar  locality  and  their  acci- 
dental associations.  In  painting  also,  whether  encaustic,  in  fresco, 
or  on  wood,  the  performances  of  the  early  Benedictine  artists  were 
equally  humble.     In  order  to  give  out  their  visible  poetry,  the 
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chisel  and  the  peDclI  must  be  guided  by  mtuds  convGrsant  witld 
1        the  carea  and  the  enjuyments  of  life ;  for  it  is  by  such  minda  onljfl 
I       that  the  living  soul  which  animates  mute  nature  can  ever  he  per4 
W       ceived ;  or  can  be  expressed  in  the  deliueatioEi  of  realities,  whetheH 
animated  or  inanimate.     lii  ecclefflastical  and  conventual  architeo-l 
tiire,  and  in  that  art  alone,  the  monks  exhauated  their  creativAfl 
imagination ;  covering  Europe  with  monuments  of  their  science  iaj 
statics  and  dynamics,  aud  with  monuments  of  that  plastic  geniuff,! 
which,  frona  an  infinity  of  elaborate,  incongruous,  and  often  worth-fl 
lesa,  details,  knew   how   to   evoke   one  sublime  and  harmonious  B 
whole.     In  tliose  august  shrines,  if  anywhere  on  earth,  the  spirit  I 
of  criticism  is  silenced  by  the  belief  that  the  adorations  of  men  are  1 
mingled  in  blest  accord  with  the  hallelujahs  of  heaven.  I 

To  animate  that  belief,  the  Benedictine  musicians  produced  I 
tlioae  chants  which,  when  long  afterwai'ds  combined  by  Palestrina  I 
into  the  Mass  of  Pope  Marceltus,  were  hailed  with  rapture  liy  tlie  1 
Roman  Conclave  and  the  Fathers  of  Trent,  as  the  golden  links  j 
which  bind  together  in  an  indissoluble  union  the  supplications  J 
of  the  Militant  Church  and  the  thanksgivings  of  the  Church  I 
Triumphant,  I 

*  Lusts  of  the  imagination ! '  exclaimed,  and  may  yet  exclaim,  | 
the  indignant  pulpits  of  Scotland,  and  Geneva  —  '  lusts  as  hostile 
to  the  purity  of  the  Chiiatiou  Faith  aa  the  grosser  lusts  of  the  flesli  . 
or  the  emptiest  vanities  of  life.'  Hard  words  these  for  our  re-  j 
stnrers  of  church  architecture  in  mediaHval  splendour!  Let  the  ] 
Camden  Society,  the  Lord  of  Wilton,  and  the  benchers  of  the  I 
Temple  look  to  it ;  while  we,  all  innocent  of  any  such  sumptuous  I 
designs  —  her  Majesty's  Church  Building  Commissioners  them-  1 
selves  not  more  so  —  refer  to  these  Benedictine  prodigies  only  as  I 
^_         illnstrating  a  memorable  paasi^  in  Benedictine  History.  1 

^^^L  But  art  was  regarded  by  the  fathers  of  that  order  rather  as  the 

^^^1        delight  than  as  the  serious  occupation  of  their  brotherhood.     With 
^^^^       n  self-reliance  as  just  as  that  of  the  great  philosopher,  if  not  na 
^^^K      sublime,  they  took  to  themselves  all  knowledge  as  their  proper 
^^H       province.     Their  rule  assigned  an  eminent  rank  among  monastic   - 
^^^K      virtues  to  the  guardianship  and  multiplication  of  valuable  manu-  j 
^^^H      scripts.     It  taught  the  copyist  of  a  holy  book  to  think  of  himself  J 
^^^1      aa  at  once  a  pupil  and  a  teacher,  —  as  a  misdonary  while  seated  at  M 
^^^P      his  desk  —  using  each  finger  as  a  tongue  —  infiicting  on  the  Spirit  1 
^^^        of  Evil  a  deadly  wound  at  each  successive  line  —  and  as  baffling,  1 
I  with  the  pen,  the  dread  enemy,  who  smiles  at  the  impotent  hos-  1 

I  tility  of  every  other  weapon  grasped  by  the  hand  of  mortal  man.  I 

I  In  each  Benedictine  monastery  a  chamber  was  set  apart  for  the  1 

I  discharge  of  this  sacred  office.     In  this  Scriptorium  some  of  the  I 
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monks  plied  their  pens  assiduously,  and  in  profound  silence,  to 
produce  faultless  transcripts  of  the  best  originals.  To  others  was 
committed  the  care  of  revising  the  text  of  such  works  as  were  then 
held  in  the  highest  esteem.  Charlemagne  himself  assigned  to  the 
Benedictine  Alcuin  the  high  oflSce  of  preparing,  from  the  vaiious 
sources  within  his  reach,  a  perfect  Codex  of  the  Holy  Scriptures. 
For  what  remains  to  us  of  Pliny,  Sallust,  and  Macrobius,  and  for 
the  orations  against  Verres,  we  are  indebted  to  their  literary  zeal. 
A  tribute  of  writing  materials  at  the  commencement  of  each  novi- 
tiate, and  another  of  books  at  its  close,  with  an  annual  impost  of 
manuscripts  on  the  inferior  houses,  were  continually  augmenting 
the  libraries  of  their  greater  convents.  How  extensive  and  how 
valuable  such  collections  became,  may  be  inferred  from  the  direc- 
tions given  by  the  Benedictine  Cassiodorus  for  the  guidance  of  his 
brethren  in  their  studies.  He  had  collected,  and  he  enjoins  them 
to  read,  the  Greek  and  Latin  Fathers,  the  Church  historians,  the 
geographers  and  grammarians  whose  works  were  then  extant  and 
in  repute,  with  various  medical  books,  for  the  assistance  of  those 
monks  to  whom  the  care  of  the  infirmary  was  confided.  Whoever 
will  consult  the  *  Historia  Rei  Literariae  Ordinis  Sancti  Benedicti,' 
by  their  historiographer  Magnoaldus  Zeigelbauer,  may  rapidly  ac- 
cumulate the  most  conclusive  proofs,  that  by  their  Order  were 
either  laid  or  preserved  the  foundations  of  all  the  eminent  schools 
of  learning  of  Modem  Europe. 

The  greatness  of  the  Benedictines  did  not,  however,  consist 
either  in  their  agricultural  skill,  their  prodigies  of  architecture,  or 
their  priceless  libraries ;  but  in  their  parentage  of  countless  men 
and  women,  illustrious  for  active  piety  —  for  wisdom  in  the  go- 
vernment of  mankind  —  for  profound  learning  —  and  for  that 
contemplative  spirit,  which  discovers  within  the  soul  itself  things 
beyond  the  limits  of  the  perceptible  creation.  Such,  indeed,  is  the 
number  of  these  worthies,  that,  if  every  page  at  our  disposal  were 
a  volume,  and  every  such  voliune  as  ponderous  as  our  old  acquaint- 
ance. Scapula,  space  would  fail  us  to  render  justice  to  the  achieve- 
ments of  the  half  of  them.  We  cannot,  however,  pass  by  this 
goodly  fellowship  without  a  transient  glance  at  one  normal  type, 
at  the  least,  of  each  of  these  various  forms  of  Benedictine  heroism. 
For  that  purpose  we  need  scarcely  wander  from  the  annals  of  our 
own  land. 

In  the  Benedictine  abbey  of  Nutsall,  near  Winchester,  Poetry, 
History,  Ehetoric,  and  the  Holy  Scriptures  were  taught,  in  the  be- 
ginning of  the  eighth  century,  by  a  monk  whom  his  fellow  country- 
men called  Winfred,  but  whom  the  Church  honours  imder  the 
name  of  Boniface.     He  was  born  at   Crediton,  in  Devonshire,  of 
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noble  and  wealthy  parents,  who  bad  reluctantly  yielded  to  hia  wisl 
to  embrace  the  monastic  state.  Hardly,  however,  bad  be  reached  \ 
middle  life,  when  bis  associates  at  Nutsall  discovered  that  be  waa  i 
dissatisfied  with  the  pursuita  by  which  their  own  thoughts  were 
engroaaed.  Aa,  in  bis  evening  meditations,  he  paced  the  long  con- 
ventual avenue  of  lime  treea,  or  as,  in  the  night-wat^hea,  he 
kuelt  before  the  crucifix  suspended  in  bis  cell,  he  was  still  con- 
scious of  a  voice,  audible  though  inarticulate,  which  repeated  to 
him  the  Divine  injunction,  to  '  go  and  preach  the  Gospel  to  all 
nations.'  Then,  in  mental  vision,  was  seen  stretching  out  before 
him  the  land  of  his  German  ancestry;  where,  beneath  the  veil 
of  the  customs  described  by  Tacitus,  was  concealed  an  idotatiy 
of  which  the  hiatorian  bad  neither  depicted,  nor  probably  conjeo- 
tured,  the  abominations.  To  encounter  Satan  in  this  stronghold, 
became  successively  the  day  dream,  tbo  passion,  and  the  fixed  re- 
solve of  Boniface ;  until  at  length  abandoning,  for  this  holy  war, 
the  studious  repose  for  which  he  liad  already  abandoned  the  world, 
be  appeared,  in  bis  thirty-sixth  year,  a  aolitary  and  unbefriended 
missionary,  traversing  the  marshy  sands  and  the  primieval  forests  of 
Friesland.  But  Charles  Martel  wa.a  already  there, —  the  leailer  in 
a  far  different  contest;  nor,  while  the  Christian  Mayor  of  the 
Palace  was  striking  down  the  Pagans  with  bis  battle-axe,  could 
the  pathetic  entreaties  of  the  Benedictine  Monk  induce  them  to 
bow  down  to  the  banner  of  the  Cross.  He  therefore  returned  to 
Nutsall,  not  with  diminished  zeal,  but  with  increased  knowledge. 
He  had  now  learnt  that  bis  success  must  depend  on  the  conduct 
of  the  secular  and  spiritual  rulers  of  mankind,  and  on  his  own  con-  i 
nectiou  vrith  them. 

The  chapter  of  hia  monastery  chose  him  as  their  abbot ;  but,  at  i 
his  own  request,  the  Bishop  of  Winchester  annulled  the  election,'! 
Then,  quitting  for  ever  bis  native  England,  Boniface  pursued  bia'l 
way  to  Rome,  to  solicit  the  aid  of  Pope  Gregory  II.,  in  hia  efforts  1 
for  the  conversion  of  the  German  people. 

Anned  with  a  papal  commission,  a  papal  blessing,  and  a  good 
store  of  rebcs,  Bobiface  again  appeared  in  Friesland,  where  Cbarlea  I 
Martel  was  now  the  undisputed  master.     Victory  had  rendered  bim  t 
devout ;  and  be  gladly  countenanced  the  labours  of  the  monk,  to  I 
bring  hia  new  subjects  within  the  fold  of  the  Christian  Church.  I 
So  ardent,  indeed,  was  his  zeal  for  this  great  work,  that  the  destined  \ 
author  of  it  waa  soon  compelled  to  migrate  into  Saxony,  aa  the  ( 
only  means  of  escaping  the  unwelcome  command  of  the  conqueror 
to  fix  bis  residence  in  Friesland,  and  there  to  assume  the  coadjutor- 
ship  and  succession  to  the  Bishop  of  Utrecht. 

Tile  missionary  labours  of  Boniface,  interrupted  only  by  three 
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Bhort  visits  to  Rome,  were  prolonged  over  a  period  of  more  thau 
thirty-sis  years;  and  were  extended  over  all  the  territories  between 
the  Elbe,  the  Rhine,  and  the  Ocean.  At  Rome  he  soujjht  and 
found  all  the  support  which  papal  authority,  zeal,  and  wisdom 
could  afford  him.  Gregory  II.  consecrated  him  a  bishop,  though 
without  a  diocese.  Gregory  III.  raised  him  to  be  the  Archbishop 
and  Primnte  of  all  Germany ;  with  power  to  establish  bishoprics 
there  at  bis  discretion.  The  same  pontiff  afterwards  nominated 
him  Legate  of  the  Holy  See,  in  Germany  and  France.  To  these 
diBtinctions  Pope  Zachary  added  the  Archbishopric  of  Meutz,  tben 
firat  constituted  the  metropolis  of  the  German  churches.  I^ast  of 
all  was  bestowed  on  him  the  singular  privilege  of  appointing  his 
own  successor  in  his  primacy. 

There  have  iieea  churchmen  to  whom  such  a  memento  of  the 
vanity  of  even  the  highest  ecclesiastical  dignities  would  have 
aEforded  but  an  equivocal  satisfaction.  To  Boniface  the  remem- 
brance of  the  shortneas  of  life  was  not  only  familiar,  but  welcome. 
The  treatise  of  Ambrose  on  the  advantages  of  dtaith  was  his  constant 
companion.  It  bad  taught  him  to  regard  his  aiiocessive  promotions 
but  as  the  means  of  preparing  his  mind  for  the  joyful  resignation 
of  them  all.  His  seventy-fourth  year  was  now  completed.  For 
the  spiritual  care  of  his  converts  he  had  established  seven  new 
bishoprics;  and  had  built  and  endowed  many  monasteries  for  the 
advancement  of  piety  and  learning  among  them.  At  lawt,  abdicating 
his  own  mitre  in  favour  of  Lullus,  a  monk  of  Malniesbury,  he 
solemnly  devoted  his  remaining  days  to  that  office  of  a  missionary, 
which  he  justly  esteemed  as  far  nobler  than  any  symbolised  by  the 
crosier,  the  puiple,  or  the  tiara.  Girding  roimd  him  bis  black 
Benedictine  habit,  and  depositing  his  Ambrose, '  Do  Bono  Mortis,' 
in  the  folds  of  it,  heoncemore  travelled  to  Friesland;  and,  pitching 
bis  tent  on  the  banks  of  a  small  rivulet,  awaited  there  the  arrival 
of  a  body  of  neophytes,  whom  ha  had  summoned  to  receive  at  htB 
bands  the  rite  of  confirmation. 

Ere  long  a  multitude  appeared  in  the  distance,  advancing 
towards  the  tent;  not,  however,  with  the  lowly  demeanour  of 
Christian  converts  drawing  near  to  their  bishop,  but  carrying 
deadly  weapons,  and  announcing  by  their  cries  and  gestures  that 
they  were  Pagans,  sworn  to  avenge  their  injured  deities  against  tha 
arch-enemy  of  their  worship.  The  servants  of  Boniface  (hew 
their  swords  in  his  defence;  but  calmly,  and  even  cheerfully, 
awaiting  the  approach  of  his  enemies,  and  forbidding  all  resistance, 
he  fell  beneath  their  blows — a  martyr  to  the  faith  whicli  he  had 
so  long  lived,  and  so  bravely  died,  to  propagate.  His  copy  of 
Ambrose, '  De  Bono  Mortis,'  covered  with  his  blood,  was  exhibited. 
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ing  many  eiiccewling  centuries,  at  Fiilda  as  a  relic.  It  waa 
inteinplat«d  there  by  many  wlio  regarded  as  superstitious  and 
heretical  some  of  the  tenets  of  Boniface.  But  no  Christian,  what- 
ever might  be  his  own  peculiar  creed,  ever  looked  upon  that 
blood-atajned  memorial  of  him  without  the  profoundeat  veneration. 
For,  since  the  Apostolic  Age,  no  greater  benefactor  of  our  race 
hut  arisen  am"ng  men  than  the  Monk  of  Nutsall,  unless  it  be  tliat 
other  Monk  of  Wittemberg  who,  at  the  distance  of  seven  centuriea, 
appeared  to  reform  and  reconstruct  tlie  ehurchea  founded  by  the 
holy  Benedictine.  To  Boniface  the  nortli  and  west  of  Germany, 
and  Holland,  still  look  back  as  their  spiritual  progenitor ;  nor  did 
any  uuiuapired  man  ever  add  to  the  permanent  dominion  of  the 
Gospel  proviuces  of  such  extent  and  value. 

If,  in  accomplishing  that  great  work,  Boniface  relied  more  on 
lan  authority  than  ia  consistent  with  the  practice,  or,  rather, 
Bth  the  theory,  of  our  Protestant  churches,  his  still  estant  letters 
"1  show  that  he  rebuked,  with  indignant  energy,  the  vices  of  the 
iat  on  whom  he  was  dependent.     In  placing  the  crown  of  Chil- 
sric  on  the  head  of  Pepin,  he  may  have  been  guilty  of  some 
Brldly  compliance  with  the  usurper.     Yet  it  is  not  to  he  forgotten 
t  the  Pope  liimself  had  favoured  the  cause  of  the  Mayor  of  the 
we,  by  hia  Delphic  response,  '  Melius  esse  ilium  voeari  regem 
i  quern  summa  potestas  consisteret.' 
[The  guides  of  our  own   missionary  enterprises  will,  probably, 
3  Boniface  of  imdue  promptitude  in  admitting  within  the  pale 
toy  one  who  choae  to  submit  himself  to  the  mere  outward  form  of 
!>aptism.     His  facility  is  indisputable ;  but  what  Protestant  will 
venture  to  condemn  the  measiu'es  which  brought  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  Christian  Cliinch  the  nativelandsof  Luther,  of  Grotius, 
^Bd  of  Melancthon  ? 

J  On  a  single  occasion  we  find  hira  wearing  a  garb  at  least 
sembling  that  of  an  inquisitor.  Within  his  spiritual  jurisdiction 
me  a  Frenchman,  working  miracles,  and  selling  as  reUcs  the 
Ipttings  of  his  own  hair  and  the  parings  of  his  own  nails.  This 
rorthy  had  an  associate  in  one  Vincent,  a  Scotchman,  a  sort  of 
remature  Knox^ — a  teacher,  it  is  said,  of  heresies,  but  certainly  a 
"stout  opponent  of  all  the  laws  and  canons  of  the  Church.  Moved 
by  Boniface,  the  secidar  arm  lodged  them  both  in  close  prison ; 
and,  all  things  conadered,  one  must  doubt  their  claim  to  ■  any 
better  lodgings. 

Peace  be,  however,  to  the  faults  of  Boniface  whatever  they  may 
have  been !     Among  the  heroes  of  active  piety,  the  world  has  few 

Kater  to  revere ;  aa  the  disciples  of  Benedict  have  assuredly  none 
ater  to  boast. 
i 
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They  boast,  however,  in  Lanfranc,  another  primate,  to  whose 
far-seeing  wisdom  in  the  government   of  mankind  may  not   ob- 
scurely be  traced  much  of  the  vital  spirit  of  those  venerable  insti- 
tutions which  are  still  the  glory  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  in  our 
own  islands  and  in  the  North  American  continent    In  his  romance 
of  *  Harold,'  Sir  Edward  Bulwer  Lytton,  solving  with  equal  erudi- 
tion and  creative  fancy,  the  great  problem  of  his  art  (the  problem 
how  to  produce  the  greatest  amount  of  dramatic  effect  at  the  least 
expense  of  historical  truth),  had  produced  a  living  portrait  of 
Lanfranc,   the   subtle  Italian,  who,  armed  with  homilies  for  the 
devout,  jests  for  the   facetious,  austerities  for  the  superstitious, 
learning  for  the  inquisitive,   and  obsequiousness   for   the  great, 
renders  the  weakness  and  the  strength  of  each  in  turn  tributary 
to  his  own  ambition ;  and  ascends  the  throne  of  Canterbury,  not 
merely  by  the  aid  of  the  meek  old  Abbot  Herduin,  but  on  the 
slioulders  of  the  imperious  William  and  the  imperial  Hildebrand. 
Our  great   master   of  historico-romantic  portraiture  would  have 
destroyed  the  picturesque  imity  of  his  beautiful  sketch,  if,  by  ad- 
vancing further,  he  had  taught  us  (and  who  could  have  taught  us 
so  powerfully?)  how  vast  is  the  debt  of  gratitude  wliich  England 
owes   to    her  great  primates,  Lanfranc,   Anselm,  Langton,   and 
Becket,  —  or  rather  to  that  benign  Providence  which  raised  them 
up  in  that  barbarous  age.     Whatever  may  have  been  their  personal 
motives,  and   whatever  their    demerits,    they,    and    they  alone, 
wrestled  successfully  with  the  despotism   of  the  Conqueror  and 
his  descendants  to  the  fourth  generation ;  maintaining  among  us, 
even  in  those  evil  days,  the  balanced  power,  the  control  of  public 
opinion,  and  the  influence  of  moral,  over  physical,  a  force,  which 
from  their  times  passed  as  a  birthright   to   the  parliaments  of 
Henry  III.  and  his  successors;  and  which  at  tliis  day  remains  the 
inheritance  of  England,  and  of  all  the  free  commimities  with  which 
she  has  covered,  and  is  still  peopling,  the  globe.     The  thunders 
and  reproaches  of  Eome   aie  sufficiently  encountered,  by  such  re- 
verberated thunders  and  reproaches  as  they  provoke.     To  those 
who  deplore  alike  the  necessity  and  tne  rancour  of  the  conflict,  it 
may  yet  be  permitted  to  render  a  due  and  therefore  a  reverent 
homage  to  the  ancient  prelates  of  the  Roman  Church.     Unchecked 
by  the   keen  wisdom,  the  ecclesiastical  policy,  and   the   Eomaii 
83mfipathies   of  the  Benedictine  Lanfranc,  the   fierce   Conqueror 
would  have  acquired  and  transmitted  to  his  posterity  on  the  En- 
glish throne,  a  power  absolute  and  arbitrary,  beneath  the  withering 
influence  of  which  every  germ  of  the  future  liberties  and  greatness 
of  England  must  have  prematurely  perished. 

When,  in  the  mind  of  William  Rufus,  the  fear  of  death  had  pre- 
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placed 
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over  the  tbirst  for  the  revenues  of  Cunterhury,  he  placed 
mitre  of  Laniranc  on  tiie  head  of  the  Benedictine  Anaelm ; 

iticipating,  probably,  a  less  effective  assertion  of  the  rights  of  the 

lurch  by  the  retired  and  gentle  student,  than  had  been  made 
'by  his  insinuating  and  worldly-wise  predecessor.  In  the  great 
■controversy  of  investitures,  however,  Au&elm  showed  that  nothing 
IS  80  inflexible  as  meekness,  sustained  and  animated  by  the  firm 
•conviction  of  right.  Yet  at  the  very  moment  of  success  be  turned 
aside  from  these  agitations  to  revolve  the  mysterious  enigmas 
which  it  was  at  once  the  purpose  and  tlie  dt-light  of  his  existence 
to  unravel.  Those  boundless  re-alms  of  thought  over  which,  iu  the 
solitude  of  his  library,  be  enjoyed  a  princely,  but  luienvied  do- 
jninion,  were  in  his  eyes  of  incomparably  higher  value  than  eitlier 
his  primacy  of  the  Church  of  England,  or  his  triumph  in  main- 
taining the  prerogatives  of  the  Church  of  Rome.  In  our  dayn, 
indeed,  his  speculations  are  forgotten ;  and  the  very  subjects  of 
them  have  fallen  into  disesteem.  Yet^  exce^it,  per!iaps,  the  writ- 
ings of  Erigena,  those  of  Anaelm  on  the  'Will  of  God,'  on 
'  Truth,'  on  '  Free-will,'  and  on  the  '  Divine  Presciejice,'  are  not 
only,  in  point  of  time,  the  earliest  examples,  but,  in  the  order 
of  invention,  the  earliest  models,  of  those  scholastic  works,  which 
exhibit,  in  such  intimate  and  curious  union,  the  prostration  and 
the  aspirings  of  the  mind  of  man  —  prostrating  itself  to  the  most 
absurd  of  human  dogmas — aspiring  to  penetrate  the  loftiest  and 
the  most  obscure  of  the  Divine  attributes. 

Truth  may  have  concealed  herself  from  most  of  these  inquirers ; 
biit  tijeir  researches  formed  no  unimportant  part  of  the  education 
which  was  gradually  preparing  the  intellect  of  Europe  for  admis- 
sion into  her  sanctuary.  Among  the  followers  of  Ansplm  are 
to  be  rcKjkoned  not  merely  the  Doctors  —  Venerable,  luvinciblei, 
Irrefragable,  Angelical,  and  Seraphic,  —  but  a  far  greater  than 
they,  even  Des  Cartes  himself —  wlio,  as  may  he  learnt  from 
Erucker,  borrowed  from  the  Benedictine  philosopher  his  proof  of 
■the  Being  of  a  God.  Ans^u  taught  that  the  abstract  idea  of 
Deity  was  the  fontal  principle  of  all  knowledge  —  that  as  God 
himself  is  the  primeval  source  of  all  existence  in  the  outer 
world,  so  the  Idea  of  God  precedes,  and  conducts  us  to,  all  other 
ideas  in  the  world  within  ns — and  that,  until  we  have  risen  to 
that  remotest  spring  of  all  our  thoughts,  we  cannot  conceive 
lightly  of  the  correspondence  of  our  own  perceptions  with  the 
realities  amidst  which  we  exist. 

If  these  speculations  are  not  very  intelligible,  they  are  at  least 
curious.  They  show  that  the  metaphysicians  who  lived  when 
Westminster  Hall  was  rising  from  its  foundations,  and  those  who 
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lived  when  the  first  stone  of  our  Edinburgh  University  waa  laid, 
beat  themselves  very  much  in  the  same  manner  against  the  bars  of 
their  mental  prison-house. 

Philosophy  may  thrive  in  other  places  than  conventual  cells. 
But  there  is  a  literature  which  scarcely  flourishes  elsewhere.  The 
peculiar  and  spontaneous  product  of  the  monastery  is  mystic  devo- 
tion. If  the  Benedictines  had  been  cursed  with  barrenness  in 
yielding  this  fruit,  they  would  have  resembled  a  Dutch  garden  in 
which  it  was  impossible  to  cultivate  the  tulip.  But  no  such  re- 
proach clings  to  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Benedict.  It  must, 
however,  be  admitted  that"  our  own  land  has  been  singularly  des- 
titute of  fertility  in  this  the  most  delicate  of  all  the  plants  cultivated 
in  monastic  seclusion.  We  produced  schoolmen  to  satiety.  Eri- 
gena,  Hales,  Duns  Scotus,  and  Occam  were  our  own.  But  we 
must  pass  over  to  Spain  and  Germany  to  find  a  type  of  Benedic- 
tine greatness,  in  that  impalpable  though  gorgeous  world,  which  in 
later  times  was  inhabited  by  Molinos  and  by  F^nelon. 

In  those  more  fortunate  regions,  many  are  the  half-inspired 
rhapsodists  whom  we  encounter  —  chiefly  ladies — and,  what  is 
worthy  of  notice,  ladies  who  from  their  childhood  had  scarcely 
ever  strayed  beyond  the  convent  garden.  Nevertheless,  the  inde- 
structible peculiarity  of  our  national  character  (whether  it  be  shy- 
ness or  dryness,  —  high  aims  or  low  aims,  —  the  fear  of  irreve- 
rence for  what  is  holy,  or  the  fear  of  being  laughed  at  for  what 
is  absurd), — that  character  which  forbade  the  public  utterance 
in  these  islands  of  the  impassioned  communings  of  the  soul  with 
its  Maker  and  with  itself,  forbids  us  to  make  any  report  to  our 
fellow-countrymen  of  the  sublime  *  Canticles '  of  St.  Gertrude  or 
of  St.  Theresa.  Lest,  however,  our  hasty  sketch  of  Benedictine 
intellectual  greatness  should  be  defective,  without  some  specimen 
of  their  super-terrestrial  poetry,  we  venture  to  remind  our  readers 
of  one  passage  of  which  M.  de  Malan  (one  of  Mabillon's  biogra- 
phers) has  reminded  us,-  in  which  the  author  of  the  *  De  Imitatione 
Christi '  (himself  a  Benedictine,  if  Mabillon  may  be  trusted)  has 
sung  to  his  iEolian  harp  a  more  than  earthly  stndn.  It  is,  indeed, 
an  excellent  example  of  a  style  of  which  we  have  no  model  in  our 
own  language,  —  except  perhaps  in  occasional  passages  of  Arch- 
bishop Leighton. 

*  My  son,  let  not  the  sayings  of  men  move  thee,  however  beau- 
tiful or  ingenious  they  may  be :  for  the  kingdom  of  God  consisteth 
not  in  words  but  in  power. 

*  Weigh  well  my  words,  for  they  kindle  the  heart,  illuminate 
the  mind,  quicken  compunction,  and  supply  abimdant  springs  of 
consolation. 
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*  Read  not  the  Word  of  God  in  order  that  thou  mayeat  appear 
more  learned  or  more  wise. 

•When  thou  shalt  have  read  and  known  many  things,  tbenj 
return  to  the  one  heginniog  and  principle  of  all  things. 

'I  am  he  that  teacheth  man  knowledge,  and  to  little  children  % 
impart  an  understanding  more  clear  than  man  can  teach. 

'He  to  whom  I  speak  shall  quickly  be  wise,  and  in  spirit  shall 
profit  largely. 

*  Woe  be  to  them  that  aenrch  out  many  curious  things,  and  taks 
little  thought  how  they  may  serve  rae. 

*  I  am  he  who,  in  one  instant,  raise  up  the  humble  in  mind  to 
understand  eternal  truth  better  than  if  he  had  studied  many  years 
in  the  schools. 

*  I  teach  without  noise  of  words,  without  confusion  of  opinion^ 
without  ambition  of  honour,  without  the  shock  of  arguments. 

*  To  some  men  I  speak  common  things,  to  others  things  rare ; 
to  some  I  appear  sweetly  by  signs ;  to  some,  with  much  liglit,  I 
discover  mysteries. 

'The  voice  of  books  is,  indeed,  one;  but  it  is  a  voice  which 
instructs  not  all  alike.  I  am  he  who  teaches  the  truth  concealed 
within  the  voice.  I  am  the  searcher  of  the  heart,  the  discoverer 
of  the  thoughts,  promoting  holy  actions,  distributing  to  each  one 
as  I  will.' 

If,  as  the  Benedictines  maintained,  this  sacred  chant  was  really 
sung  by  a  poet  of  their  own  fraternity  about  the  beginning  of  the 
fourteenth  century,  it  may  he  looked  upon  aa  a  kind  of  threnody, 
designed  to  intimate  the  approaching  obscuration  of  their  order. 
For  already  might  bo  observed,  in  a  state  of  morbid  activity  among' 
them,  those  principles  of  decjiy  which  were  pointed  out  so  indig- 
nantly by  Benedict  himself  to  Dante,  when,  under  the  guidance 
of  Beatrice,  the  poet  had  ascended  to  his  presence  in  the  seventh 
heaven : — 

'   "     *    My  rule 
la  loft  s  profiUeiH  stain  upon  the  leaves ; 
ThewnllH,  for  abbeys  reared,  turned  into  dens; 
The  cowls,  to  siicks  choked  up  with  maat^  meai. 
Foul  usury  dolh  not  more  lift  ilaelf 
Agaiust  (iod's  plonsuro,  than  that  &ait  which  mokoa 
The  hearts  of  monks  eo  wanton.' 

Carty'i  Dantt,  canto  xjdi.  '  D  Fftiadieo.' 

In  the  lapse  of  more  than  seven  centuries,  the  state  of  society  I 
had  imdergone  vast  changes ;  but  the  institutes  of  Benedict  had  1 
not  been  changed  to  meet  them.  The  new  exigencies  of  life  I 
demanded  reformations  in  the  religious  state  which  Fnvnds,  Domi- 1 
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nic,  and  Loyola,  successively  established.  They  combined  a  more 
mature  policy  witii  a  younger  enthusiasm.  Exhibiting  ascetic  self- 
mortifications,  till  then  unknown  among  any  of  the  monastic  com- 
munities of  the  West,  they  also  formed  relations,  equally  new,  with 
the  laity  in  all  their  oflSces  —  domestic,  political,  military,  and 
commercial.  Having,  at  the  same  time,  obtained  possession  of 
nearly  all  the  pulpits  of  the  Latin  Church,  the  imagination,  the 
interests,  and  the  consciences  of  mankind  fell  so  much  under  the 
control  of  these  new  frntemities,  that  their  influence  was  felt 
throughout  all  the  ramifications  of  society. 

While  the  spiritual  dominion  of  the  earlier  monasticism  was 
continually  narrowed  by  this  formidable  competition,  the  Benedic- 
tines were  no  less  constantly  becoming  more  and  more  entangled  in 
the  cares  and  enjoyments  of  the  world.  They  established  an  ill- 
omened  alliance  with  the  Templars,  with  the  Knights  of  Calatrava 
and  Alcantara,  and  with  five  other  orders  of  chivalry  —  an  unhal- 
lowed companionship,  which,  by  familiarising  the  monks  with  the 
military  and  dissolute  manners  of  these  new  brethren,  gradually 
contaminated  their  own. 

Wealth  and  temporal  prosperity  were  no  less  prolific  of  evil  in 
the  order  of  St.  Benedict  than  in  other  societies  in  which  their 
enervating  influence  has  been  felt.  But  on  the  monks  they  inflicted 
a  peculiar  disaster.  For  their  riches  tempted  the  chief  sovereigns 
of  Europe  to  usurp  the  patronage  of  the  religious  houses ;  and  to 
transfer  the  government  of  them  from  abbots  elected  by  the  chap- 
ters, to  abbots  appointed  by  the  king. 

The  grant  of  these  conventual  benefices  in  comTnendarriy  was 
one  of  those  abuses  in  the  Church,  which  yielded  to  no  reform 
until  the  Church  herself  and  her  abuses  were  swept  away  together, 
by  the  torrent  of  the  French  Eevolution.  It  was,  however,  a 
practice  in  favour  of  which  the  most  venerable  antiquity  might  be 
alleged.  From  the  earliest  times  churches  had  been  placed  under 
a  kind  of  tutelage  between  the  death  of  the  incumbent  and  the 
appointment  of  his  successor.  But  it  not  rarely  happened  that 
when  the  period  of  this  spiritual  guardianship  was  over,  the  tutor 
had  become  too  much  enamoured  of  his  ward,  and  possessed  too 
much  influence  with  the  great,  to  acquiesce  in  a  separation  from 
her.  In  such  cases,  the  commendatory,  aided  by  some  ill-fed 
stipendiary  curate,  assumed  all  the  privileges  and  immunities  of  a 
sinecurist. 

Yet  it  was  not  necessary  to  rely  on  any  vulgar  names  in  defence 
or  in  extenuation  of  this  usage.  The  great  Athanasius  himself 
held  a  bishopric  in  comm^ndam^  in  addition  to  his  see  of  Alex- 
andria.    Neither  were  they  vulgar  names  by  whom  it  was  con- 
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demned.  Hildebrand,  Innocent  III.,  and  the  Fathers  of  Trentj  ! 
rivalled  each  other  in  denunciations  of  the  abuse ;  and 
cordially  seconded  by  Philippe  Auguste,  by  St.  Louis,  and  even  by  i 
Francis  I.  Papal,  synodal,  and  royal  decrees,  proved,  however,  j 
too  feeble  to  check  an  abuse  bo  tempting  to  roya!  and  sacerdotal  J 
cupidity.  The  French  kings  converted  the  splendid  monastery  of  5 
Fontevrault  into  an  appanage  for  a  long  succession  of  royal  or  • 
noble  ladies.  The  abbey  of  St,  Germain-des-Pres  also  was  given  , 
in  commendam  by  Louia  the  Debonnaire,  to  a  bishop  of  Poictiers ; 
by  Eudea  to  his  brother  Itobert,  a  layman ;  and  at  length,  by  Louis 
XIII.,  to  a  widow  of  the  Duke  of  Lorraine  —  which  is  much  a 
though  the  mastership  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  had  been 
given  to  the  widow  of  the  Elector  Palatine. 

During  the  progress  of  this  decay,  there  waa  no  lack  of  re-  ^ 
formers,  or  of  reforms  of  the  Benedictine  Order.     But  the  corrupt- 
ing proved  too  strong  for  the  renovating  power  ;  and  their  decline 
proceeded  without  any  real  check  until,  in  the  year   1614,  Don 
Nicholas  Benard  became  a  member  of  the  congregation  of  St.  Maur. 

Benard  was  one  of  those  reformers  to  whom  it  is  given  to  inno- 
vate, at  once  in  the  spirit  of  the  institution  which  they  desire  to 
improve,  and  in  the  spirit  of  the  age  in  which  the  improvement  is 
to  be  made.  His  object  was  to  bring  back  his  Order  to  the  dutifnl- 
nesB,  the  industry,  and  the  aelf-renunciation  enjoined  by  Benedict* 
His  remedial  process  consisted  in  conducting  them,  by  exhortation 
and  by  his  own  example,  to  the  culture  of  those  studies  which  were 
held  in  highest  esteem  in  France  in  the  reigns  of  the  thirteenth  and 
of  the  foiu-teenth  Louis.  In  those  times  no  seeds  of  science  orlitertt- 
ture  could  be  sown  In  that  favoured  land  without  yielding  an 
abundant  increase.  The  reason  of  this  redundant  fertility  at  that 
particular  era,  no  historian  can  explain  and  no  psychologist  can 
conjecture.  But.  like  the  other  promoters  of  learning  in  his  age, 
Benard  soon  found  himself  followed  and  surrounded  by  a  band  of 
Bcholars,  who  joined  with  him  in  the  succesaful  culture  of  all  his- 
torical, antiquarian,  and  critical  knowledge.  With  their  aid  be 
restored  one  of  the  chief  households  of  the  great  Benedictine  race  I 
to  even  more  than  their  pristine  glory. 

During  the  aeventeenth  century  one  hundred  and  five  writers  in  ' 
the  congregation  of  St.  Maur  (then  established  at  St.  Germain-dea- 
Pr^)  divided  among  them  this  harvest  of  literary  renown.  A 
complete  collection  of  their  works  would  form  a  large  and  very 
valuable  library ;  as  may  indeed  be  inferred  from  a  bare  enume- 
ration of  the  books  of  the  earlier  and  later  fathers,  which  they  r 
published.     Among  them  are  the  best  editions  which  the  world  haa  J 
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seen  of  the  writings  of  St.  Gregory  the  Great,  of  Lanfranc,  Basil, 
Bernard,  Anselm,  Augnatine,  Cassiodorus,  Ambrose,  Hilary,  Jerome, 
Athanasius,  Gregory  of  Tours,  Irenieus,  Chryaoatom,  Cyril  of  Alex- 
andria, Tertullian,  Justin,  and  Origen ;  to  wliich  must  be  added 
their  edition  of  Joeephus. 

But  it  would  be  aa  easy  to  form  an  image  of  the  Grecian  camp 
from  the  catalogue  of  the  ships,  aa  to  conceive  aright  of  the  Bene- 
dictines of  St.  Maur  from  an  enumeration  of  their  publications  and 
of  the  names  of  the  authors  of  them.  To  exhibit  some  slight 
sketch  of  that  great  seminary  as  it  eaisted  in  its  days  of  splendour, 
it  is  necessary  to  confine  our  attention  to  the  Achilles  of  their 
host  —  to  him  whom  all  the  rest  revered  as  their  great  example, 
and  acknowledged  by  acclamation  as  their  head. 

The  life  of  Mabillon  has  been  written  by  Ruinai-t,  his  affeo- 
tionat«  pupil ;  by  Dom  Filipe  le  Cerf,  the  historiographer  of  the 
congregation ;  and  more  recently  by  M,  Chavin  de  Malan,  To  the 
last  of  these  biographers  we  ai'e  largely  indebted  for  much  valuable 
information.  But  a  companion  at  once  more  instructive  and  pro- 
voking, or  a  guide  lesa  worthy  of  confidence,  never  offered  himself 
at  the  outset  of  any  hterary  journey.  It  is  the  pleasure  of  M.  de 
Malan  to  qualiiy  the  speculative  propensities  of  our  own  age  by 
the  hiitidest  credulity  of  the  middle  i^es.  He  is  at  the  same 
moment  a  rhetorician  and  an  antiquarian  (as  a  dervish  dances 
while  Le  prays),  and  is  never  satisfied  with  investigating  truth, 
unless  he  can  also  embellish  and  adorn  It.  Happily,  however,  we 
are  not  dependent  on  hia  guidance.  All  that  is  most  interesting 
respecting  Mabillon  may  be  gathered  from  hia  own  letters  and  his 
works.  For  to  write  was  the  very  law  of  his  existence ;  and  from 
youth  to  old  age  his  pen  unceasingly  plied  those  happy  tasks,  of 
which  the  interest  never  fails,  and  the  tranquillity  can  never  be 
disturbed. 

Jean  Mabillon  was  born  at  the  village  of  St.  Pierre  Mont,  in 
Champagne,  on  the  23rd  of  November,  1632.  Hia  mother  did  not 
long  survive  his  birth  ;  but  Ruinart  congratulates  himself  on  having 
seen  Etienne,  the  father  of  Jean,  at  the  i^e  of  105,  in  the  full  en- 
joyment of  all  his  mental  and  hodily  powers.  Jean  himself  was 
sent  by  bis  paternal  uncle,  the  cure  of  a  pariah  near  Rheims,  to  a 
college  in  that  city,  which,  on  his  return  homewards  from  the 
Council  of  Trent,  the  celebrated  Cardinal  of  Lorraine  had  founded 
there  for  the  education  of  clergj'men.  The  habits  of  the  place  well 
became  its  origin.  Except  while  addressing  their  teachers,  the 
pupils  passed  in  profound  silence  every  hour  of  the  day  save  that 
i  when  they  amused  themselves  in  a  garden,  where,  as  we 


read,  it  wag  their  custom,  many  hundred  times  a  day,  to  salute  ri 

conspicuous  image  of  the  Virgin,  with  assurances  of  their  Teneriv- 
tion  and  their  love. 

Whatever  may  have  boen  tlie  effects  of  tliia  discipline  on  the 
characters  of  his  fellow-students,  it  moulded  the  meek  and  quiet 
nature  of  Mabilloa  into  the  exact  form  wtiich  the  authors'of  it 
regarded  as  the  most  perfect.  He  surrendered  up  his  will  to 
theirs ;  and,  yielding  liis  wiiole  noiil  to  the  divine  offices  of  hia 
college  chapel,  became  so  familiar  with  them,  that  when,  after  an 
absence  of  more  than  fifty  years,  Ruinai-t  knelt  beside  him  there, 
he  heard  the  then  aged  man  repeat,  from  memory,  with  unerring 
exactness,  every  prayer,  every  ceremonial,  and  every  sacred  melody 
in  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  offer  up  the  devotiona  of  hia 
youth. 

In  the  year  1653,  and  {to  use  the  chronology  of  the  cloister  and 
of  Oxford)  on  the  feast  of  the  Decollation  of  St^  John  the  Baptist, 
Mabilloa  was  received  as  a  Postulant  at  the  Benedictine  monastery 
then  attached  to  the  cathedral  church  of  St.  Remy.  In  that 
sublime  edifice  his  imagination  had  long  before  been  entranced  by 
the  anticipated  delights  of  a  life  of  devotional  retirement,  It  had 
teen  his  single  indulgence,  while  at  college,  to  wander  thither  that 
he  might  listen  to  the  choral  strains  as  they  rose,  and  floated,  and 
died  away  through  the  recesses  of  those  long  dmwn  aisles ;  and 
there  had  he  often  proposed  to  himself  the  question,  whether  this 
world  had  anything  to  offer  so  peaceful  and  so  pure  as  an  habitual 
ministration  at  those  hallowed  altars,  and  an  imbroken  ascent 
of  the  heart  heavenwards,  on  the  wings  of  those  unearthly  psal- 
modies? 

To  this  inquiry  hia  judgment,  or  his  feelmgs,  Htill  returned  the 
same  answer;  and,  at  tlie  end  of  his  novitiate,  he  gladly  pro- 
nounced those  irrevocable  vows  which  were  to  exclude  him  for 
ever  from  all  delights  less  elevated  than  those  of  a  devotional  life. 
He  had  not,  however,  long  to  await  the  proof  that  tho  exclusive 
use  of  this  ethereal  dietary  is  unfriendly  to  the  health  both  of 
these  gross  bodies  of  ours,  and  of  the  slugpsh  minds  by  which 
they  are  informed.  The  flesh  revolted;  and,  to  subdue  the  re- 
bellion, ascetic  rigours  were  required.  Then  (alaa  for  the  iKithos !) 
that  base  and  unfortunate  viscus,  the  stomach,  racked  his  head 
with  insufferable  pains.  Compelled  at  length  to  fly  for  relief  to 
tt^Benedictine  convent  at  Nogent,  he  there  soothed  his  aching 
brows  by  traversing,  and  mourning  over,  the  ruins  which  the  im- 
pious ravages  of  the  Huguenots  had  brought  upon  the  monastic 
huildings.  Then  passing,  for  relief,  to  another  monastery  at 
Corbi^  he  recovered  his  health ;  through  the  intercession  of  St. 
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Adelhard,  the  patron  saint  of  the  place,  as  he  piously  believed ; 
though  a  less  perfect  faith  might  have  been  tempted  to  ascribe 
the  cure  to  the  active  employments  in  the  open  air  in  which  the 
abbot  of  Corbie  compelled  him  to  engage. 

With  restored  health,  Mabillon  was  next  transferred,  by  the 
commands  of  his  superior,  to  the  royal  abbey  of  St.  Denys ;  there  to 
act  as  curator  of  the  treasures  which  the  profaneness  of  a  later  age 
has  scattered  to  the  winds.  This  was  jio  light  trust.  Amidst 
countless  monuments  of  the  illustrious  dead,  and  of  the  greatness  of 
the  French  monarchy,  the  collection  contained  one  of  the  arms  in 
which  the  aged  Simeon  had  raised  the  infant  Jesus  in  the  Temple; 
and  the  very  hand  which  the  sceptical  Thomas  had  stretched  out  to 
touch  the  wounded  side  of  his  risen  Lord  I 

It  was  just  one  year  before  the  birth  of  Mabillon,  that  the  con-- 
gregation  of  St.  Maur  had  taken  possession  of  the  monastery  of 
St.  Germain-des-Pr&  at  Paris.  At  the  time  of  his  arrival  at  St» 
Denys,  Dom  Luc  d'Achery,  a  Benedictine  monk,  was  engaged  at 
St.  Germain's,  in  one  of  those  gigantic  imdertakings  to  which 
Benard  had  invited  his  fraternity.  It  was  a  compilation  fit)m  the 
libraries  of  France  of  the  more  rare  and  valuable  letters,  poems, 
charters,  and  chronicles  relating  to  ecclesiastical  tiffairs,  which  had 
been  deposited  in  them  either  in  later  or  remoter  ages.  These 
gleanings  (for  they  were  published  under  the  name  of  Spicilegium) 
extended  over  thirteen  quarto  volumes.  Such,  however,  were  the 
bodily  infirmities  of  the  compiler,  that,  during  forty-five  years  he 
had  never  been  able  to  quit  the  infirmary.  There  he  soothed  his 
occasional  intermissions  of  pain  and  study,  by  weaving  chaplets  of 
flowers  for  the  embellishment  of  the  altars  of  the  church  of  St. 
Germain's. 

For  the  relief  of  this  venerable  scholar,  Mabillon,  then  in  his 
thirty-fifth  year,  was  withdrawn  from  his  charge  of  St.  Denys  to 
St.  Germain's,  where  he  passed  the  whole  of  his  remaining  life  in 
the  execution  of  that  series  of  works  which  have  placed  his  name 
at  the  head  of  the  competitors  for  the  palm  of  erudition  in  the 
most  erudite  nation  of  the  world,  at  the  period  of  her  greatest 
eminence  in  learning.  The  commencement  of  his  fame  was  laid 
in  a  demeanour  still  more  admirable  for  self-denial,  humility,  and 
lovingkindness.  To  mitigate  the  sufferings  of  D'Achery,  and  to 
advance  his  honour,  had  become  the  devoted  purpose  of  his  affec«* 
tionate  assistant.  Taking  his  seat  at  the  feet  of  the  old  man, 
Mabillon  humoured  his  weakness,  stole  away  his  lassitude,  and 
became  at  once  his  servant,  his  secretary,  his  friend,  and  his  con- 
fessor. From  the  resources  of  his  far  deeper  knowledge,  guided  by 
bis  much  larger  capadiyj  he  enabled  D'Achery  to  complete  his 
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Spicilegium, — generously  leaving  him  in  posseBsion  of  the  undivided 
honour  of  that  contribution  to  the  literary  wealth  of  France. 

Nor  waa  this  the  greatest  of  the  eelf-sacrificea  which  he  made  to 
gratify  the  feelings  of  the  aged  antiquarian.  Benard  and  the  other 
brethren  of  the  congregation  had,  from  their  first  settlement  at 
St.  Germain's,  meditated  a  complete  history  of  their  Order.  During 
forty  successive  yeai-s  they  had  accumulated  for  the  purpose  a  body 
of  materials  of  such  variety  and  magnitude  as  to  extinguish  the 
hopes  and  baffle  the  exertions  of  all  ordinary  men.  Having  found 
at  length  in  Mabillon  one  fitted  to  'grapple  with  whole  libraries,* 
they  committed  to  him  the  Titanic  labour  of  hewing  out  of  tlioser 
rude  masses  an  endimng  monument  to  the  glory  of  Benedict  and 
of  hia  spiritual  progeny.  He  undertook  the  task  in  the  spirit 
of  obedience  and  of  love.  In  the  printed  circular  letters  with 
which  he  solicited  the  aid  of  the  learned,  he  joined  the  name  of 
D'Achery  to  his  own  ;  aud  kept  ahve  the  same  friendly  fiction  by 
uniting  their  names  in  the  title-page  of  every  volume  of  the  Acta 
Sanctorum  Ordinia  Sancti  Benedict!  which  appeared  iu  D'Achery's 
lifetime. 

The  literary  annals  of  France,  although  abounding  in  prodigies, 
record  nothing  more  marvellous  than  the  composition  of  that  book 
by  a  single  man,  in  the  midst  of  other  labours  of  almost  equivl 
magnitude.  From  the  title  alone  it  might  be  inferred  that  it  was 
a  mere  collection  of  religious  biographies ;  and,  if  such  had  been 
the  fact,  they  who  are  the  deepest  vend  in  Roman  Catholic  ht^o- 
logy  would  probably  prefer  the  perusal  of  the  writers  of  ordinary 
romance;  since,  with  leas  irreverence  for  sacred  things,  they  are 
usually  more  entertaining,  and  not  less  authentic.  For,  in  recording 
the  lives  of  those  whom  it  is  the  pleasure  of  the  Chiuch  to  lionour, 
her  zealous  children  regard  every  incident  redounding  to  their 
glory,  as  resting  on  so  firm  and  broad  a  basis  of  antecedent  proba- 
bility, as  to  supersede  the  necessity  for  any  positive  evidence  at  all ; 
—  nay,  as  to  render  impious  the  questioning  of  any  such  testi- 
monies as  may  happen  to  be  cited,  even  when  they  are  the  most 
suspicious  and  equivocal.  This  argument  from  probability  is 
especially  insisted  on,  when  any  such  occurrences  are  alleged  as 
miraculous  —  that  is,  aa  improbable  —  for,  if  probable,  they  cease 
to  be  miracles.  Of  these  probable  improl»abilities,  few  writers  are 
better  persuaded,  or  more  profuse,  than  Mabillon. 

1~  But  apart  from  the  extravagancies  of  his  monkish  legends,  and  in     ■ 

despite  of  them  all,  Mabillon'a  book  will  live  in  perpetual  honour  fl 
and  remembrance  as  the  great  and  inexhaustible  reservoir  of  know-  H 
ledge  respecting  the  ecclesiastical,  religious,  and  monastic  history   jH 
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the  secular  condition  and  intellectual  character  of  mankind  during 
that  period.  In  those  nine  folios  lie,  in  orderly  method  and  chro- 
nological arrangement^  vast  accumulations  of  authentic  facts,  of 
curious  documents,  and  of  learned  disquisitions ;  like  some  rich 
geological  deposit,  from  which  the  Genius  of  histdiy  may  hereafter 
raise  up  and  irradiate  the  materials  of  a  philosophical  survey  of 
the  institutions,  habits,  and  opinions  which  have  been  transmitted 
fwm  those  remote  generations  to  our  own.  Thence  also  may  be 
readily  disinterred  picturesque  narratives  without  end ;  and  inex- 
haustible disclosures  both  of  the  strength  and  of  the  weakness  of 
the  human  heart. 

Nor  will  this  knowledge  be  found  in  the  state  of  rude  and  unor- 
ganised matter.  Mabillon  was  not  a  mere  compiler ;  but  was  also 
a  learned  theologian,  and  a  critic  and  scholar  of  the  first  order. 
When  emancipated  from  the  shackles  of  human  authority,  he  knew 
how  to  take  a  wide  survey  of  the  affairs  of  men,  and  could  sketch 
their  progress  from  age  to  age  with  a  free  and  powerful  hand.  To 
each  volume  which  he  lived  to  complete,  he  attached  a  prefatory 
survey  of  the  epoch  to  which  it  referred ;  and  those  Prolegomena,  if 
republished  in  a  detached  form,  would  constitute  such  a  review  of 
the  ecclesiastical  history  of  that  perplexing  period,  as  no  other 
writer  has  yet  given  to  the  world.  It  would,  indeed,  be  based 
throughout  upon  assumptions  which  the  Protestant  Churches  with 
one  voice  contradict.  But  if,  for  the  immediate  purpose,  those 
assumptions  were  conceded,  the  reader  of  such  a  work  would  find 
himself  in  possession  of  all  the  great  controversies  which  agitated 
the  Christian  world  during  several  centuries ;  and  of  the  best  solu- 
tions of  which  they  are  apparently  susceptible.  Nor  is  it  an  insig- 
nificant addition  to  their  other  merits,  that  the  Latin  in  which  these 
ponderous  Tomes  are  written,  if  often  such  as  Cicero  would  have 
rejected,  is  yet  better  adapted  than  the  purest  Ciceronian  style,  for 
the  easy  and  unambiguous  communication  of  thought  in  modern 
times — the  phraseology  and  the  grammar,  those  of  the  Court  of 
Augustus ;  the  idioms  and  structure  of  the  sentences,  not  seldom 
those  of  the  Coiut  of  Louis  Quatorze. 

In  the  reign  of  that  most  orthodox  Prince,  to  have  given  assent 
to  any  fact  on  which  the  Church  had  not  set  the  seal  of  her  infalli- 
bility was  hazardous ;  much  more  so  to  dissent  from  any  fact  which 
her  authority  had  sanctioned.  Yet  even  this  heavy  charge  was 
preferred  against  Mabillon  by  some  of  his  Benedictine  brethren, 
before  a  general  chapter  of  the  Order.  Among  the  saints  of  whom 
the  fraternity  boasted,  there  were  some  whose  relation  to  the  Order 
he  had  disputed ;  some  whose  claims  to  having  lived  and  died  in 
the  odour  of  sanctity  he  had  rejected ;  some  whose  very  existence 


he  had  denied.    So  at  least  we  imderstnud  the  accusation.     HitM 
antagonists  nuiiiitained  that  it  was  culpable,  thus  to  sacrifice  the 
edification  of  tlie  faithful  to  a  fastidious  regard  for  historical  evi- 
dence ;  and  injurious,  thus  to  abandon  ft  part  of  the  glories  of  tlielr 
society,  which,  by  mere  silence,  might  have  been  maintained  invio--- 
late.     Among  those  who  invoked  the  censure  of  their  superiors  oaa 
the  reckless  audacity  of  5Iabillon'a  critical  inquiries,  the  foremost 
was  Dom  Phillippe  Bastide;  and  to  him  Mahillon  addi-essed  a] 
defence,  in  every  line  of  which  his  meekneaa  and  his  love  of  trutb 
beautifully  balance  and  sustain  each  other. 

'I  Itave  ever  been  persuaded,'  he  says,  'that   in   claiming 
their  order  honours  not  justly  due  to  it,  monastic  men  offend  againi 
the  modesty  of  the  Gospel  aa  grievously  as  any  pereon  who  arro*  J 
gates  to  himself  individually  a  merit  to  wliich   he  is  not  roalIy!i 
entitled.     To  pretenil  that  this  is  allowable  because  the  praise  ib^ 
desired,  not  for  the  monk  himself,  but  for  his  order,  sec-ms  to  me  no  1 
better  than  a  specious  pretext  for  the  disguise  of  vanity.     Tliough  I 
disposed  to  many  faidts,  I  must  declare  that  I  have  ever  liad  ao  I 
insupeiable  aversion  to  this;  and  that  therefore  I  have  been  scnipu-1 
lous  in  inquiring  who  are  the  saints  really  belonging  to  my  own  f 
order.     It  is  certain  that  some  have  been  erroneously  attributed  to 
it,  either  from   the  almost  universal  desire  of  extolling,  without 
bounds,  the  brotherhood  of  which  we  are  memljers,  or  on  account  of 
some  obscurity  in  the  relations  which  have  been  already  published. 
The  most  uprigiit  of  onr  writers  have  made  this  acknowledgment ; 
nor  have  the  Fathers  Yebez  and  Menard  hesitated  to  reduce  the 
number  of  our  saints  by  omitting  those  whom  they  thought  inad- 
missible.    I  thought  myself  also  entitled  to  make  a  reasonable  uaa 
of  tills  freedom ;  though  with  all  the  caution  which  could  be  recon- 
^^^         ciled  with  reverence  for  truth.     I  commit  the  defence  of  my  work 
^^^L       to  the  Divine  Providence.     Itwasnotof  my  own  will  that  I  engaged 
^^^B       on  it.     My  bretlireu  did  me  the  honour  to  assign  the  task  to  rau ; 
^^^1        and  if  they  think  it  right-,  I  shall  cheerfully  resign  the  completion 
^^^H        of  it  to  any  one  whose  zeal  may  be  at  once  more  ardent  and  more 
^^H       enlightened  than  my  own.' 

^^^1  In  the  Benedictine  conclave  the  cause  of  historical  fidelity  tri- 

^^^1  amphed,  though  not  without  a  long  and  painfid  discussion.  In 
^^^H  proof  of  the  touching  candour  which  Mabillon  exhibited  as  a  con- 
^^^P  trovereialist,  we  are  told  tliat  he  spontaneously  published  one  of 
^^^  the  many  dissertations  against  his  book,  to  manifest  his  esteem  and 
W  affection  for  the  author  of  it.     But  before  subscribing  to  this  eu- 

K  lo^um,  one  would  wish  to  esamine  the  arrow  which  he  thus  winged 

^^^        for  a  flight  against  his  ovm  bosom.     Itecluse  as  he  was,  he  1 
^^^b       Ffeochman  still :  and  may  have  quietly  enjoyed  a  little  pleasantly 
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even  at  the  expense  of  a  friend  —  for  he  was  a  man  of  a  social 
spirit,  and  not  altogether  unskilled  in  those  arts  by  which  society 
is  amused  and  animated. 

The  sick  chamber  of  D'Achery  was,  however,  the  only  scdon  in 
which  he  could  exert  these  talents.  There,  for  the  gratification  of 
his  aged  friend,  and,  doubtless,  for  his  own,  he  was  accustomed  on 
certain  evenings  to  entertain  a  circle  of  scholars  devoted,  like  them- 
selves, to  antiquarian  researches.  The  hotels  of  Paris  in  his  days 
were  thronged  with  more  brilliant  assemblies,  —  even  as,  in  our 
own  times,  rSuniona  of  greater  aristocratic  dignity  have  adorned 
that  Faubourg  of  St.  Germain  in  which  these  gatherings  of  the 
learned  took  place.  But  neither  the  Bourbon  Lilies  nor  the  Im- 
perial Eagles  ever  protected  a  society  more  distinguished  by  the 
extent  and  depth  of  the  knowledge  they  were  able  to  interchange. 
In  that  ill-furnished  dormitory  of  the  decrepid  monk,  might  be 
seen  Du  Cange,  reposing  for*  a  moment  from  his  scrutiny  into  all 
the  languages  and  histories  of  mankind ;  and  Balnze,  rich  in  inex- 
haustible stores  of  feudal  and  ecclesiastical  learning;  and  D'Her- 
belot,  unrivalled  in  oriental  literature ;  and  Fleuiy,  in  whom  the 
Church  of  Eome  reveres  the  most  perfect  of  her  annalists;  and 
Adrian  de  Valois,  whose  superlative  skill  in  deciphering  the  remains 
of  the  first  dynasties  of  France  was  so  amusingly  combined  with 
almost  equal  ^kill  in  finding  fault  with  his  ovm  generation,  as  to 
provoke  an  occasional  smile  even  in  the  most  thoughtful  of  those 
grave  countenances ;  and,  more  eminent  than  aU  these,  F^n^km, 
then  basking  in  the  noon  of  royal  favour,  and  Bossuet,  in  the 
meridian  of  his  genius,  both  of  whom,  if  not  habitual  guests  at  the 
monastery,  lived  in  an  affectionate  confidence  with  Mabillon, 
which  they  were  unable  to  maintain  with  each  other. 

Nor  were  these  the  only  relations  which  he  had  formed  with  the 
world  beyond  his  convent  walls.  The  Jesuits,  the  Bollandists  of 
Antwerp,  and  the  chroniclers  of  the  Carthusian  and  Cistercian 
fraternities,  solicited  his  aid  in  their  various  literary  pursuits. 
Leibnitz  applied  to  him  for  intelligence  regarding  the  House  of 
Brunswick ;  and  even  Madame  de  la  Valliere  sued  for  his  interest 
to  procure  for  one  of  her  kindred  advancement  in  that  world  from 
which  she  had  herself  retired  to  penitential  solitude.  Like  other 
luminaries  in  the  same  literary  firmament,  he  was  now  followed  by 
his  attendant  satellites ;  nor  was  his  orbit  seldom  disturbed  by  the 
too  close  vicinity  of  the  bodies  amidst  which  he  was  constrained  to 
pass. 

The  theological,  or  rather  the  conventual,  world  was  at  that 
time  agitated  by  a  controversy,  in  which  the  great  eulogist  of  the 
Benedictine  Saints  could  not  have  declined  to  interfere  without 
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Bome  loss  of  hotioitr,  and  some  abandonment  of  the  cause  of  which  I 
he  had  become  the  illustrious  advocate.  It  related  to  the  author- 
ship  of  the  treatise  '  De  Imitatione  ChriBti,' —  of  all  iminapired 
writings  incomparably  the  most  poptdar,  if  the  popularity  of  books 
may  be  inferred  from  the  continuance  and  extent  of  their  circula-, 
tiou.  That  it  v/as  written,  either  in  the  fourteenth,  or  at  the  com-*' 
mencement  of  the  fifteenth,  century,  was  a  well  ascertjuned  fact;fl 
aud  that  the  author  was  a  monk  might  be  confidently  inferred! 
from  internal  evidence.  But  was  he  Thomas  &  Kempis,  one  of  the! 
regular  canons  of  Mont.  St.  Agnes,  near  Zwol  ?  or  was  he  tba  1 
Benedictine  Jean  Gersen  ?  This  was  the  point  at  issue ;  and  with  I 
what  learning,  zeal,  and  perseverance,  it  was  debated,  is  well  J 
known  to  ail  the  curious  in  such  matters ;  and  may  be  learned  by  | 
others  from  the  notice  prefixed  by  Thuilhers  to  his  edition  of  the  J 
posthumous  works  of  Mabillou.  It  is  only  so  far  as  his  pen  was  I 
divei-ted  from  its  Cyclopean  t«ila  by  this  protracted  warfare,  that  ] 
we  are  concerned  with  it  at  present. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  a  Flemish  printer,  | 
then  living  at  Paiis  (Joducus  Badius  Ascentius  was  his  Latinised  ( 
name),  published  two  editions   of  the  '  De  Imitatione,'  in  which   I 
Thomas,  of  tlie  village  of  Keoip,  in  the  diocese  of  Cologne,  was,  for 
the  first  time,  announced  as  the  author.     Francis  de  Tol,  or  Tob, 
a  German,  in  two  other  editions,  followed  this  examj;)le ;  and  was 
himself  followed  by  Sommatius,  a  Jesuit,  —  in  reliance,  as  he  said, 
on  certain  manuscripts  of  the  work  in  the  handwriting  of  Thomas 
a  Kempis,  then  to  be  seen  at  Antwerp  and  Louvain. 

But  in  the  year  1616,  Constantine  Cajitano,  a  Benedictine  monk, 
published  at  Rome  another  edition,  in  the  title-page  of  which  Ger- 
sen was  declared  to  be  the  author ;  partly  on  the  authority  of  a 
manuscript  at  the  Jesuit's  College  at  Aroua,  and  partly  in  deference 
to  the  judgment  of  Cardinal  Btjliarmine. 

Kound  Cajitano  rallied  aU  the  champions  of  the'Gersenian  cause. 
The  partisans  of  Thomas  h  Kempis  found  an  equally  zealous  leader 
ill  tbeperaonofRosweid,  a  Jesuit.  Bellarmine,  himselfa  member  of 
the  same  company,  was,  as  the  Kempists  maint^ned,  induced  by 
Bosweid  to  abandon  the  Gersenian  standard.  The  Benedictines, 
on  the  contrary',  assert  that  the  Cardinal  never  deserted  it  atall,  nor 
ever  gave  in  his  adhesion  to  their  adversaries  except  by  pronoun- 
cing the  words,  '  As  you  will,'  in  order  to  silence  tbe  importunities 
with  which  the  anxious  Kempists  were  distiirbing  his  dying  bed. 

Whatever  the  fact  may  be  regarding  Bel larm in e's  latest  opinion, 
the  next  chieftain  who  appeal's  on  this  battle-field  is  Francis 
Waldegrave ;  who,  with  true  English  pertinacity  aud  party  spirit, 
travei'sed  the  Continent,  to  bring  up  to  Cajitano  a  vast  reinforce- 
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ment  of  manuscripts,  pictures,  and  other  proofs  collected  from  all 
the  German,  Swiss,  and  Italian  abbeys.  Missiles  from  either  side 
darkened  the  air ;  when,  between  the  combatants,  appeared  the 
majestic  form  of  Eichelieu  himself,  who,  having  employed  the 
royal  press  at  the  Louvre  to  print  off  a  new  edition  of  tiie  *  De 
Imitatione,'  enjoyed  at  once  the  honour  of  being  solicited  by  the 
disputants  on  either  side  for  his  authoritative  suffrage,  and  the 
pleasure  of  disappointing  both,  by  maintaining  to  the  last  a  digni- 
fied neutrality. 

On  the  death  of  Eosweid,  the  commander  of  the  Kempists,  his 
Baton  passed  to  Fronteau,  a  regular  canon,  who  signalised  his 
accession  to  the  command  by  a  work  called  *  Thomas  Vindi- 
catus.'  This,  for  the  first  time,  drew  into  the  field  the  congrega- 
tion of  St.  Maur,  who,  by  their  champion  Dom  Quatremaire, 
threw  down  the  gauntlet  in  the  form  of  a  pamphlet  entitled 
*  Gersen  Assertus.'  It  was  taken  up  by  the  Jesuit,  George  Heser, 
the  author  of  what  he  called  *  Dioptra  Kempensis.'  That  blow 
was  parried  by  Quatremaire,  in  a  publication  to  which  he  gave 
the  title  of  *  Gersen  iterum  Assertus.'  And  then  the  literary 
combatants  were  both  surprised  and  alarmed  to  learn  that  the 
Prevot  of  Paris  considered  their  feud  as  dangerous  to  the  peace 
of  that  most  excitable  of  cities ;  and  that  they  could  no  longer  be 
permitted  to  shed  ink  with  impunity  in  the  cause  of  either 
claimant. 

Thus  the  controversy  was  transferred  to  the  safe  arbitrament  of 
Harlay,  the  archbishop  of  that  see ;  who,  having  no  other  qualifi- 
cation for  the  task  than  the  dignity  he  derived  from  his  mitre, 
convened  at  his  palace  a  solemn  council  of  the  learned,  which, 
under  his  own  presidency,  was  to  investigate  the  pretensions  of 
Thomas  and  of  Gersen.  Of  this  conclave  Mabillon  was  a  member; 
and,  after  much  deliberation,  they  pronounced  a  sentence  which 
affirmed  the  title  of  Gersen  to  the  honour  of  having  written  this 
ever-memorable  treatise. 

An  ultimate  appeal  to  public  opinion  lies  against  all  adjudica- 
tions, let  who  will  be  the  author  of  them ;  and  in  due  season  the 
Father  Testelette  made  that  appeal  against  the  decision  of  the 
archiepiscopal  palace,  in  the  form  of  a  book  entitled  *  Vindici» 
Kempenses,'  which  drew  from  Mabillon  his  *  Animadversiones ' 
on  the  argument  of  Testelette.  A  truce  of  ten  years  followed; 
after  which  another  council  was  held,  under  the  presidency  of  Du 
Cange ;  and  although  they  pronounced  no  formal  sentence,  yet  the 
general  inclination  and  tendency  of  their  opinions  appears  to  have 
been  hostile  to  the  claims  of  Gersen,  —  which  have  ever  since  been 
regarded  by  the  best  judges  with  suspicion,  if  not  with  disfavour. 

s 
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Agit.ited  hy  this  vehement  dispute,  and  mouniing  tbe  silence  o( 
iier  infallible  head,  the  Kommi  Cittbolic  Cliui-ch  was  at  length  re- 
joiced to  repose  in  tlie  oracular  dictum  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales, 
who  declared  that  the  authorship  was  to  be  ascribed  neither  to 
Thomas  k  Kempis  nor  to  Gersen,  but  to  Him  by  whose  inspiratiou 
the  Scriptures  themselves  bad  been  written ! 

It  is  probably  on  account  of  the  darkness  of  the  regions  through 
which  they  pass,  that  antiquarians,  philologists,  and  theologians  are 
80  much  addicted  to  use  theirpens  as  belligerent  weapons.  Though 
the  moat  peacefid  of  mankind,  Mabillon,  while  waging  war  with 
the  Kempists  on  one  flank,  was  engaged  in -a  contest  not  less  ar- 
duous with  the  Bollandists  on  the  other.  Papebroch,  one  of  the 
most  learned  of  that  learned  body,  had  piiblisbed  a  book  on  the 
art  of  verifying  the  charters  and  other  ancient  public  acts  de- 
posited in  the  various  archives  of  Europe.  lu  168 1  Mabillon 
answered  him  in  a  treatise  '  De  Ee  Diplomatica.'  After  laying 
down  rules  for  distinguishing  the  false  instruments  from  the 
true,  —  rules  derived  from  the  form  of  the  character,  the  colour  of 
the  ink,  the  nature  of  the  penmanship,  the  style  and  orthography 
of  the  instrument,  the  dates,  seals,  and  subscriptions, —  he  pro- 
ceeded to  show,  by  more  than  200  examples,  how  his  laws  might 
be  applied  as  a  test;  and  how,  by  the  application  of  that  test,  the 
manuscripts  on  which  Papebroch  chiefly  relietl  might  be  shown  to 
he  valueless.  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  interest  of  thisj 
dispute  (which,  however,  involves  questions  of  the  very  highes 
practical  importance),  no  one  probably  will  read  with  indififerenof 
the  answer  of  Papebroch  to  hia  formidable  antjigonist :  — 

'  I  assiu-e  you,'  he  says,  'that  the  only  satisfaction  which  I  ret 
in  having  written  at  all  on  this  subject  is,  that  it  has  induced  jrt 
to  write  so  consummate  a  work.  I  confess  that  I  felt  some  piulil 
when  I  first  read  it,  at  finding  myself  refuted  in  a  mamie 
elusive.  But  the  utility  and  tbe  beauty  of  your  treatise  have  i 
length  got  the  better  of  my  weakness ;  and  in  the  joy  of  contem- 
plating the  truth  exhibited  in  a  light  so  transparent,  I  calleil  on 
my  fellow  student  here  to  partake  of  my  own  admiration.  You 
neetl  have  no  difficulty,  therefore,  in  statiug  publicly,  whenever  i 
may  fall  in  your  way,  that  I  entirely  adopt  and  concur  in  you) 
opinions.' 

While  Papebroch,  thus  gracefully  lowering  his  lance,  retire 
from  the  lists,  they  were  entered  by  Father  Germon,  anothq 
Jesuit;  who,  anned  with  two  duodecimo  volumes,  imdertook  j 
subvert  the  new  Benedictine  science.  His  main  assault  was  aimf^ 
at  the  assumption  pervading  Mabillon's  hook,  that  the  authentidtl 
and  the  authority  of  an  ancient  charter  were  the  same.     He  sud 
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gested  that  forgery  waa  a  very  wide-spread  art,  and  had  probably 
flourished  with  peculiar  vigour  in  remote  and  ignorant  ages.  Ma- 
billon  was  content  to  reply  that  throughout  his  extensive  researches, 
he  had  never  found  a  proof  of  any  such  imposture.  His  disciples 
assailed  the  sceptical  Germon  by  far  more  elaborate  hostilities.  In 
one  form  or  another  the  dispute  has  descended  to  our  own  times. 
At  the  commencement  of  it,  in  the  seventeenth  century,  in  France, 
it  jdelded  (as  what  French  dispute  will  not  yield  ?)  some  choice 
entertainment.  The  Jesuit,  Hardouin,  anticipating  our  contem- 
porary, Strauss,  resolved  all  these  ancient  instruments,  and  with 
them  a  large  part  of  the  remains  of  antiquity,  into  so  many 
monkish  and  mythical  inventions.  Thus,  he  declared  that  the 
odes  of  Horace  were  written  in  some  Benedictine  monastery;  and 
that  Lalage  herself  was  nothing  more  than  a  monkish  poetical 
symbol  of  the  Christian  faith.  Whither  such  theories  tended  Har- 
douin clearly  enough  perceived;  but  he  sheltered  himself  by 
offering  up  his  thanks  to  Grod  that  he  had  been  denied  all  himian 
faith,  in  order  (as  he  said)  that  the  total  want  of  it  might  improve 
and  strengthen  his  divine  faith.  Boileau's  remark  on  the  occasion 
was  still  better:  *I  have  no  great  fancy  for  monks,'  he  said, 
*  yet  I  should  be  glad  to  have  known  Brother  Horace  and  Dom 
Virgil.' 

Father  Anacreotf  might  have  been  recognised  by  the  great 
satirist  in  the  person  of  the  reverend  Armand  Jean  le  Bouthillier 
de  Ranc^,  who,  having  been  appointed,  at  the  age  of  ten,  to  a 
canonry  at  Notre  Dame,  became,  in  less  than  three  years  after- 
wards, the  author  of  a  new  edition  of  the  Anacreontic  Odes,  —  a 
work  of  undoubted  merit  in  its  way ;  though  it  must  not  be  con- 
cealed that  the  young  canon  was  happy  in  the  possession  of  a 
learned  tutor,  as  well  as  of  powerful  patrons ;  for  Richelieu  was 
his  godfather  and  kinsman,  Bossuet  his  friend,  Marie  de  Medicis 
his  protector,  Francis  de  Harlay  (afterwards  archbishop  of  Paris) 
the  associate  of  his  youthful  revels,  and  De  Retz  his  instructor  in 
intrigue  and  politics.  Eminent  alike  in  the  field  and  at  the  Sor- 
bonne,  De  Raiic^  would  occasionally  throw  aside  his  hunting  frock 
for  his  cassock,  —  saying  to  Harlay,  *  Je  vais  ce  matin  pr^cher 
comme  un  ange,  ce  soir  chasser  comme  un  diable.'  The  pupil  of 
the  coadjutor  was,  of  course,  however,  an  eyesore  and  an  offence  to 
Mazarin;  and  being  banished  by  him  to  Verret,  this  venerable 
archdeacon  and  doctor  in  divinity  (such  were  then  his  dignities) 
converted  his  chateau  there  into  so  luxurious  a  retreat,  that  the 
cardinal  himself  might  have  looked  with  envy  on  the  exile. 

The  spirit  of  this  extraordinary  churchman  was,  however,  des- 
tined to  undergo  a  change,  immediate,  final,  and  complete.     De  la 
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Roqiie  relates  that  having  hurried  to  an  interview  with  a  lady 
whom  he  was  enamoured,  he  found  her  stretched  in  her  shroud  ■ 
a  disfigtired  corpse,  MarsoUier'a  story  is  that  his  life  waa  saved  hy 
the  rehouad  of  a  musket-ball  from  a  pouch  attached  to  his  shooting 
belt.  It  is  agreed  on  all  sides  that,  under  the  deep  emotion  ex- 
cited by  some  such  startling  occurrence,  lie  retired  from  the  worl^, 
and  became  first  the  founder,  and  then  the  Ablje  of  the  monaster]'' 
of  La  Trappe,  of  the  Cistercian  Order,  where  he  remaiued  till  hi^ 
death.  During  the  forty  intervening  yeais  he  was  engaged 
solving  the  problem  —  what  are  the  Maxima  of  self-inflicted  m 
tifications  which,  in  the  transit  through  this  world  to  the  next, 
is  possible  to  combine  with  the  Minima  of  innocent  self-gratifi- 
cations ? 

^Tiile  occupied  in  this  rueful  inquiry,  it  happened  that 
Ranee  lighted  on  a  treatise  which  MabiUon  had  recently  pub)! 
under  the  title  of  '  Traits  des  Etudes  monastiques.'  To  M.  de 
Trappe,  it  appeared  that  the  book  was  designed  as  an  iudirt 
attack  on  himself  and  his  community ;  and  he  made  his  appeal 
the  world  he  had  abandoned,  in  a  publication,  entitled  '  Uepoi 
au  Traits  des  Etudes  monastiques.'  In  reluctant  obedience  to  tl 
commands  of  bis  spiritual  superiora,  Mabillon  published  'Reftexioi 
BUT  la  RSponse  de  M.  I'Abb^  de  la  Trappe,'  which  drew  from  De 
Ranc^  another  volume,  entitled  '  Eclaircissements  sur  la  Repouse,' 
Ac;  and  there  the  controversy  ended. 

When  one  of  two  disputants  plants  his  foot  on  the  terra  finna 
intelligible  utility,  and  the  other  is  upborne  hy  the  shifting,  dar] 
and  shapeless  clouds  of  mysticism,  it  is  impossible  for  aoiy  witnf 
of  the  conflict  to  trace  distinctly  either  the  progress  or  the  ri 
of  it.     It  may,  liowever,  be  in  general  reported  of  this  debate  thi 
according"  to  the  Benedictine   arguments,  he   best   employs 
leisure  of  a  religious  state  who  most  successfully  devotes  it  to 
diffusion  among  mankind  of  divine  and  human  knowledge 
according  to  the  Trappist,  such  labours  are  at  best  but  the  full 
ment  of  the  written,  positive,  and  categorical  commands  of  Scrip-' 
ture  or  of  the  Church,  —  an  obedience  of  incomparably  less  excel- 
lency than   that  which  is  due  from  those  communities,  or  from 
those  individuals,  who  are  called  to  the  state  of  sinless  perfection ; 
for  to  them  it  is  given,  not  merely  or  chiefly  to  conform  to  absolute 
rules  of  duty,  but  to  listen  to  those  inarticulate  Hiiggestious  which, 
from  the  sanctuary  of  tho  Divine  presence,  descend  into  the  sanc- 
tuary of  the  human  heart,  and  to  dwell  amidst  those  elevations  of 
soul  to  which  such  heaven-born  impulses  are  designed  to  conduct 
them. 

They  who  thus  contended  could  never  come  within  the  reach  <rf' 
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each  other's  weapons.  But  Mabillon  and  De  Sance  could  never 
get  beyond  the  reach  of  each  other's  love.  After  the  close  of  the 
debate  they  met  at  La  Trappe ;  and  separated  —  not  without 
much  unreserved  and  affectionate  intercourse,  —  each  in  possession 
of  his  own  opinion,  and  of  his  antagonist's  esteem.  The  sentences 
of  Innocent  XII.  and  Clement  XI.  awarded  the  victory  to  the 
author  of  ^Les  Etudes  monastiques;'  and,  without  the  gift  of  in- 
fallibility, the  same  result  might,  with  safety,  have  been  predicted 
from  the  different  tempers  in  which  the  controversialists  had  en- 
coimtered  each  other.  Mabillon  descended  to  the  contest  in  the 
panoply  of  a  humble,  truth-loving  spirit.  De  Eance  (if  we  may 
rely  on  those  who  knew  him  well)  was  not  emancipated,  even  in 
his  retreat,  from  that  enervating  thirst  for  himian  sympathy  which 
had  distinguished  him  in  the  world.  His  disputations  and  his 
self-tormentings  are  both  supposed  to  have  been  deeply  tinged  by 
his  constitutional  vanity ;  and  it  was  believed  that  he  would  have 
been  far  less  assiduous  in  digging  his  grave  and  macerating  his 
flesh,  if  the  pilgrimage  to  La  Trappe  had  not  become  a  rage  at 
Paris ;  and  if  the  salons  of  that  most  inquisitive  capital  had  not 
been  so  curious  for  descriptions  of  that  living  sepulchre,  that  the 
very  votaries  of  pleasure  were  sometimes  irretrievably  drawn,  by  a 
kind  of  suicidal  fascination,  within  those  gates  impervioiLS  to  all 
sublimary  delights,  and  scarcely  visited  by  the  light  of  day. 

From  the  depths  of  his  humility  Mabillon  gathered  not  only 
truth,  but  coiu'age.  In  his  days  the  altars  of  the  Church  were 
every  where  hallowed  by  the  relics  of  saints  and  martyrs;  of  which 
the  catacombs  at  Rome  afforded  an  inexhaustible  supply.  To 
watch  over  this  precious  deposit,  and  to  discriminate  the  spurious 
article  from  the  true,  was  the  peculiar  ofl&ce  of  a  congregation 
selected  for  that  purpose  from  the  sacred  college.  But  though  the 
skill  and  the  integrity  of  cardinals  were  remote  from  all  suspicion, 
who  could  answer  for  the  good  faith  of  their  subordinate  agents, 
and  what  was  the  security  that  the  Dulia  appropriate  to  the  bones 
of  the  blessed  might  not  be  actually  rendered  to  the  skeletons  of 
the  ungodly? 

When  teaching  the  art  of  discriminating  between  the  osseous 
remains  of  different  mammalia,  Cuvier  never  displayed  a  more 
edifying  seriousness  than  was  exhibited  by  Mabillon  in  laying 
down  the  laws  which  determine  whether  any  given  bone  belonged 
of  yore  to  a  sinner  or  a  saint.  The  miracle-working  criterion, 
though  apparently  the  best  of  all,  being  rejected  silently,  and  not 
without  very  good  reasons,  Eusebius  Bomanus  (such  was  his 
incognito  on  this  occasion)  addressed  to  Theophilus  Grallus  a  letter 
*  De  Cultu  Sanctorum  ignotorum ; '  in  which  he  discussed  the  suffi- 
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ciency  of  three  other  tests.      First,  he  inquired,  are  we  sure  cif  tlnH 
sanctity  of  a  bone  extracted  from  a  sepulchre  on  wltich  an  anagranJ^ 
of  the  niHiie  of  Christ  is  sculptured  iu  the  midst  of  palms  and 
iaurele  ?     The  answer  ie  discouraging :  hecaiuse  it  ia  a  well-aa0€!r- 
taiaed  fact  that  the  body  of  one  Flavia  Jovina  waa  found  in  this 
precise  predicament,  and  yet  she  was  a,  simple  neophyte.     Then, 
secondly,  are  we  safe  if  a  vase  stained  with  blood  be  also  found  in 
the  tomb?     Nothing  more  secure  —  if  only  we   could   be   cjulta 
certain  that  the  stain  was  sanguineous,  and  waa  not  produced  by 
the  perfumea  which  the  ancients  were  accustomed  to  heap  up  in 
Buch  vessels.     But,  thirdly,  what  if  the  word '  Martyr  '  be  engravea 
on  the  atone?  In  that  case  all  doubt  would  heat  an  end,  were  it  not— 
for  a  sophistical  doctrine  of  eqidvaleiita  which  the  relic  dealera  havi^l 
propagated.     Thus,  for  example,  at  the  abbey  of  St.  Martin, 
Pontoiae,  the  devout  had  long  been  honouring  the  corpse  of  ou 
Ursinua,  in  the  quiet  belief  that  the  words  of  his  sepulchral  inscriH 
tion  were  equivalent  to  a  declaration  of  martyrdom,  whereas,  i 
inquiry,  it  turned  out  that  they  were  really  as  follows :  '  Here  tis^ 
Urainua,  who  died  on  the  first  of  June,  after  living  with  his 
Leontia  20  years  and  6  mouths,  and  iu  the  world  49  years, 
months,  and  3  days.'       Thus  his  only  recorded  martyrdom  waa  t 
endurance   of  Leontia's  conjugal  society   for   twenty   years   and  ] 
upwards. 

Abandoning  then  all  these  guides,  whither  are  we  to  look  for 
awurance  as  to  the  title  of  a  relic  to  the  veneration  of  the  faithful  ? 
To  thia  grave  inquiry  the  learned  Benedictine  gravely  answers  aa 
follows:  Be  sure  that  the  alleged  saint  has  been  authentically 
proved  to  have  been  a  saint.  Be  sure  that  his  sanctity  was  t 
tablished,  not  merely  l)y  baptism,  but  by  some  illustrious  deedi 
attested  either  by  tradition  or  by  certain  proofs.  Above  all,  I 
sure  that  the  apostolic  aee  has  ordained  that  hom^e  l»e  rendered  t 
his  remains.  Admirable  canons,  doubUess.  Yet  to  an  uneDlightenej 
Protestant  it  would  seem  that  they  afford  no  solution  of  the  f 
blem  —  Did  this  very  jawbone  before  which  we  are  kneeling, 
sustain,  while  yet  in  life  and  action,  the  teeth  of  a  martyr,  or  the 
teeth  of  one  of  thoae  by  whom  martyrs  were  slain,  or  the  teeth  of 
any  one  else  ? 

To  assert  that  any  such  question  was  debatable  at  all  before  the 
tribimal  of  human  reason,  waa,  however,  an  overt  act  of  liberalism; 
which   Mabillon  was  of  courae   required  to  expiate.     Long  and  I 
anxious  were  the  debates  in  the  congregation  of  the  Index,  whether^ 
the  book  should  not  be  condemned,  and  the  temerity  of  the  authoi 
rebuked ;  nor  would  that  censure  have  been  averted  but  for  the  1 
interference  of  the  Pope  iu  person  ;  who  made  himself  sponsor  for  J 
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the  willingness  of  Eusebius  to  explain  in  a  new  edition  whatever 
might  be  thought  objectionable  in  the  first.  The  pledge  was  re- 
deemed accordingly ;  and  then  the  letter  ^  De  Cultu  Sanctorum 
ignotorum '  was  not  only  acqiutted  of  reproach  by  that  sacred  Col- 
lege, but  even  honoured  with  their  emphatic  approbation. 

Mabillon  gave  a  yet  more  decisive  proof  that  he  was  not  blinded 
to  truth  by  any  extravagant  scepticism.  In  his  days,  as  in  our 
own,  there  was  living  a  M.  Thiers,  a  man  of  singular  talents,  and 
of  no  less  remarkable  courage;  who  had  accused  the  Benedictine 
fathers  of  Vendome  of  an  egregious  imposture,  in  exhibiting  at 
their  convent  one  of  those  tears  which  fell  from  the  eyes  of  Jesus 
when  he  wept  at  the  grave  of  Lazarus.  An  angel  (such  was  the 
legend)  had  treasured  it  up,  and  given  it  to  Mary,  the  sister  of  the 
deceased.  It  passed  some  centuries  afterwards  to  the  treasury  of 
relics  at  Constantinople ;  and  was  bestowed  by  some  Greek  emperor 
upon  some  German  mercenaries  in  reward  for  some  services  to  his 
crown.  They  placed  it  in  the  abbey  of  Frisingen,  whence  it  was 
conveyed  by  the  emperor  Henry  III.,  who  transferred  it  to  his 
mother-in-law,  Agnes  of  Anjou,  the  foundress  of  the  monastery  of 
Vendome,  where  she  deposited  it.  Mabillon  threw  the  shield  of 
his  boundless  learning  roimd  this  tradition  ;  maintaining  that  the 
genuineness  of  the  relic  might  at  least  be  reasonably  presumed  from 
the  admitted  facts  of  the  case ;  that  it  had  a '  prescriptive  claim 
to  the  honours  it  received ;  and  that  his  brethren  ought  to  be 
left  in  peaceable  enjoyment  of  the  advantages  they  derived  from 
the  exhibition  in  their  church  at  Vendome  of  the  Holy  Tear  of 
Bethany. 

Passing  from  fables  too  puerile  for  the  nursery,  to  inqiuries 
which  have  hitherto  perplexed  the  senate,  Mabillon  imdertook  to 
explain  the  right  principles  of  Prison  Discipline,  in  a  work  entitled 
*  Reflexions  sur  les  Prisons  des  Ordres  Eeligieux.'  He  insisted, 
that  by  a  judicious  alternation  and  mixture  of  solitude,  labour, 
silence,  and  devotion,  it  was  practicable  to  render  the  gaol  a  school 
for  the  improvement  of  its  imhappy  inmates  in  social  arts  and  in 
moral  character.  After  discussing  to  what  extent  solitary  confine- 
ment would  be  consistent  with  the  mental  and  bodily  health  of 
the  sufferers,  and  how  far  the  rigour  of  punishment  ought  to  be 
mitigated  by  exercise  and  active  employments,  he  concludes  as 
follows : — 

*To  return  to  the  prison  of  St.  Jean  Climaque.  A  similar 
place  might  be  established  for  the  reception  of  penitents.  There 
should  be  in  such  a  place  several  cells  like  those  of  the  Chaiireux, 
with  a  workshop,  in  which  the  prisoners  might  be  employed  at 
some  useful  work.     To  each  cell  also  might  be  attached  a  little 
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irden,  to  be  thrown  open  to  the  prisoner  at  certain  Iioura,  for  the 
lenefit  of  labour,  and  exercise  in  the  open  air.  They  should 
ttend  public  worship,  at  first  in  a  separate  lodge  or  compartment, 
tad  afterwards  in  the  choir  witli  the  congregation  at  large,  so  soon 
3  they  should  have  passed  the  earlier  stages  of  penal  discipline, 
i  given  proofs  of  penitence.  Their  diet  should  be  coarse  and 
)r,  and  their  fasta  irequeut.  They  should  receive  frequent  ex- 
'  bortatiou,  and  the  master  of  the  gaol,  either  in  person  or  by 
deputy,  slionld  from  time  to  time  see  them  in  private,  at  once  to 
console  and  to  strengthen  them.  Strangers  should  not  be  per- 
mitted to  enter  the  place,  from  which  all  external  society  should  be 
strictly  excluded.  Once  establish  this,  and  so  far  from  such  a 
retirement  appearing  horrible  and  insupportable,  I  am  convinced 
that  the  greater  number  of  the  prisoners  would  scarcely  regret 
their  confinement,  even  if  it  were  for  life.  I  am  aware  that  all 
this  will  be  considered  as  a  vision  of  some  new  Atlantis :  but  let 
the  world  say  or  think  what  it  may,  it  would  be  easy  to  render 
isons  more  tolerable  and  more  usefiil,  if  men  were  but  disposed 
Kio  make  the  attempt' 

'  0  wrote  a  Benedictine  monk  in  the  age  and  kingdom  of  Louis 

Xrv.     The  honour  which  one  of  his  biographers,  M.  de  Malan, 

challenges  for  him_,  of  being  the  very  earliest  of  those  who  have 

addressed  themselves  to  this  difficult  subject  in  the  spirit  of  phil- 

I  antbropy  and  wisdom,  is  strictly  his  due.     To  the   enlightened 

■leformer  of  prisons  may  be  cheerfully  forgiven  his  sacred  osteology, 

Pa&d  even  his  defence  of  the  Holy  Tear  of  Vendome.     Though  in 

bondage  to  the  prejudices  of  his  own  age,  he  was  able  to  break 

through  the  bonds  which  have  shackled  so  many  powerful  minds  in 

later  and  more  enlightened  times. 

In  the  midst  of  these  and  similar  employments,  Mabillon  had 
iched  his  sixty-second  year,  but  the  great  project  of  his  life  was 
till  unfinished  and  unattempt^d.  In  the  belief  that  the  end  of  Ida 
Jays  was  drawing  near,  he  desired  to  consecrate  them  Ui  a  devout 
«reparatio[i  for  death.  But  being  roused  to  the  task  by  the  in- 
s  of  Renaudot  and  Baluze,  and  his  affectionate  pupil  Ruiuart, 
iie  engaged,  with  all  the  ardour  of  youth,  in  collecting  materials 
tibr  his  long-meditated  history  of  the  Benedictine  Order.  In 
Btudying  and  methodising  the  vast  collections  at  his  disposal,  the 
iged  scholar  displayed,  though  without  a  shade  of  scepticism,  an 
tutenesa  which  the  subtlest  sceptic  might  have  envied,  and,  with- 
lut  a  tinge  of  philosophy,  a  luminousness  of  mind  worthy  of  the 
most  illustrioua  philosopher. 

At  that  period  the  more  ardent  sons  of  the  Church  regarded  her 
I  no  less  infallible  when  she  asserted  historical  facts,  than  when 
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she  proclaimed  dogmatic  truths.  On  the  other  hand^  the  Centuri- 
ators  of  Magdeburgh,  Du  Pin,  Eichard  Simon,  and  even  the  great 
Arnauld,  had  presimied  to  interrogate  ecclesiastical  traditions,  and 
to  controvert  the  authority  of  popes  and  synods,  fathers  and  saints, 
whenever  it  touched  on  topics  beyond  the  articles  of  the  Christian 
faith.  This  audacious  freedom  was  rebuked  by  the  contemptuous 
and  withering  eloquence  of  Bossuet ;  and  Mabillon  presented  him- 
self as  the  great  living  model  of  an  historian,  employing  the  most 
profound  and  varied  knowledge,  under  the  severe  restraints  of  this 
intellectual  docility.  By  day  and  by  night  he  laboured,  during  the 
last  fourteen  years  of  his  life,  on  the  annals  of  his  Order ;  without 
so  much  as  a  solitary  departure  from  the  implicit  submission  which 
he  yielded  to  the  Church,  as  to  all  matters  of  fact  attested  either 
by  her  own  authoritative  voice,  or  by  the  decision  of  her  accredited 
doctors.  The  result  was,  that,  instead  of  a  history  of  what  had 
actually  occurred,  he  produced  a  chronicle,  from  which  it  may  be 
learnt  what  are  the  occurrences,  the  belief  of  which  the  Church  has 
sanctioned,  or  has  silently  left  to  the  investigation  of  her  obedient 
annalists. 

It  is,  however,  a  book  which  irresistible  evidence  establishes,  and 
which,  without  such  evidence,  could  not  be  believed  to  be  the  work 
of  a  single  man  between  his  sixty-second  and  seventy-sixth  years. 
It  comprises  a  biography  of  the  Benedictine  saints  in  a  form  more 
compendious  than  that  of  his  Acta  Sanctorum.  It  contains  an 
account  of  every  other  illustrious  member  of  the  Order.  It  in- 
cludes a  careful  review  of  every  book  written  by  any  eminent 
Benedictine  author.  All  the  grants  and  charters  under  which  the 
property  and  privileges  of  their  monasteries  were  held,  are  recapi- 
tulated and  abridged  in  it.  Finally,  it  embraces  a  description  of 
all  their  sepulchral  and  other  ancient  monuments. 

Five  folio  volumes  of  this  vast  compilation  were  finished,  and 
the  last  was  about  to  appear,  when  the  life  and  labours  of  Mabillon 
were  brought  to  a  painful  and  a  sudden,  though  not  an  immature 
termination.  Euinart  meditated,  though  in  vain,  the  completion 
of  the  work.  He  lifted  (perhaps  unwisely)  the  veil  which  would 
otherwise  have  concealed  the  last  fearful  agonies  of  its  great 
author.  He  has,  however,  shown,  with  the  most  artless  and 
genuine  pathos,  how  the  tortures  of  the  body  were  soothed  and 
dignified  by  the  faith,  the  hope,  and  the  serenity  of  soul  of  the 
sufferer.  With  no  domestic  ties,  and  no  worldly  ambition  to  bind 
him  to  earth,  and  with  no  anxious  forebodings  to  overcast  the 
prospect  before  him,  he  entertained  the  last  enemy  as  a  messenger 
of  good  tidings,  and  a  herald  of  approaching  joy  and  freedom ; 
and  then  breathed  out  his  spirit  in  an  unhesitating  a£Sance  on 
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}{im,  whom,  beneath  the  shade  of  many  Biiperstitions,  and  the 
burden  of  many  errors,  he  had  loved,  and  tnisted,  and  obeyed  from, 
childhood  to  the  grave. 

Mabillou  was  a  perfect  model  of  monastic  perfection  ;  aadhow- 
ever  much  inferior  the  produce  of  the  conservatory  may  be  to  those 
hardier  plants  which  germinate  amidst  the  frosts  and  the  ecorch- 
ingH  of  the  unsheltered  day,  yet  they  have  a  value  and  a  delicacy 
peculiarly  their  own.  He  had  ijiiitted  the  world  without  a  sigh, 
and  probably  never  breathed  a  sigh  to  return  to  it.  If  compelled 
to  revisit  and  to  tread  the  highways  of  mankind,  be  would  have 
resembled  the  lifelong  prisoner  of  an  aviary,  driven  out  to  the 
bleak  uplands  for  shelter.  Meekly  bowing  his  head  to  *  Holy 
Obedience,'  he  yielded  himself  without  reluctance,  to  be  moulded 
into  whatever  form  that  Genius  of  the  place  might  prescribe.  Nor 
wae  this  a  painful  sacrifice.  The  graces  of  the  cloister,  —  docility, 
devotion,  and  self-discipline, — were  his  by  an  antenatal  predestin- 
ation. Mabillon  lived  and  died  in  an  uninterrupted  subjection  to 
positive  laws  and  forms  of  man's  devising.  Even  in  hia  interior 
life,  rule  and  habit  exercised  an  infiexible  dominion  over  him. 
He  worshipped  indeed  with  fervent  piety ;  but  with  such  a  me- 
chanical exactness  of  ceremonial,  of  time,  and  of  place,  or  might 
seem,  to  a  careless  self-observer,  fatal  to  the  life  of  spiritual  ex- 
ercises. To  his  daily  routine  of  divine  offices  were  added  other 
forms  of  private  worship,  scarcely  less  immutable ;  of  which  some 
were  appropriate  to  hia  entrance  on  any  literary  work,  —  some  to 
the  arrival  of  the  first  proof  sheet  from  the  press,  ^ — and  some  to 
the  commencement  of  the  studies  of  each  succeeding  day. 

To  tins  constitutional  and  acquired  acquiescence  in  the  will  of 
his  superiors  and  the  rules  of  Ms  convent,  waa  added  the  most  pro- 
found lowliness  of  spirit.  '  Permit  me.  Sire,'  said  Le  Tellier,  the 
archbishop  of  Kheims,  to  Louis  XIV,,  '  to  present  to  your  Majesty 
Dom  Mabillon,  the  most  learned  man  in  your  Majesty's  di>- 
minions.'  '  Sire,'  rejoined  Bossuet,  who  st«od  by,  'the  archbishop 
might  also  have  smd  the  moat  bumble  man  in  France.'  It  is  sup- 
posed that  the  plumage  of  the  eagle  of  !Meaux  was  not  a  little 
ruffled  by  the  superlative  adjective  which  derogated  from  his  own 
claims  to  the  first  place  among  men  of  learning.  But  the  applauses 
both  of  the  archbishop  and  of  the  bishop,  in  whatever  temper  given, 
were  perfectly  just.  The  proofa  of  Mabillon's  learning  are,  at  this 
moment,  among  the  noblest  monuments  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV. 
The  proofs  which  his  eulogists  adduce  of  his  humility  have  not 
been  very  judiciously  selected. 

A  humble  man  ia  one  who,  thinking  of  himself  neither  more 
highly  nor  more  lowly  than  he  ought  to  think,  passes  a  true  judg- 
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ment  on  his  own  character.  But  the  great  Benedictine  neither 
entertained  nor  suggested  a  truth ;  when  among  titled  men,  and 
learned  men,  and  superficial  pretenders  to  knowledge,  he  bore 
himself  as  if  he  had  been  undeswving  of  their  notice,  aud  unworthy 
to  communicate  with  them  on  equal  terms.  There  is  no  genuine 
self-abasement  apart  from  a  lofty  conception  of  our  own  destiny, 
powers,  and  responsibilities;  and  one  of  the  most  excellent  of 
human  virtues  is  but  poorly  expressed  by  an  abject  carriage. 
Torpid  passions,  a  languid  temperament,  and  a  feeble  nature,  may 
easily  produce  that  false  imitation  of  humility ;  which,  however,  in 
its  genuine  state,  will  ever  impart  elevation  to  the  soul  and  dignity 
to  the  demeanour.  This  part  of  Mabillon's  portrait  has  been  ill 
drawn  ;  because  the  artists  drew  rather  from  a  false  image  in  their 
own  minds,  than  from  the  great  original. 

In  the  conventual  merit  of  bodily  self-discipline,  so  far  as  it 
could  be  reconciled  with  his  studious  habits,  Mabillon  was  emulous 
of  the  Trappists.  His  food,  sleep,  clothing,  warmth,  social  inter- 
course, and  other  personal  gratifications,  were  measured  by  the 
indispensable  exigencies  of  nature ;  and  his  admirers  describe  his 
austere  mortifications  of  the  flesh  with  the  fond  delight  of  a  Hindoo 
recounting  his  sacred  legends  of  the  spontaneous  endurance  of  more 
than  human  suflFerings.  *Holy  Obedience'  dictated  to  her  fa- 
vourite child  abasements  and  self-denials,  which  it  is  difficult  to 
reconcile  with  decorum  or  with  sincerity.  If  she  had  been  wise, 
she  would  have  summoned  him  to  the  nobler  office  of  asserting 
that  intellectual  rank,  and  those  claims  to  the  reverence  of  mankind 
which,  like  all  the  other  good  gifts  of  Providence,  are  designed  for 
noble  uses  by  the  wise  and  gracious  Author  of  them  all. 

Although  the  virtues  of  the  convent,  even  in  the  person  of 
Mabillon,  excite  but  a  reluctant  admiration,  and  a  still  colder 
sympathy,  yet  his  simple  tastes,  his  devout  spirit,  and  his  aflfec- 
tionate  nature,  would,  under  a  -more  genial  discipline,  have  ren- 
dered his  character  as  lovely  as  his  diUgence,  his  critical  sagacity, 
and  the  extent  of  his  knowledge  were  wonderful.  For,  soaring, 
in  these  respects,  immeasurably  above  vulgar  ascetics,  he  obeyed  to 
the  letter  the  command  of  his  great  patriarch  Benedict,  and  de- 
voted every  moment  of  his  life  to  some  useful  and  energetic  occu- 
pation. 

In  these  pursuits  Mabillon  was  not  merely  an  indefatigable 
student,  but  a  laborious  traveller.  In  his  time  the  treasures  of 
which  he  'was  insatiably  covetous  were  not  accumulated  in  the 
Royal  Library  of  Paris,  but  dispersed  in  the  conventual,  episcopal, 
and  other  public  archives  of  France,  Belgium,  Germany,  and 
Italy.     The  journeys  necessary  for  examining  them  had  all  the 
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■jjerrors  of  na  explnration  of  the  Nile  to  one  wliom  (all  French- 
Kuui  aa  he  was)  not  even  the  enchanted  gardens  and  terraces  of 
■TerBtulleB  had,  during  a  period  of  twenty  years,  been  able  to 
Hfeduce,  for  a  single  morning,  from  bis  seclusion  at  St.  Germtun- 
Hes-Pr^s.  But  wbat  antiquarian  worthy  of  the  name  would  be 
nirested  by  the  Loire,  the  Meuse,  the  Rhine,  or  the  Alps,  when 
^Beyond  these  distant  barriers  a  whole  harem  of  virgin  manuscripts 
fcrooed  his  embrace,  glowing,  like  so  many  bouris,  with  immortal 
■jrouth,  ajid  rich  in  charms  which  increased  with  each  revolving 
mentury?  Sometimes  alone,  but  more  commonly  attended  by  a 
HBenedictine  brother,  he  nccomplishefl  several  Capitulary  or  Diplo- 
Rnohc  tours  through  Flanders,  Burgundy,  Switzerland,  the  south 
nf  Germany,  and  the  whole  of  the  Italian  peninsula.  The  earlier 
'■'of  those  expeditions  were  made  on  foot,  at  the  cost  of  bis  Order; 
the  latter  with  the  equipages  becoming  an  agent  of  the  Grand 
Monarque,  employed  by  Colbert  to  collect  or  to  transcribe  manu- 
Bcripta  for  his  royal  master.  The  results  of  these  expeditions  were 
■Muioua  learned  itineraries  (such  aa  his  *  Iter  Burgundicum '  and 
Bis  '  Museum  Italicum '),  and  a  prodigious  accession  to  the  wealth 
fcf  the  royal  lihrary.  His  services  were  rewarded  by  I-ouiB  with  a 
meat  in  the  Academy  of  Belles  Lettres  and  Inscriptions.  But  the 
priiole  republic  of  letters  united  to  confer  on  the  learned  traveller 
ftonoura  far  exceeding  any  at  the  disposal  of  the  greatest  of  the 
kings  of  the  earth. 

His  journeys,  especially  his  Italian  journey,  resembled  royal 
progresses  rather  than  the  unostentatious  movements  of  a  humble 
Lmonk.  Monasteries  contended  for  the  honour  of  entertaining  him 
Be  their  guest.  Fetes  celehrated  his  arrival  in  the  greater  cittea 
Pftf  Italy.  i£is  society  and  correspondence  were  coui-ted  by  tlie 
learned,  the  great,  and  the  fair.  The  Pope,  the  Grand  Didie  of 
Tuscany,  the  Cardinals,  and  Queen  Cbristina,  vied  in  rendering 
courtesies  to  their  illustrious  visitor.  At  tht'  Catacombs,  at  Loretto, 
at  Clairvaux,  and,  above  all,  at  Monte  Caaino,  the  devout  assembled 
to  witness  and  to  i>artake  of  his  devotions.  All  libraries  flew  open 
at  his  approach ;  nor  did  the  revolutionary  afavans  of  France  tra- 
verse the  same  regions,  or  examine  the  same  repositories  with  an 
authority  comparable  to  that  of  the  poor  Benedictine,  as  be 
moved  from  one  Italian  state  to  another, —  powerless  except  in  the 
lustre  of  his  reputation,  the  singleness  of  heart  with  which  lio 
rued  his  object,  and  the  love  with  which  he  was  regarded  by 
Ul  his  ansociates. 

In  M.  Valery's  three  volumes  will  be  found  an  ample  and  curious 
ftiary  of  Mabillon's  Italian  expedition,  He  commenceil  it  on  tlie 
pst  of  April,  1685,  having  selected  as  his  companion  Dom  Michel 
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Germain,  another  member  of  the  congregation  of  St  Maiir.  Ger- 
main had  himself  written  some  essays  on  monastic  history ;  but  his 
chief  title  to  literary  honours  was  derived  from  his  having  minis- 
tered to  the  production  of  the  ^Acta  Sanctorum  Ordinis  Sancti 
Benedicti,'  and  of  the  treatise  *  De  Ee  Diplomatica.' 

The  travellers  had  engaged  to  maintain  a  correspondence  with 
three  of  their  monastic  associates.  One  of  these  was  the  faithful 
and  affectionate  Euinart,  of  whom  we  already  know  something. 
Placide  Porcheron,  the  next,  seems  to  have  been  a  member  of  the 
Dryasdust  family,  so  celebrated  by  Walter  Scott  and  Thomas 
Carlyle ;  his  two  great  performances  being  a  commentary  on  an 
obscure  geographical  book  of  the  seventh  century,  and  notes  on  a 
treatise  on  Education  written  by  Basil  the  Macedonian,  who,  two 
hundred  years  later,  had  been  Emperor  of  the  Greeks.  Claude 
Bretagne,  the  third  of  the  Committee  of  Correspondence  at  Paris, 
was  the  author  of  some  devotional  works,  but  was  more  eminent  as 
the  intimate  friend  of  Nicole,  and  as  a  companion  of  infinite  grace 
and  wit,  and  of  the  most  captivating  discourse.  It  was  arranged 
that  letters  should  be  addressed  to  Charles  Bulteau  also,  who  was 
not  a  monk,  but  *  Doyen  des  Secretaires  du  Eoi,'  and  was  famous 
for  having,  in  that  capacity,  vindicated,  with  great  learning,  the 
supremacy  of  the  King  of  France  over  the  sovereigns  of  the  Spanish 
monarchies. 

When  devout  men,  profound  scholars,  or  still  more  profound 
antiquaries,  engage  in  a  prolonged  epistolary  intercourse,  the 
reader  is  not  without  preconceptions  of  the  mental  aliment  await- 
ing him.  He  has  probably  gone  through  some  volumes  in  which 
Protestant  divines  interchfwige  their  religious  experiences.  The 
style  in  which  Salmasius,  Budseus,  and  Scaliger  entertained  their 
friends  is  not  wholly  unknown  to  him ;  and  how  the  Spelmans  of 
old,  and  the  "Whitakers  of  recent  times,  wrote  thdr  letters,  may  be 
learnt  at  the  expense  of  a  transient  fatigue*  But  let  no  one  address 
himself  to  M.  Valery's  volumes,  with  the  hope  or  the  fear  of  being 
involved  in  any  topics  more  sacred,  more  crabbed,  or  more  anti- 
quated than  befits  an  easy  chair,  a  winter's  evening,  and  a  fireside. 
Eeading  more  pleasant,  or  of  easier  digestion,  is  hardly  to  be  met 
with  in  the  Parisian  epistles  of  Grimm,  Diderot,  or  La  Harpe. 

Our  pilgrims  first  take  up  the  pen  at  Venice.  They  had  ran- 
sacked the  Ambrosian  Library,  examined  the  Temple  of  Venus  at 
Brescia,  admired  the  amphitheatre  at  Verona,  and  visited  the  mo- 
nastery of  their  order  at  Vicenza ;  though,  observes  Germain,  *  Ni 
la  ni  ailleurs,  nos  moines  ne  nous  ont  pas  fait  gouter  de  leur  vin.* 
Some  gentlemen  of  the  city  having  conducted  them  over  it,  *  On  ne 
saurait,'  adds  he,  *faire  attention  sur  le  m^rite  et  les  mani^res 
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I  lonnetes  de  cea  raesBieurs,  sans  rSflechir  sur  hob  moiues  et  admirer 

I  leur  tnH(>usibilite.     Ausai  o'etudient  lis  pas ;  iia  disent  loatius  avant 

I  souper ;  ila  mangent  gras ;  portent  du  Huge,  poiir  ne  rien  dire  du 

t  jaecullifni,  et  de  leur   sortie    seida.'     In    short,  there    ia    already 

I  peeping  out,  from  behind  our  good  G^traaiu's  cowl,  one  of  those 

I  Parisian  cauntcnances  on  the  quick  movable  lines  of  which  flashes 

I  of  subacid  merrimeDt  are  continually  playing. 

f       On  reaching  Florence  the  migratory  antiquarians  fonn  a  new 

I  aoqiiaintance,  alike  singular  and  uaefiil,  in  the  person  of  Maglia- 

\  bechi,  the  librarian  of  Hie  Grand  Duke,     Another  man  at  onoe  so 

book-learned,  so  dirty,  and  so  ill-favoured,  could  not  have  been 

foimd  in  the  whole  of  Christendom.     The  Mediwean  Libraiy  v 

hia  study,  his  refectory,  and  his  dormitory ;  though,  except  in  t 

depth  of  winter,  he  saved  the  time  of  dressing  and  undressing,  by 

I  sleeping  in  his  clothea  and  on  bis  chair ;  hia  bed  serving  the  wliile 

^  ae  an  auxiliary  book-atand.     Fruit  and  salads  were  his  fare ;  and 

I  when  sometimes  an  anchovy  was  served  up  with  them,  the  worthy 

I  librarian,  in  an  absent  mood,  wotdd  not  imfrequently  mistake,  and 

i  one  it  for  sealing-wax.     Partly  from  want  of  time,  and  partly  from 

l"tlie  consciouduess  that  an  accurate  likeness  of  him  would  be  a 

I  caricature  on  humanity  at  large,  he  would  never  allow  his  portrait 

I   to  be  taken ;  though  what  the  pencil  was  not  permitted  to  do,  the 

'  pens  of  his  acquaintance  have  so  attempted,  that  he  would  have 

judged  better  in  allowing  the  painter  to  do  hia  worst.      Michel 

Germain  describee  him  aa  'Varillaa  multiplied  by  three.'     Now 

Menage  tells  us  that  happening  once  to  say  that  every  man  was 

hit  off  by  some  passage  or  other  in  Martial,  and  having  l>een 

challenged  to  prove  it  with  respect  to  Varillaa,  the  most  slovenly 

scholar  of  his  acquaintance,  he  immediately  quoted  '  Dimidiasque 

nates  Gallica  palla  tegiU'     Short  indeed,  then,  must  have  been  the 

|:8kirtfi  of  Mi^liabechi,  according  to  Germain's  arithmetic. 

His  bibliographical  appetite  and  digestion  formed,  however,  a 
1  ^psychological  phenomenon  abaohit-ely  prodigious.  Mabillon  called 
him  '  Museum  inambulana,  et  viva  qufedam  bibliotheca.'  Father 
Fiuardi,  with  greater  felicity,  said  of  him,  'la  unus  bibliotheca 
magna,'  that  being  the  anagram  of  bia  Latiniaed  name,  Antonius 
U^liabechius. 

Having  established  a  correspondence  with   this   most  learned 

nvage,  the  Benedictines  proceeded  to  Rome,  where  they   were 

iprelcomed  by  Claude  Estieimot,  the  prociirator  of  their  Order  at  the 

I  coiul.     He  also  devoted  his  pen  to  their  entertainment. 

■liight  labour  for  such  a  pen  I  within  eleven  years  he  had  collected 

ind  transcribed  forty-five  bulky  folios,  at  the  various  libraries  of 

^liis  society  in  the  several  dioceses  of  P"rance,  adding  to  thera,  says 
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Dom  Le  Cerf,  *  reflexions  tr^  sensfes  et  judicieuses ; '  a  praise 
which  probably  no  other  mortal  was  ever  able  to  gainsay  or  to 
affirm. 

Germain  found  Eome  agitated  with  the  affair  of  the  Quietists. 
His  account  of  the  dispute  is  rather  facetious  than  theological. 
Just  then  a  Spaniard  had  been  sent  to  the  galleys,  and  a  priest  to 
the  gallows;  the  first  for  talking,  and  the  second  for  writing 
scandals,  while  the  great  Quietist  Molinos  was  in  the  custody  of  the 
Inquisition.  Marforio,  says  Grermain,  is  asked  by  Pasquin  why  are 
you  leaving  Eome,  and  answers,  *  Chi  parla  h  mandate  in  galera ; 
chi  scrive  h  impiccato ;  chi  sta  quieto  va  al  sant'  officio.'  Marforio 
had  good  cause  for  his  hurry ;  for  the  scandal  which  (as  Germain 
pleasantly  has  it)  *  broke  the  priest's  neck '  was  merely  his  having 
said  that  ^the  mare  had  knocked  the  snail  out  of  its  shell;'  in 
allusion  to  the  fact  of  the  Pope's  having  been  forced  out  of  his 
darling  seclusion  and  repose,  to  be  present  at  a  certain  festival;  at 
which  a  mare  or  palfrey  was  also  an  indispensable  attendant. 
*  The  rogues  continue  to  repeat  the  jest  notwithstanding,'  observes 
the  reverend  looker-on. 

He  gathered  other  pleasant  stories,  at  the  expense  of  his 
Holiness  and  these  heretical  aspirants  after  a  devotional  repose  of 
the  soul.  Some  of  them  are  not  quite  manageable  in  our  most 
fastidious  times,  without  the  aid  of  a  thicker  veil  than  he  chose  to 
employ.  For  example,  he  tells  of  a  Quietist  bishop  who,  to  escape 
an  imaginary  pursuit  of  the  police,  scaled  the  roof  of  his  mansion 
in  his  night-dress,  and  so,  running  along  the  tops  of  the  adjacent 
houses,  unluckily  made  his  descent  through  one  of  them,  into 
which  he  could  not  have  entered,  even  in  full  canonicals  and  in 
broad  day,  without  a  grievous  damage  to  his  reputation.  Then 
follows  a  fine  buffo  catastrophe,  and  when  (says  Germain)  *  the 
whole  reaches  the  ears  of  Nostro  Signore,  the  holy  man  has  a  good 
laugh,  and  orders  the  bishop  to  quit  Rome  without  delay.'  Yet  Ger- 
main himself  breaks  out  into  hot  resentment  against  *  the  wretched 
and  abandoned  Molinos,'  and  proposes  to  Magliabechi  (in  seeming 
seriousness)  to  arrest  the  progress  of  the  evil,  by  publishing  a 
manuscript  discovered  in  their  Italian  tour,  from  which  it  would 
appear  that  the  bones  of  a  wicked  Bohemian  lady,  of  the  name  of 
Guillemine,  who,  three  centuries  before,  had  propagated  nearly  the 
same  enormities,  were  at  length  taken,  with  public  execration,  out 
of  her  grave,  and  scattered  to  the  winds. 

Molinos,  however,  was  strong  in  the  protection  of  Christina,  who 
then  dwelt  at  Eome.  Her  abandonment  of  the  faith  of  her  illus- 
trious father,  was  accepted  there,  not  only  as  a  cover  for  a  multi- 
tude of  sins,  but  as  an  apology  for  the  assumption  of  an  independent 
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I   euthoritj  beneath  the  very  ahadow  of  the  Vfttlcau.     MabOlon,  ac- 

[  compaiiied  by  Germain,  preaented  t-o  her  his  book  '  l)e  Liturgiil 

Gallicana,'  in  which,  to  her  esceetliiig  discontent,  she  found  her- 

■self  deacribed  aa  'Serenissima.'     'My  name,'  she  exclaimed,  'ia 

Cbriatiua.     That  is  eulogy  enough.     Never  again  call  rae,  and  ad- 

1  monish  your  Pariaiana  never  to  call  me,  Serenissima.'     Germain 

'  left  her  with  the  fidlest  conviction  that  the  epithet  was  altogether 

I  out  of  place ;  but '  after  all,'  he  aaya,  '  she  gave  ua  free  access  to 

I    her  lil)rary,^the  heat  thing  she  could  do  fur  us.'     So  great  were 

'    her  privileges,  or  such  the  weaknesa  of  the  lazy  Innocent  XL,  that, 

I  as  we  learn  from  these  letters,  an  offender  on  bia  way  to  priaon, 

having  laid  hold  on  the  bars  of  one  of  her  windows  as  a  sanctuai'y, 

was  violently  rescued  by  her  servants,  whereupon  they  were  tried 

I  and  sentenced  to  be  hanged.     Christina  wrote  to  the  judge  to  in- 

I  form  him,  that  if  her  aervauta  died  any  other  than  a  natural  death, 

Uiey  sliuuld  not  die  alone/    The  judge  complained  to  the  Pope; 

but  his  Holineas  laughed  at  the  affdr,  and  terminated  it  by  sending 

I  her  Majesty  a  peace-offering,  which  ahe  contemptuously  handed. 

over  to  the  complainant. 

Germain  looked  upon  the  religious  observancea  of  Rome  with 

the  eye  of  a  French  encyclopediste.     He  declares  that  the  Eomana 

y  bum  before  the  Madonna,  and  in  their  churches,  more  oil  than  the 

I  Parisians  both  bum  and  swallow.     '  Long  live  St.  Anthony  1 '  he 

'  esclaims,  aa  he  deacrihea  the  horses,  asses,  and  mules,  all  going,  on 

I  the  saint's  festival,  to  be  sprinkled  with  holy  water,  and  to  receive 

the  benediction  of  a  reverend  father.     '  All  would  go  to  ruin,  say 

'  the  Eomana,  if  tbia  act  of  piety  were  omitted.     So  nobody  escapes 

I  paying  toll  on  tbia  occasion,  not  Nostro  Signore  himself.'     Then 

,  follows  an  account  of  a  procession  to  St  Peter's,  on  the  reception  of 

certain  new  couverto,  which  is  compressed  into  a  single  paragraph 

purposely  long,  intricate,  and  obscure ;  '  a  sentence,'  says  Germain, 

*  which  I  have  draivn   out  to  this  length  to  imitate   the  ceremony 

itself.'     Soon  after  we  meet  him  at  the  cemetery  of  Poutiauus, 

'  where,'  he  observes  with  all  the  mock  gravity  of  Bayle,  '  there 

lie  50,263    martyrs,  without  counting  the  womeu  and  children. 

I  £ach  of  us  was  allowed  to  carry  off  one  of  these  holy  bodies.     That 

which  fell  to  my  sliare  had  been  too  big  for  the  bole  in  which  it 

was  found.     I  bad  infinite  trouble  in  disinterring  it,  for  it  was 

quite  wet,  and  the   holy  bones  were  all  squeezed  and  jammed 

together.     I  am  still  knockedoip  with  the  labour.' 

I       The  Pope  himself  fares  no  better  than  the  ceremonies  and  relica 

[  of  hia  chm-ch.     '  If  I  should  attempt,'  he  says,  '  to  give  you  an 

I  esact  account  of  the  health  of  his  Holiness,  I  must  begin  with 

f  Ovid,  "  In  nova  fert  animus  mutatas  dicere  formas."     At  ten  be 
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is  sick,  at  fifteen  well  again,  at  eighteen  eating  as  much  &t  io-ur 
men,  at  twenty-four  dropsical.  They  say  he  has  Towed  iterer  to 
leave  his  room.  If  so,  SL  Stnise  declares  that  he  can  never  gei  & 
dispensation,  not  even  from  himself,  as  his  confinement  will  be,  de 
jure  divino.  The  unpleasant  part  of  the  affiiir  ig,  that  they  say  Le 
has  given  up  all  thoughts  of  creating  new  cardinals,  forgetting  in 
his  restored  health  the  scruples  he  felt  when  sick ;  like  other  great 
sinners.' 

Indolent  and  hypochondriacal  as  he  was.  Innocent  XL  had 
signalised  himself,  not  only  by  the  virtues  which  Burnet  ascribes 
to  him  in  his  travels,  but  by  two  remarkable  edicts  One  of  them* 
which  could  not  be  decorously  quoted,  regulated  the  appearanc^r 
on  the  stage  of  certain  classes  of  singers;  the  other,  ^ under  the 
penalties  of  six  days'  excommunication,  and  of  incapacity  for 
absolution,  even  in  the  article  of  death,  save  from  the  Pop^f 
himself,)  commanded  all  ladies  to  wear  up  to  their  chin.s,  and 
down  to  their  wrists,  dn^ries  not  transparent.  *  The  Queen  of 
Spain,'  says  our  facetious  Benedictine,  ^immediately  had  a  new 
dress  made,  and  sent  it  to  her  nuncio  at  Rome,  to  ascertain  whether 
it  tallied  exactly  with  the  ordinance:  for,'  he  continues  ^the 
inference  is  not  very  clear),  *  one  must  allow  that  Spanii^h  ladies 
have  not  as  much  delicacy  as  our  own.' 

He  has  another  story  for  the  exhilaration  of  St.  Germain-des- 
Pres,  at  the  expense  of  both  pope  and  cardinals.  A  party  of  the 
sacred  college  were  astounded,  after  dinner,  by  the  appearance  of 
an  austere  Capuchin,  who,  as  an  unexpected  addition  to  their 
dessert,  rebuked  their  indolence  and  luxury,  and  their  talkativenes.s 
even  during  High  Mass.  Then,  passing  onwards  to  an  inner 
chamber,  the  preacher  addressed  his  Holiness  himself,  on  the  sin 
of  an  inordinate  solicitude  about  health  —  no  inappropriate  theme ; 
for  he  was  lying  in  the  centre  of  four  fires,  and  l>eneath  the  load  of 
seven  coverlets,  Saving  recently  sustained  a  surgical  operation ;  on 
which  Germain  remarks,  that  if  it  had  taken  place  in  summer,  '  it 
would  have  been  all  up  with  the  holy  man.' 

The  Jesuits  of  course  take  their  turn.  At  the  table  of  the 
Cardinal  Estrees,  Mabillon  and  Germain  meet  the  Father  CoupK't, 
who  had  passed  thirty  years  in  China.  *I  do  not  know,'  sjiys 
Germain,  *  whether  he  was  mandarin  and  mathematical  apostle  at 
the  same  time ;  but  he  told  us  that  one  of  his  brethren  wjis  so 
eminent  an  astrologer  as  to  have  been  created  a  mandarin  of  the 
third  class.  He  said  that  another  of  them  was  raising  himself  by 
contemplation  to  the  third  heaven,  before  actually  going  there.  I 
have  my  doubts  about  his  success.  However,  Father  Couplet  told 
us  that  he  had  a  very  numerous  ChrHi^nU*     *  My  Ch^itienUy  ho 
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frequently  said,  *  consists  of  more  than  30,000  souls.'  Do  you 
believe  his  story,  that  there  are  forty  millions  of  inhabitants  in 
Pekin,  and  from  two  to  three  hundred  millions  in  China  at  large  ? 
I  do  not.' 

This  keen  observer  is  not  silent  on  the  cold  reception  at  Rome 
of  the  revocation  of  the  Edict  of  Nantes.  The  arrogant  claims  of 
Louis  XrV.  on  behalf  of  the  Grallican  Church  and  Crown  had 
abated  much  of  the  enthusiasm  with  which  the  measure  would 
otherwise  have  been  hailed.  ^Well,'  observes  Germain  (one  can 
see  the  rising  of  his  shoulders  as  he  writes),  ^  a  hundred  years  ago 
they  took  a  very  diflferent  tone  about  the  Huguenots.  They  not 
only  offered  public  thanksgiving  on  their  massacre  by  Charles  IX., 
but  hung  the  walls  of  the  royal  hall  in  the  Vatican  with  pictures 
of  the  murder  of  Coligny  and  of  the  butcheries  of  St.  Bartholomew. 
They  still  form  its  chief  ornaments.' 

Even  when  accompanying  Mabillon  on  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
cradle  of  their  Order  at  Monte  Casino,  Grermain  looks  about  him 
with  the  same  esprit  fort.  *  At  the  foot  of  the  mountain,'  he  says, 
*  we  found  an  inn,  where  we  learned  to  fast,  as  we  got  nothing 
but  some  cabbages  which  I  could  not  eat,  some  nuts,  and  one 
apple  for  our  supper.  Then  we  paid  thirty  francs  for  a  wretched 
bed,  which  we  divided  between  us,  in  the  midst  of  bugs  and  fleas.' 
On  the  next  day  they  luckily  fell  in  with  the  vicar-general  of  the 
Barnabites,  a  Frenchman,  from  whom  (he  says)  ^we  got  some 
cheese  and  preserves,  and,  finally,  a  glass  of  Lachryma ;  as  he 
told  us,  to  strengthen  the  stomach.  Reaching  at  length  the 
mansion  of  the  abb6  of  Monte  Casino,  he  made  a  fete  for  us,  and 
bore  witness  to  our  excellent  appetites.' 

Mabillon's  devotion  at  the  tomb  of  his  patriarch'  is  described  as 
deep,  fervent,  and  protracted.  Grermain  sends  to  their  friend 
Porcheron  a  picturesque  account  of  the  dress  and  aspect  of  the 
monks,  an  enthusiastic  description  of  the  library,  a  very  pretty 
sketch  of  the  adjacent  country,  with  a  graphic  representation  of 
the  church  and  the  ceremonial  observed  in  it;  and  promises  his 
correspondent  *to  say  a  mass  for  him  at  the  foot  of  Benedict's 
tomb.'  With  the  exception  of  that  assurance  (whether  grave  or 
gay  it  is  not  easy  to'  determine),  the  whole  letter  might  have  been 
written  by  Miss  Martineau,  and  would  have  done  no  discredit  even 
to  her  powers  of  converting  her  readers  into  her  fellow-travellers. 

Such  of  the  letters  comprised  in  this  collection  as  are  written  by 
Mabillon  himself,  relate  exclusively  to  the  duties  of  his  mission ; 
and  are  grave  and  simple,  though  perhaps  too  elaborately  courteous. 
In  the  last  volume  are  some  contributions  from  Quesnel,  whose 
singular  fate  it  is  to  have  been  censured  by  the  Pope,  Clement  XI., 
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and  eulogised  by  De  Ranc6  the  Trappist,  by  La  Chaise  the  Jesuit, 
by  Voltaire  the  Wit,  and  by  Cousin  the  Philosopher.  The 
pleasantries  of  Michel  Germain  and  the  freedoms  of  Estiennot  are 
far  from  being  the  best  things  in  M.  Valery's  book.  We  have 
selected  them  rather  as  being  the  most  apposite  to  our  immediate 
purpose. 

In  this  correspondence  three  of  the  most  eminent  of  the  congre- 
gation of  St.  Maur  transmit  from  Italy  such  intelligence  and 
remarks  as  appear  to  them  best  adapted  to  interest  other  three  of 
the  most  eminent  of  their  brotherhood  at  Paris.  If  the  table-talk 
of  the  refectory  at  St.  Grermain-des-Prfe  was  of  the  same  general 
character,  the  monks  there  had  no  better  title  to  the  praise  of  an 
ascetic  social  intercourse,  than  the  students  or  the  barristers  in  the 
halls  of  Christ  Chiu-ch,  or  of  Lincoln's  Inn.  It  would  be  difficult 
to  suppose  an  appetite  for  gossip  more  keen,  or  more  luxuriously 
gratified. 

The  writers  and  the  receivers  of  these  letters  were  all  men 
devoted  by  the  most  sacred  vows  to  the  duties  of  the  Christian 
priesthood ;  yet  in  a  confidential  epistolary  intercourse,  extending 
through  eighteen  successive  months,  no  one  of  them  utters  a 
sentiment,  or  discusses  a  question,  from  which  it  could  be  gathered 
that  he  sustained  any  religious  office,  or  seriously  entertained  any 
religious  belief  whatever.  It  may  be  that  our  Protestant  divines 
occasionally  transgress  the  limits  within  which  modesty  should 
confine  the  disclosure,  even  to  the  most  intimate  friends,  of  the 
interior  movements  of  a  devout  spirit.  But  all  reverence  to  the 
memory  of  our  Doddridges  and  Howes,  our  Venns  and  Newtons ! 
whose  familiar  letters,  if  sometimes  chargeable  with  a  failure  in  that 
graceful  reserve,  yet  always  glow  with  a  holy  unction,  and  can  at 
least  never  be  charged  with  the  frigid  indifference  which  these 
learned  Benedictines  exhibit  on  the  subjects  to  which  they  had  all 
most  solemnly  devoted  their  talents  and  their  lives. 

Visiting,  for  the  first  time,  the  places  which  they  regard  as  the 
centre  of  Christian  unity,  as  the  seat  of  apostolic  dominion,  as  the 
temple  towards  which  all  the  churches  of  the  earth  should  worship, 
as  the  ever  salient  fountain  of  truth,  and  as  the  abode  of  him  who 
impersonates  to  his  brother  men  the  Divine  Redeemer  of  mankind,, 
not  a  solitary  word  of  awe  or  of  tenderness  falls  from  their  pens — 
not  a  fold  of  those  dark  tunics  is  heaved  by  any  throb  of  grateful 
remembrance  or  of  exulting  hope.  They  could  not  have  traversed 
Moscow  or'  Amsterdam  with  a  more  imperturbable  phlegm ;  nor 
have  sauntered  along  the  banks  of  the  Seine  or  the  courts  of  the 
Louvre  in  a  temper  more  perfectly  debonnaire. 

Protestant  zeal  may  be  sometimes  rude,  bitter,  and  contumelious 
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in  denouncing  Boman  Catholic  superstitions.  It  is  a  fault  to  be 
sternly  rebuked.  But  how  adequately  censure  these  reverend 
members  of  that  communion,  who,  without  one  passing  sigh,  or 
one  indignant  phrase,  depict  the  shameful  abuses  of  the  holiest 
offices  of  their  Church,  with  cold  sarcasms  and  heartless  unconcern ! 

Bome  combated  her  Protestant  antagonists  by  the  aid  of  the 
Jesuits  in  the  world,  and  of  the  Benedictines  in  the  closet.  Yet  to 
those  alliances  she  owes  much  of  the  silent  revolt  against  her 
authority  which  has  characterised  the  last  hundred  years ;  and  of 
which  the  progress  is  daily  becoming  more  apparent.  The  Jesuits 
involved  her  in  their  own  too  well  merited  disesteem.  The 
Benedictines  have  armed  the  philosophy  both  of  France  and 
Grermany  with  some  of  the  keenest  weapons  by  which  she  has  been 
assailed.  It  was  an  ill  day  for  the  papacy,  when  the  congregation 
of  St.  Maur,  at  the  instance  of  Benard,  called  the  attention  of  their 
fellow-coimtrymen  to  the  mediaeval  history  of  the  Church,  and 
invited  the  most  enlightened  generation  of  men  whom  Emope  had 
ever  seen,  to  study  and  believe  a  mass  of  fables  of  which  the  most 
audacious  Grecian  mythologist  would  have  been  ashamed,  and  at 
which  the  credulity  of  a  whole  college  of  augurs  would  have 
staggered. 

It  was  but  a  too  prolific  soil  on  which  this  seed  was  scattered. 
At  the  moment  when,  in  the  integrity  of  his  heart,  Mabillon  was 
propagating  these  legends,  the  walls  of  his  monastery  were  often 
passed  by  a  youth,  whose  falcon  eye  illuminated  with  ceaseless 
change  one  of  the  most  expressive  countenances  in  which  the 
human  soul  had  ever  found  a  mirror.  If  the  venerable  old  man 
had  foreseen  how  that  eye  would  one  day  traverse  his  Benedictine 
annals,  in  a  too  successful  search  for  the  materials  of  the  most 
overwhelming  ridicule  of  all  which  he  held  holy,  he  would  cheer- 
fully have  consigned  his  unfinished  volumes,  and  with  tliem  his 
own  honoured  name,  to  oblivion.  Not  so  would  Michel  Germain, 
Claude  Estiennot,  and  the  brethren  for  whose  amusement  they 
wrote,  have  contemplated,  if  they  could  have  foreknown,  the 
approaching  career  of  the  young  Arouet.  Though  they  clung  to 
the  Church  of  Bome  with  all  the  ardour  of  partisans,  and  though 
their  attachment  to  her  was  probably  sincere,  their  convictions 
must  have  been  faint,  unripe,  and  wavering.  The  mists  of  doubt, 
though  insufficient  to  deprive  them  of  their  faith  in  Christianity, 
had  struck  a  damp  and  abiding  chill  into  their  hearts.  If  they  had 
lived  long  enough  to  know  the  patriarch  of  Ferney,  they  would 
have  been  conscious  of  the  close  affinity  between  his  spirit  and 
their  own. 

How  could  it  have  been  otherwise  ?     From  disinterring  legends 
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and  traditions  revolting  to  their  hearts  and  understandings,  they 
passed  to  Rome,  there  to  disinter  foul  masses  of  holy  bones,  to  con- 
template sacred  processions  of  mules  and  asses,  to  find  a  corpulent 
self-indulgent  valetudinarian  sustaining  the  character  of  the  vicar 
of  Christ,  and  to  discover  that  the  basest  motives  of  worldly  interest 
dictated  to  the  papal  court  the  decisions  for  which  they  dared  to 
claim  a  divine  impulse  and  a  divine  infallibility.  From  such 
follies  and  such  pretensions  these  learned  persons  turned  away  with 
immeasurable  contempt.  The  freedom  of  thought  which  im veiled 
to  them  these  frauds,  left  them  disgusted  with  error,  but  did  not 
carry  them  forward  to  the  pursuit  of  truth.  Without  the  imbecility 
to  respect  such  extravagances,  they  were  also  without  the  courage 
to  denoimce  and  repudiate  them.  Their  superior  light  taught 
them  to  expose  and  ridicule  religious  error ;  —  it  did  not  teach 
them  to  embrace  imwelcome  truth.  In  that  book  which  is  *  the 
religion  of  Protestants,'  they  might  have  read  that  Hhe  light  is  the 
life  of  men,'  —  that  is,  of  men  who  obey  and  follow  its  guidance. 
There  also  they  might  have  learned  that  *  the  light  which  is  in  us 
may  be  darkness,'  — that  is,  may  at  once  illuminate  the  inquisitive 
intellect,  and  darken  the  insensible  heart.  The  letters  which  they 
have  bequeathed  to  us,  interesting  as  they  are  in  other  respects, 
afford  melancholy  proof  how  deeply  the  younger  Benedictines  of 
the  congregation  of  St.  Maur  were  already  imbued  with  the  spirit 
of  that  disastrous  philosophy,  which  was  destined,  before  the  lapse 
of  another  century,  to  subvert  the  ancient  institutions  of  their 
native  land,  and  with  them,  the  venerable  fabric  of  their  own 
illustrious  Order. 
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All  religions,  and  all  ages,  have  their  saints ;  their  men  of  un- 
earthly mould ;  self-conquerors ;  sublime  even  in  their  errors ;  not 
altogether  hateful  in  their  very  crimes.  If  a  man  would  under- 
stand the  dormant  powers  of  his  own  nature,  let  him  read  the  Acta 
sanctorum.  Or,  if  *  too  high  this  price  of  knowledge,'  let  him  at 
least  acquaint  himself  with  the  legends  of  the  later  heroes  of  the 
Grallican  Church.  Of  all  ascetics  they  were  the  least  repulsive. 
They  waged  war  on  dulness  with  the  ardour  of  Dangeau  and  St. 
Simon,  and  with  still  better  success.  While  macerating  their 
bodies  in  the  cloisters  of  Port-Royal,  they  did  not  cease  to  be 
French  men  and  French  women  of  the  Augustan  age.  While  prac- 
tising the  monastic  virtue  of  silence,  their  social  spirit  escaped  this 
unwelcome  restraint,  in  a  body  of  Memoirs  as  copious  as  those 
which  record  the  splendom*  and  the  miseries  of  Versailles.  A  rapid 
sketch  of  the  substance  of  those  monastic  chronicles,  may  not  be 
without  its  use  in  directing  the  attention  of  our  readers  to  one  of 
the  most  remarkable  episodes  in  ecclesiastical  history. 

He  whose  journey  lies  from  Versailles  to  Chevreuse,  will  soon 
find  himself  at  the  brow  of  a  steep  cleft  or  hollow,  intersecting  the 
monotonous  plain  across  which  he  has  been  passing.  The  brook 
which  winds  through  the  verdant  meadows  beneath  him,  stagnates 
into  a  large  pool,  reflecting  the  mutilated  Gothic  arch,  the  water- 
mill,  and  the  dovecot,  which  rise  from  its  banks ;  with  the  farm- 
house, the  decayed  towers,  the  forest  trees,  and  innumerable  shrubs 
and  creepers  which  clothe  the  slopes  of  the  valley.  France  has 
many  a  lovelier  prospect,  though  this  is  not  without  its  beauty ; 
and  many  a  field  of  more  heart-stirring  interest,  though  this,  too, 
has  been  ennobled  by  heroic  daring ;  but  through  the  length  and 
breadth  of  that  land  of  chivalry  and  of  song,  the  traveller  will  in 
vain  seek  a  spot  so  sacred  to  genius,  to  piety,  and  to  virtue.  That 
arch  is  all  which  remains  of  the  once  crowded  monastery  of  Port- 
Royal.  In  those  woods  Racine  first  learned  the  language — the 
universal  language  — of  poetry.     Under  the  roof  of  that  humble 
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farmhouse,  Pascal,  Amauld,  Nicole,  De  Sad,  and  Tillemont,  medi- 
tated those  works,  which,  as  long  as  civilisation  and  Christianity 
survive,  will  retain  their  hold  on  the  gratitude  and  reverence  of 
mankind.  There  were  given  innumerable  proofs  of  the  graceful 
good  humour  of  Henry  IV.  To  this  seclusion  retired  the  heroine 
of  the  Fronde,  Ann  Genevieve,  Duchess  of  Longueville,  to  seek 
the  peace  which  the  world  could  not  give.  Madame  de  Sevign^ 
discovered  here  a  place  *  tout  propre  ^  inspirer  le  d&ir  de  faire  son 
salut.'  From  the  Petit  Trianon  and  Marly,  there  came  hither  to 
worship  God,  many  a  courtier  and  many  a  beauty,  heartbroken  or 
jaded  with  the  very  vanity  of  vanities — the  idolatry  of  their  fellow 
mortals.  Survey  French  society  in  the  seventeenth  century  from 
what  aspect  you  will,  it  matters  not,  at  Port-Royal  will  be  found 
the  most  illustrious  examples  of  whatever  imparted  to  that  motley 
assemblage  any  real  dignity  or  permanent  regard.  Even  to  the 
mere  antiquarian,  it  was  not  without  a  lively  interest. 

At  the  eve  of  his  departure  to  the  conquest  of  the  Holy  Se- 
pulchre, the  good  knight,  Matthieu  de  Marli,  cast  a  wistful  gaze 
over  the  broad  lands  of  his  ancestors,  and  entrusted  to  his  spouse, 
Mathilde  de  Garlande,  the  care  of  executing  some  work  of  piety 
by  which  to  propitiate  the  Divine  favom*,  and  to  insure  his  safe 
return.  A  Benedictine  monastery,  for  the  reception  of  twelve 
ladies  of  the  Cistertian  order,  was  accordingly  erected,  in  imitation 
of  the  Cathedral  at  Amiens,  and  by  the  same  architect.  Four  cen- 
turies witnessed  the  gradual  increase  of  the  wealth  and  splendour 
of  the  foundation.  Prelates  of  the  houses  of  Sully  and  Nemours 
enlarged  its  privileges.  Pope  Honorius  III.  authorised  the  cele- 
bration of  the  sacred  office  within  its  walls,  even  though  the  whole 
country  should  be  lying  under  a  papal  interdict ;  and  of  the  host 
consecrated  on  the  profession  of  a  nun,  seven  fragments  might  be 
solemnly  confided  to  her  own  keeping,  that,  for  as  many  successive 
days,  she  might  administer  to  herself  the  holy  sacrament.  Yet 
how  arrest  by  spiritual  immunities  the  earthward  tendency  of  all 
sublimary  things  ?  At  the  close  of  the  reign  of  Henry  IV.,  the 
religious  ladies  of  Port-Royal  had  learned  to  adjust  their  ^  robes  a 
grandes  manches '  to  the  best  advantage.  Promenades  by  the 
margin  of  the  lake  relieved  the  tedium  of  monastic  life.  G^yer 
strains  of  music  than  those  of  the  choir  might  be  heard  from  the 
adjacent  woods;  and  if  a  cavalier  from  Paris  or  Chevreuse  had 
chanced  to  pursue  his  game  that  way,  the  fair  musicians  were  not 
absolutely  concealed  nor  inexorably  silent.  So  lightly  sat  the 
burden  of  their  vows  on  those  amiable  recluses,  that  the  gayest 
courtier  mig\^t  well  covet  for  his  portionless  daughter  the  rank  of 
their  lady  abbess. 

T  4 
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Such  at  least  was  the  judgment  of  M.  Marion.  He  was  ad- 
vocate-general to  Henry  IV.,  and  maternal  grandfather  of  Jaqueline 
Marie  Angelique,  and  of  Agnes  Amauld.  Jobbing  is  not  one  of 
the  arts  to  the  invention  of  which  the  moderns  may  lay  claim. 
M.  Marion  obtained  from  Hhe  father  of  his  people'  the  coadjuterie 
of  the  Abbey  of  Port-Royal  for  the  high-spirited  Jaqueline,  then 
in  her  eighth  year ;  and  that  of  St.  Cyr  for  the  more  gentle  Agnes, 
over  whom  not  more  than  five  summers  had  passed.  The  young 
ladies  renounced  at  once  the  nursery  and  the  world.  A  single 
step  conducted  them  from  the  leading  strings  to  the  veil.  Before 
the  completion  of  her  first  decade,  Angelique,  on  the  death  of  her 
immediate  predecessor,  found  herself,  in  plenary  right,  the  abbess 
and  ruler  of  her  monastery ;  and,  in  attestation  of  her  spiritual 
espousals,  assumed  the  title  and  the  name  of  the  M^re  Angelique, 
by  which  she  has  since  been  celebrated  in  the  annals  of  the 
church. 

To  the  church,  however,  must  not  be  imputed  this  breach  of 
ecclesiastical  discipline.  In  the  ardour  of  his  parental  affections, 
the  learned  advocate-general  was  hurried  into  acts  for  which  he 
would  have  consigned  a  criminal  of  lower  degree  to  the  galleys.  He 
obtained  the  requisite  bulls  from  Eome  by  forged  certificates  of 
his  granddaughter's  age ;  and  to  this  treason  against  the  Holy  See, 
Henry  himself  was  at  least  an  accessory  after  the  fact.  Hunting 
in  the  valley  of  Port-Royal,  the  gay  monarch  trespassed  on  the 
precincts  of  the  sacred  enclosure.  To  repel  the  royal  intruder,  a 
child,  bearing  in  her  hand  the  crosier  which  bespoke  her  high  con- 
ventual rank,  issued  from  the  gates  of  the  abbey  at  the  head  of  a 
solemn  procession  of  nuns,  and  rebuked  her  sovereign  with  all 
the  majesty  of  an  infant  Ambrose.  Henry  laughed  and  obeyed. 
Marion's  detected  fraud  would  seem  to  have  passed  for  a  good 
practical  joke,  and  for  nothing  more.  In  the  result,  however,  no 
occurrence  ever  contributed  less  to  the  comedy  of  life,  or  formed 
the  commencement  of  a  series  of  events  more  grave  or  touching. 
It  would  be  difficult  or  impossible  to  discover,  in  the  history  of  the 
church,  the  name  of  any  woman  who  has  left  so  deep  an  impress 
of  her  character  on  the  thoughts  and  the  conduct  of  the  Christian 
commonwealth. 

The  family  of  Arnauld  held  a  conspicuous  station  among  the 
noblesse  of  Provence,  in  the  twelfth  and  thirteenth  centuries.  In 
a  later  age  a  member  of  that  house  enjoyed  the  singular  honoiu:  of 
at  once  serving  Catharine  de  Medicis  as  her  procureur-general,  and 
of  defeating,  sword  in  hand,  at  the  head  of  his  servants,  the  force 
sent  to  assassinate  him  on  the  day  of  St.  Bartholomew.  Returning 
to  the  bosom  of  the  church,  which  had  thus  roughly  wooed  hira, 
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he  transmitted  his  fortune  and  his  office  to  his  son,  Antoine 
Amauld,  the  husband  of  Catharine  Marion.  They  were  the  happy 
parents  of  no  less  than  twenty  children.  Of  these  the  youngest 
was  the  great  writer,  who  has  imparted  to  the  name  of  Amauld  an 
imperishable  lustre.  Five  of  the  daughters  of  the  same  house 
assumed  the  veil  in  the  abbey  of  Port-Eoyal.  Their  mother, 
Catharine  Marion,  was  admitted  in  her  widowhood  into  that  so- 
ciety. Pomponne,  the  minister  of  Louis  XIV.,  Le  Maitre,  un- 
rivalled among  the  masters  of  forensic  eloquence  in  France,  and 
De  Saci,  the  author  of  the  best  version  of  the  Holy  Scriptures  into 
the  French  language,  were  three  of  her  grandsons.  Before  her 
death  the  venerable  matron  had  seen  herself  surroimded,  in  the 
monastery  and  the  adjoining  hermitages,  by  eighteen  of  her  de- 
scendants in  the  first  and  second  generations ;  nor  until  the  final 
dispersion  of  the  sisterhood,  in  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  had  the  posterity  of  Antoine  and  Catharine  Amauld  ceased 
to  rule  in  the  house  of  which  the  M^re  Angelique  had,  seventy 
years  before,  been  the  renowned  reformer. 

To  those  who  believe  that  the  psychological  distinction  of  the 
sexes  may  be  traced  to  physical  causes;  and  that,  where  they 
neither  marry  nor  are  given  in  marriage,  those,  distinctions  will 
for  ever  disappear,  the  character  of  Angelique  is  less  perplexing 
than  to  the  advocates  of  the  opposite  theory.  Her  understanding, 
her  spirit,  and  her  resolves,  were  all  essentially  masculine.  She 
was  endued  with  the  various  faculties  by  which  man  either  extorts 
or  wins  dominion  over  his  fellow-men ;  — with  address,  coiurage, 
fortitude,  self-reliance,  and  an  unfaltering  gaze  fixed  on  objects  at 
once  too  vast  to  be  measured,  and  too  remote  to  be  discerned,  but  by 
the  all-searching  eye  of  faith.  Among  the  Israelites  of  old,  she 
would  have  assumed  the  office  of  Judge ;  or  would  have  given  out 
oracles  in  the  forests  of  ancient  Germany.  Bom  in  the  reign,  and 
educated  near  the  court  of  a  Bourbon,  the  lighter  and  more  gentle 
elements  of  her  nature  found  exercise  even  under  the  paralysing 
influences  of  an  ascetic  life ;  for  Angelique  was  gay  and  light  of 
heart,  and  St.  Benedict  himself,  might  have  forgiven  or  applauded 
the  playful  sallies  of  his  votary.  In  scaling  the  heights  of  de- 
votion, she  could  call  to  her  own  aid,  and  that  of  others,  all  the 
resources  of  the  most  plaintive  or  impassioned  music.  To  flowers, 
and  the  glad  face  of  nature,  she  gave  back  their  own  smiles  with 
a  true  woman's  sympathy.  With  such  literature  as  might  be 
cultivated  within  the  walls  of  her  convent,  she  was  intimately  con- 
versant ;  and  would  have  eclipsed  Madame  de  S^vign^'s  epistolary 
fame,  had  it  been  permitted  to  her  to  escape  from  theological  into 
popular  topics.     Concentrated  within  a  domestic  circle,  and  be- 
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stowed  on  a  husband  or  a  child,  the  aflFections  which  she  poured 
out  on  every  human  being  who  claimed  her  pity,  would  have 
burned  with  a  flame  as  pure  and  as  intense  as  was  ever  hymned  in 
poetry,  or  dreamt  of  in  romance.  A  traveller  on  the  highways  of 
the  world,  she  must  have  incurred  every  peril  except  that  of  tread- 
ing an  obscure  and  inglorious  path.  Immured  by  superstition  in 
a  cloister,  she  opened  the  way  at  once  to  sublunary  fame  and  to  an 
immortal  recompence ;  and  has  left  an  example  as  dangerous  as  it 
may  be  seductive  to  feebler  minds  who,  in  a  desperate  imitation  of 
such  a  model,  should  hazard  a  similar  self-devotion. 

Angelique,  indeed,  might  be  fitted  for  a  nunnery ;  for  such  was 
the  strength,  and  such  the  pacred  harmony,  of  her  spirit,  that 
whilst  still  a  sojourner  on  earth,  she  seemed  already  a  denizen  of 
heaven.  When  a  child,  she  understood  as  a  child ;  enjoying  the 
sports,  the  rambles,  and  the  social  delights  which  the  habits  of 
Port-Eoyal  had  not  then  forbidden.  With  advancing  years  came 
deeper  and  more  melancholy  thoughts.  She  felt,  indeed,  (how 
could  she  but  feel  ?)  the  yearnings  of  a  yoimg  heart  for  a  world 
where  love  and  homage  awaited  her.  But  those  mysteries  of  our 
being  of  which  the  most  frivolous  are  not  altogether  unconscious, 
pressed  with  unwonted  weight  on  her.  A  spouse  of  Christ  —  a 
spiritual  mother  of  those  who  sustained  the  same  awful  character 
—  her  orisons,  her  matins,  and  her  vesper  chants,  accompanied  by 
unearthly  music  and  by  forms  of  solemn  significance  —  the  Gothic 
pile  beneath  which  she  sat  enthroned  —  and  the  altar  where,  as 
she  was  taught,  the  visible  presence  of  her  Redeemer  was  daily 
manifested  —  all  spoke  to  her  of  a  high  destiny,  a  fearful  responsi- 
bility, and  of  objects  for  which  all  sublimary  ties  might  well  be 
severed,  and  a  sacrifice  wisely  made  of  every  selfish  feeling.  •  Nor 
need  a  Protestant  fear  to  acknowledge,  that  on  a  heart  thus  con- 
secrated to  the  service  of  iier  Maker,  rested  the  holy  influence, 
familiar  to  all  who  meekly  adore  the  great  source  of  wisdom,  and 
reverently  aftquiesce  in  his  will.  As  a  science,  religion  consists  in 
the  knowledge  of  the  relations  between  G-od  and  man ;  as  a  living 
principle,  in  the  exercise  of  the  corresponding  affections ;  as  a  rule 
of  duty,  in  the  performance  of  flie  actions  which  those  afiections 
prescribe.  The  principle  may  thrive  fh  healthful  life  and  energy, 
though  the  science  be  ill  understood,  and  the  rule  imperfectly 
apprehended.  For,  afte!^  all,  the  great  command  is  Love ;  and  He 
from  whom  that  command  proceeded,  is  himself  Love ;  and  amidst 
all  the  absurdities  (for  such  they  were)  of  her  mon^ic  life,  Ange- 
lique was  still  conscious  of  the  presence  of  a  Father,  and  found  the 
guidance  \)f  a  friend. 

When,  at  the  age  of  eleven  years,  Angelique  became  the  abbess 
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of  Port-Eoyal,  few  things  were  less  thought  of  by  the  French 
ladies  of  tibe  Gistertian  Order  than  the  rule  of  their  austere 
founder.  During  the  wars  of  the  League,  religion,  by  becoming  a 
watchword,  had  almost  ceased  to  be  a  reality.  Civil  war,  the 
apology  for  every  crim^  had  debased  the  national  character ;  and 
the  pTDfligacy  of  manners  which  the  last  generation  expiated  by 
their  sufferings,  may  be  distinctly  paid  back  to  the  age  of  which 
Davila  has  written  the  political,  and  Bassompierre  the  social  his- 
tory. Society  will  still  exert  a  powerful  influence  even  over  those 
by  whom  it  has  been  abandoned.  When  Chtbrielle  d'Etrees  reigned 
at  the  Louvre,  beads  were  told  and  masses  simg  in  neighbouring 
cloisters,  by  vestals  who,  in  heathen  Some,  would  have  been  con- 
signed to  a  living  sepulchre.  In  a  monastery,  the  spiritual  thermo- 
meter ranges  from  the  boiling  to  the  freezing  point,  with  but  few 
intermediate  pauses.  From  the  ecstacies  of  devotion  there  is  but 
one  step  to  disgust,  and  thence  to  sensuality,  for  most  of  those  who 
dare  to  forego  the  aids  to  piety  and  virtue  which  divine  wisdom 
has  provided  in  the  duties  and  the  affections  of  domestic  life. 

While  this  downward  progress  was  advancing  at  Port-Eoyal,  it 
happened  that  a  Capuchin  friar  sought  and  obtained  permission  to 
preach  there.  Of  the  man  himself,  the  chroniclers  of  the  house 
have  left  a  scandalous  report ;  but  they  gratefully  acknowledge  the 
ef&cacy  of  his  sermon.  Angelique  listened,  and  was  converted. 
Such,  at  least,  is  her  own  statement:  and  imstirred  be  all  the 
theological  questions  connected  with  it.  How  deep  was  the  im- 
pression oa  her  mind,  may  be  gathered  from  her  own  words :  — 
*  Often,'  she  exclaims,  ^  did  I  wish  to  fly  a  hundred  leagues  from 
the  spot,  and  never  more  to  see  my  father,  mother,  or  kindred, 
dearly  as  I  love  them.  My  desire  was  to  live  apart  from  every 
one  but  God,  imknown  to  any  human  being,  concealed  and  humble, 
with  no  witness  but  himself,  with  no  desire  but  to  please  him.' 
Her  dignity  as  abbess  she  now  regarded  as  a  burden.  Even  her 
projected  reforms  had  lost  their  interest.  To  live  where  her  holy 
aspirations  would  be  thwarted,  and  where  examples  of  holiness 
would  iiot  be  found,  was  to  soar  to  a  more  arduous,  and  therefore 
a  more  attractive  sphere  of  self-denial.  That  such  fascinations 
should  dazzle  a  young  lady  in  her  seventeenth  year,  is,  it  must  be 
confessed,  no  very  memorable  prodigy;  but  to  cherish  no  ineffectual 
emotions  was  one  of  the  characteristics  of  the  Mdre  Angelique ;  as 
it  is,  indeed,  of  all  powerful  minds.  To  abdicate  her  ecclesiastical 
rank,  and,  by  breathing  a  tainted  moral  atmosphere,  to  nourish, 
by  the  force  of  contrast,  the  loftier  Christian  graces,  were  purposes 
ultimately  executed,  though  for  a  while  postponed.  She  paused 
only  till  the  sisterhood  of  Port-Boyal  should  have  acquired,  from 
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her  example  or  teaching,  that  sanctity  of  manners  in  which  herl 
creed  informed  her  that  the  perfection  of  our  nature  consiata.  To  m 
the  elder  ladies,  the  prospect  had  few  charms.  But  the  will  of  j 
their  young  ahhess  prevailed.  They  laid  at  her  feet  their  separate  1 
possesaions,  abandoned  every  secular  amusement,  and,  closing  theM 
gates  of  their  monasteiy  against  all  strangers,  retired  to  that  unin'-fl 
temipted  discharge  of  their  spiritual  exercises  to  which  their  vowftf 
hod  consigned  them.  Much  maybe  read,  in  the  conventual  anualii,  I 
of  the  contest  with  her  family  to  which  the  M^re  Angelique  was-l 
exposed  by  the  last  of  these  resohitiona.  On  a  day,  subsequently  m 
held  in  high  esteem  as  the  '  Journee  du  Guichet,'  her  parents  and  J 
M.  lyAndilly,  her  eldest  brother,  were  publicly  excluded,  by  her  I 
mandate,  from  the  hallowed  precincts,  despite  their  reproaches  aud'J 
their  prayers,  and  the  filial  ponies  of  her  own  heart.  That  great  I 
saorifice  accomplished,  the  rest  was  easy.  Poverty  resumed  lilal 
stem  dominion.  Linen  gave  place  to  the  coarsest  woollens.  Fa.'it-  I 
ing  and  vigils  subdued  the  lower-  appetites ;  and  Port-Royal  wjia  1 
once  more  a  temple  whence  the  sacrifices  of  devotion  rose  with  eui  I 
unextinguished  flame  to  heaven,  thence,  as  it  was  piously  believed,  I 
to  di'aw  down  an  unbroken  stream  of  blessings  upon  earth.  I 

Far  different  were  the  strains  that  arose  from  the  ueigbbouriag  I 
abbey  of  Maubiasou,  under  the  rule  of  Mde.  d'Etrees.  That  I 
splendid  mansion,  with  its  dependent  bai'onies  and  forests,  re-  1 
sembled  far  more  the  palace  and  gardens  of  Armida,  than  a  retreat  I 
sacred  to  penitence  and  prayer.  She  was  the  sister  of  the  too  I 
famous  Gabrielle,  to  whose  influence  with  Heniy  she  was  indebted  I 
for  this  rich  preferment.  Indulging  without  restraint,  not  merely  I 
iu  tlie  luxuries  but  in  the  debaucheries  of  the  neighbouring  capital,  I 
she  had  provoked  the  anger  of  the  king,  and  the  alarm  of  the  I 
General  of  the  Order,  A  visitation  of  the  house  was  directed,  I 
Madame  d'Etrees  imprisoned  the  visitors,  and  well-nigh  starved  I 
them.  A  second  body  of  del^ates  presented  themselves.  Pe-  I 
nances,  at  least  when  compulsory,  were  not  disused  at  Maubisson.  1 
The  new  commissioners  were  locked  up  in  a  dungeon,  regaled  with  | 
bread  and  water,  and  soundly  whipped  every  morning.  Supported  I 
by  a  guard,  the  General  himself  then  hazarded  an  encounter  with  I 
the  formidable  termagant.  He  returned  with  a  whole  skin,  but  I 
boasting  no  other  advantage.  Next  appeared  at  the  abbey  gates  I 
a  band  of  archers.  After  two  days  of  fruitless  expostulation,  they  J 
broke  into  the  enclosure.  Madame  now  changed  her  tactics.  She  1 
took  up  a  defensive  position,  till  then  unlieard  of  in  the  scienoe  of  1 
strategy.  In  plain  terms,  she  went  to  bed.  A  more  embarrassing  I 
manoauvre  was  never  executed  by  Turenne  or  Conde.  The  aiege 
was  turned   into   a  blockade.     Hour  after  hour  elapsed ;  ntght 
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succeeded  to  day,  and  day  to  night;  but  still  the  abbess  was  re- 
cumbent— unapparelled, — unapproachable.  Driven  thus  to  choose 
between  a  ludicrous  defeat  and  a  sore  scandal,  what  Frenchman 
could  longer  hesitate  ?  Bed,  blankets,  abbess  and  all,  were  raised 
on  the  profane  shoulders  of  the  archers,  lifted  into  a  carriage, 
and  most  appropriately  turned  over  to  the  keeping  of  the  Filles 
Penitentea  at  Paris. 

And  now  was  to  be  gratified  the  lofty  wish  of  Angelique  to  tread 
in  paths  where,  unsustained  by  any  human  sympathy,  she  might 
cast  herself  with  an  undivided  reliance  on  the  Arm  which  she  knew 
could  never  fail  her.  From  the  solemQ  repose  of  Port-Royal,  she 
was  called,  by  the  General  of  the  Order,  to  assume  the  government 
of  the  ladies  of  Maubisson.  Thetis  passing  from  the  ocean  caves 
to  the  Grecian  camp,  did  not  make  a  more  abrupt  transition.  At 
Maubisson,  the  compromise  between  religious  duties  and  earthly 
pleasures  was  placed  on  the  most  singular  footing.  Monks  and 
nuns  sauntered  together  through  the  gardens  of  the  monastery,  or 
angled  in  the  lakes  which  watered  them.  Ffites  were  celebrated 
in  the  arbours  with  every  pledge  except  that  of  temperance. 
Benedictine  cowls  and  draperies  were  blended  in  the  dance  with 
the  military  uniform  and  the  stiff  brocades  of  their  secular  guests ; 
and  the  evening  closed  with  cards  and  dice  and  amateur  theatricals, 
imtil  the  curtain  fell  on  scenes  than  which  none  could  more  re- 
quire that  friendly  shelter.  Toil  and  care  might  seem  to  have  fled 
the  place,  or  rather  to  have  been  reserved  exclusively  for  the  con- 
fessor. Even  for  him  relief  was  provided.  Considerately  weighing 
the  extent  of  the  labours  which  they  habitually  imposed  on  him, 
his  fair  penitents  drew  up  for  their  common  use  certain  written 
forms  of  self-arraignment,  to  which  he,  with  equal  tenderness, 
responded  by  other  established  forms  of  conditional  absolution. 

But  the  Lady  entered,  and  Comus  and  his  crew  fled  the 
hallowed  ground  which  they  had  thus  been  permitted  to  defile. 
She  entered  with  all  the  majesty  of  faith,  tempered  by  a  meek 
compassion  for  the  guilt  she  abhorred,  and  strong  in  that  virgin 
purity  of  heart  which  can  endure  unharmed  the  contact  even  of 
pollution.  *  Our  health  and  our  lives  may  be  sacrificed,'  she  said 
to  her  associates  in  this  work  of  mercy ;  *  but  the  work  is  the  work 
of  God : '  and  in  the  strength  of  God  she  performed  it.  Seclusion 
from  the  world  was  again  established  within  the  refectory  and  the 
domain  of  Maubisson.  Novices  possessing  a  *  genuine  vocation ' 
were  admitted.  Angelique  directed  at  once  the  secular  and  the 
spiritual  affairs  of  the  convent.  All  the  details  of  a  feudal  princi- 
pality, the  education  of  the  young,  the  care  of  the  sick,  the 
soothing  of  the  penitents,  the  management  of  the  perverse,  the 
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conduct  of  the  sacred  oflficee,  alternately  engaged  her  time ;  and  in 
each  she  exhibited  a  gentleness,  a  gaiety,  and  a  firmness  of  mind, 
before  which  all  resistance  gave  way.  The  associates  of  Madame 
d'Etrees  retained  their  love  of  good  cheer,  and  Angelique  caused 
their  table  to  be  elegantly  served.  They  sang  deplorably  out  of 
tune,  and  the  young  abbess  silently  endured  the  discord  which 
racked  her  ear.  To  their  murmurs  she  answered  in  her  kindest 
accents.  Their  indolence  she  rebuked  only  by  performing  the 
most  menial  oflSces  in  their  service;  and  she  inculcated  ^If- 
denial  by  assigning  to  herself  a  dormitory  which,  to*  say  the  truth, 
would  have  much  better  suited  the  house-dog.  The  record  of  the 
strange  and  even  sordid  self-humiliations  to  which  she  thought  it 
right  to  bow,  can  hardly  be  read  without  a  smile ;  but,  whatever 
may  have  been  the  errors  of  her  creed,  a  more  touching  picture 
has  never  been  drawn  of  the  triumphs  of  love  and  of  wisdom,  than  in 
the  record  left  by  Madame  Suireau  des  Anges  of  this  passage  of 
the  life  of  Angelique  Amauld. 

But  Madame  d'Etrees  was  not  yet  at  the  end  of  her  resources. 
A  company  of  yoimg  men,  imder  the  guidance  of  her  brother-in- 
law  the  Count  de  Sauz6,  were  observed  one  evening  to  loiter  near 
the  house  of  the  FiUea  Penit&ntes.  By  the  next  morning  she  was, 
under  their  escort,  at  the  gates  of  Maubisson.  Burst  open  by 
main  force,  they  again  admitted  the  ejected  abbess.  The  servant 
who  opposed  her  entrance  was  chastised  on  the  spot.  Patients  who 
now  occupied  as  an  hospital  the  once  siunptuous  chambers  of  the 
Abbatial  lodge,  instantly  found  themselves  in  much  more  humble 
lodgings.  Cooks  resumed  their  long  neglected  art,  and  Madame 
d'Etrees  provided  a  dinner  worthy  of  her  former  hospitality  and 
her  recent  privations.  But  in  the  presence  of  Angelique,  the 
virago  was  abashed.  To  intimidate  or  to  provoke  her  rival  proved 
alike  impossible:  it  might  be  more  easy  to  overpower  her.  De 
Sauz6  and  his  confederates  made  the  attempt.  They  discharged 
their  pistols  and  flourished  their  drawn  swords  over  her  head,  with 
unmanly  menaces.  She  remained  unmoved  and  silent.  The 
screams  which  the  occasion  demanded,  were  accordingly  supplied 
by  the  intrusive  abbess.  Clamour  and  outrage  were  alike  in- 
effectual. At  length  Madame  d'Etrees  and  her  respectable  con- 
fessor, aided  by  De  Sauze,  laid  their  hands  on  Angelique,  and 
thrust  her  from  the  precincts  of  the  monastery.  Thirty  of  the 
nuns  followed  her  in  solemn  procession.  Their  veils  let  down, 
their  eyes  cast  on  the  earth,  and  their  hands  clasped  in  prayer, 
they  slowly  moved  to  a  place  of  refuge  in  the  neighbouring  town 
of  Pontoise. 

But  alas,  for  the  vanity  of  human  triumphs  ! — waving  banners. 
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and  burnished  arms  glittered  through  the  advancing  cohimn  of 
dust  on  the  road  from  Paris  to  Maubisson.  Scouts  announced  the 
approach  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  well-appointed  archers.  Madame 
d'Etrees  and  her  cavaliers  escaped  by  the  postern.  A  desperate 
leap  saved  the  worthless  life  of  her  confessor.  Hej  partisan,  the 
M^re  de  la  Sure,  *  a  nun  by  profession,  but  otherwise  resembling  a 
trooper,'  mounted  through  a  trap-door  to  a  hiding-place  in  the 
ceiling,  thence  to  be  shamefully  dragged  by  an  archer,  whom  she 
still  more  shamefully  abused.  Then  might ,  be  seen  through  the 
gloom  of  night,  a  train  of  priests  and  nims  drawing  near  with 
measured  steps  to  the  venerable  abbey ;  on  either  side  a  double  file 
of  cavalry,  and  in  each  horseman's  hand  a  torch,  illuminating  the 
path  of  the  returning  exiles.  Angelique  resumed  her  benignant 
reign;  but  not  in  peace.  Brigands  led  by  De  Sauz6,  and  en- 
couraged by  her  rival,  haunted  the  neighbouring  forests;  and, 
though  protected  by  the  archers,  the  monastery  remained  in  a 
state  of  siege.  Shots  were  fired  through  the  windows,  and  the  life 
of  Angelique  was  endangered.  Strong  in  the  assurance  of  Divine 
protection,  she  demanded  and  obtained  the  removal  of  the  guard. 
Her  confidence  was  justified  by  the  event.  Madame  d'Etrees  was 
discovered,  was  restored  to  her  old  quarters  at  the  Fillea  PenitenteSy 
and,  in  due  time  transferred — not  without  good  cause — to  the 
Chatelet ;  there  to  close  in  squalid  misery,  in  quarrels,  and  intem- 
perance, a  career  which  mighty  with  almost  equal  propriety,  form 
the  subject  of  a  drama,  a  homily,  or  a  satire. 

For  five  successive  years  Angelique  laboured  to  bring  back  the 
ladies  of  Maubisson  to  the  exact  observance  of  their  sacred  vows. 
Aided  by  her  sister  Agnes,  the  abbess  of  St.  Cyr,  she  established  a 
similar  reform  in  a  large  proportion  of  the  other  Cistertian  nunne- 
ries of  France.  All  obstacles  jdelded  to  their  love,  their  prudence, 
and  their  self-devotion.  A  moral  plague  was  stayed,  and  excesses 
which  even  the  sensual  and  the  worldly  condemned,  were  banished 
from  the  sanctuaries  of  religion.  That  in  some,  the  change  was 
but  from  shameless  riot  to  hypocritical  conformity ;  that  in  others, 
intemperance  merely  gave  way  to  mental  lethargy ;  and  that  even 
tlie  most  exalted  virtues  of  the  cloister  hold  but  a  subordinate  and 
an  equivocal  place  in  the  scale  of  Christian  graces,  is  indeed  but 
too  true :  yet  assuredly  it  was  in  no  such  critical  spirit  as  this,  that 
the  labours  of  Angelique  were  judged  and  accepted  by  Him,  in  the 
lowly  imitation  of  whom  she  had  thus  gone  about  doing  good. 
*  She  has  done  what  she  could,'  was  the  apology  with  which  He 
rescued  from  a  like  cold  censure  the  love  which  had  expressed 
itself  in  a  costly  and  painful  sacrifice ;  nor  was  the  gracious  bene- 
diction which  rewarded  the  woman  of  Bethany  withheld  from  the 


288  THE   PORT-ROYALISTS. 

abbess  of  Port-Eoyal.  To  that  tranquil  home  she  bent  her  steps, 
there  to  encounter  far  heavier  trials  than  any  to  which  the  resent- 
ment of  Madame  d'Etrees  had  exposed  her. 

Accompanied  by  a  large  number  of  the  nuns  of  Maubisson,  An- 
gelique  returjied  to  the  valley  of  Chevreuse.  They  brought  with 
them  neither  silver  nor  gold,  though  rich  in  treasures  of  a  far 
higher  price  in  the  account  of  their  devout  protectress.  Poverty, 
disease,  and  death,  were  however  in  their  train.  Rising  from*the 
marshes  below,  a  humid  fog  hung  continually  on  the  slopes  of  the 
adjacent  hills,  and  the  now  crowded  monastery  was  soon  converted 
into  one  great  hospital.  But  for  a  timely  transfer  of  the  whole 
establishment  to  a  hotel  purchased  for  them  by  the  mother  of  An- 
gelique  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Jacques  at  Paris,  their  remaining  his- 
tory might  all  have  been  compressed  into  a  chapter  on  the  influence 
of  malaria. 

The  restoration  of  the  community  to  health  was  not,  however, 
the  most  momentous  consequence  of  the  change.  It  introduced 
the  abbess  to  the  society  and  the  influence  of  Hauranne  de  Verger, 
the  abbot  of  St.  Cyran,  one  of  the  most  memorable  names  in  the 
ecclesiaustical  annals  of  that  age.  When  Richelieu  was  yet  a  simple 
bishop,  he  distinguished  among  the  crowd  of  his  companions  one 
whose  graceful  bearing;  open  countenance,  learning,  gaiety,  and 
wit,  revealed  to  his  penetrating  glance  the  germs  of  future  emi- 
nence. But  to  an  eye  dazzled  by  such  prospects  as  were  already 
dawning  on  the  ambitious  statesman,  those  which  had  arrested  the 
upward  gaze  of  his  young  associate  were  altogether  inscrutable. 
With  what  possible  motive  De  Verger  should  for  whole  days  bury 
himself  in  solitude,  and  chain  down  that  buoyant  spirit  to  the 
study  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  fathers,  was  one  of  the  few  problems 
which  ever  engaged  and  baffled  the  sagacity  of  M.  de  Lufori. 
They  parted ;  the  prelate  to  his  craft,  the  student  to  his  books ;  the 
one  to  extort  the  reluctant  admiration  of  the  world,  the  other  to 
toil  and  to  suffer  in  the  cause  of  piety  and  truth.  They  met 
again ;  the  cardinal  to  persecute,  and  the  abbot  to  be  his  victim. 
Death  called  them  both  to  their  account ;  leaving  to  them  in  the 
world  they  had  agitated  or  improved,  nothing  but  historical  natnes, 
as  forcibly  contrasted  as  they  had  been  strangely  associated. 

Great  men  (and  to  few  could  that  title  be  more  justly  given  than 
to  Richelieu)  differ  from  other  men  chiefly  in  the  power  of  self- 
multiplication  ;  in  knowing  how  to  make  other  men  adopt  their 
views  and  execute  their  purposes.  Thus  to  subjugate  the  genius  of 
St.  Cyran,  the  great  minister  had  spared  neither  caresses  nor 
bribes.  The  place  of  first  almoner  to  Henrietta  of  England,  the 
bishoprics  of  Clermont  and  Bayonne,  a  choice  among  numerous 
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abbacies,  were  successively  oflFered  and  refused.  *  Gentlemen,  I 
introduce  to  you  the  most  learned  man  in  Europe,'  was  the  cour- 
teous phrase  by  which  the  Cardinal  made  known  the  friend  of  his 
youth  to  the  courtiers  who  thronged  his  levee.  But  human  ap- 
plause had  lost  its  charm  for  the  ear  of  St.  Cp-an.  The  retired 
and  studious  habits  of  his  early  days  had  not  appeared  more  inex- 
plicable to  the  worldly-minded  statesman  than  his  present  in- 
difference. Self-knowledge  had  made  Eichelieu  uncharitable. 
Incredulous  of  virtues  of  which  he  detected  no  type  in  the  dark 
recesses  of  his  own  bosom,  he  saw  in  his  former  companion  a 
treacherous  enemy,  if  not  a  rival.  There  were  secrets  of  his  early 
life  of  which  he  seems  to  have  expected  and  feared  the  disclosure. 
St.  Cyran  was  at  least  the  silent,  and  might  become  the  open 
enemy  of  the  declaration  by  which  the  parliament  and  clergy  of 
Paris  had  annulled  the  marriage  of  Gaston  Duke  of  Orleans,  in 
order  to  pave  the  way  for  his  union  with  the  niece  of  the  Cardinal. 
To  his  long-cherished  scheme  of  erecting  the  kingdom  of  France 
into  a  Patriarchate  in  his  own  favour,  there  could  arise  no  more 
probable  or  more  dangerous  opponent.  To  these  imaginary  or 
anticipated  wrongs,  was  added  another,  which  seems  to  have  excited 
still  more  implacable  resentment.  An  aspirant  after  every  form  of 
glory,  Eichelieu  had  convinced  himself,  and  required  others  to 
believe,  that  his  literary  and  theological  were  on  a  level  with  his 
political  powers.  He  was  the  author  of  a  Catechism  where  might 
be  read  the  dogma,  that  contrition  alone,  uncombined  in  the  heart 
of  the  penitent  with  any  emotions  of  love  towards  the  Deity,  was 
sufficient  to  justify  an  absolution  at  the  Confessional.  One  Segue- 
not,  a  priest  of  the  Oratory,  maintained  and  published  the  opposite 
opinion.  Rumour  denied  to  Seguenot  the  real  parentage  of  the 
book  which  bore  his  name,  and  ascribed  it  to  St  Cyran.  From 
speculations  on  the  love  of  God  to  feelings  of  hatred  to  man,  what 
polemic  will  not  readily  pass,  whether  his  cap  be  red  or  black  ? 
Seguenot's  errors  were  denounced  by  the  Sorbonne,  and  the  poor 
man  himself  was  sent  to  the  Bastille,  there,  during  the  rest  of  his 
great  opponent's  life,  to  obtain  clearer  views  on  the  subject  of  con- 
trition. Impartial  injustice  required  that  the  real,  or  imputed, 
should  fare  no  better  than  the  nominal  author ;  and  St.  Cyran  was 
conducted  to  Vincennes,  to  breathe  no  more  the  free  air  of  heaven 
till  Eichelieu  himself  should  be  laid  in  the  grave. 

Never  had  that  gloomy  fortress  received  within  its  walls  a  man 
better  fitted  to  endure  with  composure  the  utmost  reverses  of  for- 
time.  To  him,  as  their  patriarch  or  founder,  the  whole  body  of 
the  Port-Royalists,  with  one  voice,  attribute  not  merely  a  pre- 
eminence above  all  their  other  teachers,  but  such  a  combination  of 

u 


290  THE   PORT-ROYALISTS. 

intellectual  powers  and  Christian  graces,  as  would  entitle  him  not 
so  much  to  a  place  in  the  calendar,  as  to  a  place  apart  from,  and 
above,  the  other  luminaries  in  that  spiritual  galaxy.     Make  every 
deduction  from  their  eulogies  which  a   rational   scepticism   may 
suggest,  and  it  will  yet  be  impossible  to  evade  the  accumulated 
proofs  on  which  they  claim  for  St.  Cyran  the  reverence  of  man- 
kind.    Towards  the  close  of  the  first  of  the  four  volumes  which 
he  has  dedicated  to  the  attempt,  Claude  Lancelot  confesses  and 
laments  the  diflSculty  of  conveying  to  others  by  words  any  definite 
image  of  the  sublime  and  simple  reality  which  he  daily  contem- 
plated with  more  than  filial  reverence.     He  describes  a  man  mov- 
ing  through  the  whole   circle  of  the  virtues  which  the  Gospel 
inculcates,  with  a  step  so  firm  as  to  indicate  the  constant  aid  of  a 
more  than  human  power,  and  with  a  demeanour  so  lowly  as  to  be- 
speak an  habitual   consciousness   of   that   divine   presence.      He 
depicts  a  moral  hero,  by  whom  every  appetite  had  been  subdued, 
and  every  passion  tranquillised,  though  still  exquisitely  alive   to 
the  pains  and  the  enjoyments  of  life,  and  responding  with  almost 
feminine  tenderness  to  every  affectionate  and  kindly  feeling  —  a 
master  of  all  erudition,  but  never  so  happy  as  when  imparting  to 
little  children  the  elementary  truths  on  which  his  own  heart  re- 
posed —  grave,  nay,  solemn  in  discourse,  but  with  tones  so  gentle, 
a  wisdom  so  profound,  and  words  of  such  strange  authority  to 
animate  and  to  soothe  the  listener,  that,  in  comparison  with  his, 
all  other  colloquial  eloquence  was  wearisome  and  vapid — rebuking 
vice  far  less  by  stern  reproof  than  by  the  contrast  of  his  own 
serene  aspect,  at  once  the  result  and  the  reflection  of  the  perfect 
peace  in  which  his  mind  continually  dwelt,  —  exhibiting  a  trans- 
cript, however  rudely  and  imperfectly,  yet    faithfully  drawn,  of 
the  great  example  to  which   his  eye  was  ever  turned,  and  where, 
averting  his  regard  from  all  inferior  models,  it  was  his  wont  to 
study,  to  imitate,  and  to  adore.     In  short,  the  St.  Cyran  of  I^an- 
celot's  portraiture  is  one  of  those  rare  mortals  whose  mental  health 
is  absolute  and  unimpaired — whose  character  consists  not  so  much 
in  the  excellence  of  particular  qualities,  as  in  the  symmetry,  the 
balance,  and  the  well-adjusted  harmonies  of  all — who  concentrate 
their  energies  in  one  mighty  object,  because  they  live  imdcr  the 
habitual  influence  of  one  supreme  motive  —  who  are  ceaselessly 
animated  by  a  love  embracing  every  rational  being,  from  Him  who 
is  the  common  parent  of  the  rest,  to  the  meanest  and  the  vilest 
of  those  who  were  originally  created  in  His  image  and  likeness. 

Nor  was  Lancelot  a  man  inapt  to  discriminate.  He  was  the 
author  of  the  Port-Royal  Grammars,  Greek,  Latin,  and  Italian, 
now  fallen  into  disuse,  but  so  well  known  to  such  of  us  as  ploughed 
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those  rugged  soils  during  the  first  ten  years  of  the  present  century. 
His  biographical  labours  are  not  without  a  tinge  of  his  style  as  a 
grammarian; — a  little  tedious  perhaps,  and  not  a  little  prolix  and 
over-methodical,  but  replete  in  almost  every  page  with  such  touches 
of  genuine  dignity  in  the  master,  and  cordial  reverence  in  the  dis- 
ciple —  with  a  sympathy  so  earnest  for  the  virtues  he  celebrates, 
and  so  simple-hearted  a  consciousness  of  his  own  inferiority — that, 
in  the  picture  he  imdesignedly  draws  of  himself,  he  succeeds  more 
than  in  any  other  way  in  raising  a  lofty  conception  of  the  man  by 
whom  he  was  held  in  such  willing  and  grateful  subjugation.     And 
he  had  many  fellow-subjects.     Richelieu  himself  had  felt  his  dar- 
ing spirit  awed  by  the  union,  in  the  friend  of  his  youth,  of  a 
majestic  repose  and  unwearied  activity,  which  compelled  the  great 
minister  to  admit  that  the  heart  of  man  might  envelope  mysteries 
])eyond  his  divination.     Pascal,  Nicole,  Arnauld,  and  many  others, 
eminent  in  that  age  for  genius  and  piety,  submitted  themselves  to 
his  guidance  in  their  studies  as  well  as  in  their  lives,  with  the  im- 
plicit deference  of  children  awaiting  the  commands  of  a  revered 
and  affectionate  father.     He  was  a  most  voluminous  writer;  but  of 
his  published  works,  one  only  attained  a  transient  celebrity,  and  of 
that  book  his  authorship  was  more  than  doubtful.     If  he  did  not 
disown,  he  never  claimed  it.     Of  the  innumerable  incidents  re- 
corded of  him  during  his  imprisonment  at  Vincennes,   few   are 
more  characteristic  than  the  sale  of  a  considerable  part  of  a  scanty 
collection  of  books  he  had  brought  there,  to  purchase  clothes  for 
two  of  his  fellow-prisoners,  the  Baron  and  Baroness  de  Beau  Soleil. 
*  I  entreat  you,'  he  says  to  the  lady  to  whom  he  gave  this  com- 
mission, *  that  the  cloth  may  be  fine  and  good,  and  befitting  their 
station  in  society.     I  do  not  know  what  is  becoming ;  but,  if  I 
remember,   some  one  has  told  me  that  gentlemen  and  ladies  of 
their  condition  ought  not  to  be  seen  in  company  without  gold  lace 
for  the  men,  and  black  lace  for  the  women.     If  I  am  right  about 
this,  pray  purchase  the  best,  and  let  every  thing  be  done  modestly, 
yet  handsomely,  that  when  they  see  each  other,  they  may,  for  a 
few  minutes  at  least,  forget  that  they  are  captives.'     It  is  in  the 
moral,  rather  than  in  the  intellectual  qualities  of  St.  Cyran,  that 
his  claim  to  the  veneration  of  posterity  must  now  be  rested.     He 
occupies  a  place  in  ecclesiastical  history  as  the  founder  of  Jansenism 
in  PVance. 

Of  that  system  of  religious  belief  and  practice,  the  origin  is  to 
be  traced  to  the  joint  labours  of  St.  Cyran  and  Cornelius  Jansen, 
during  the  six  yeai's  which  they  passed  in  social  study  at  Bayonne. 
Returning  to  his  native  country,  Jansen  became  firat  a  Professor 
of  Divinity  at  Louvain,  and  afterwards  Bishop  of  Ypres.     There 

V    2 


202  THE   PORT-ROTALISTS. 

Jie  Hurrendered  liimself  to  a  life  of  unremitting  labour.  Ten  times 
he  read  over  every  word  of  the  works  of  Augustine ;  thirty  times 
lie  studied  all  those  passages  of  them  which  relate  to  the  Pelagian 
controversy.  All  the  fathers  of  the  church  were  elaborately  collated 
for  passages  illustrative  of  the  opinions  of  the  Bishop  of  Hippo. 
At  length,  after  an  uninterrupted  study  of  twenty  years,  was 
finished  the  celebrated  Auguatinua  Conielii  Janaenii.  With  St. 
Austin  as  his  text  and  guide,  the  good  Bishop  proceeded  to  esta- 
blish, on  the  authority  of  that  illustrious  father,  those  doctrines 
which,  in  our  times  and  country,  have  been  usually  distinguished 
by  the  terms  Calvinistic  or  Evangelical.  Heirs  of  guilt  and  cor- 
ruption, he  considered  the  human  race,  and  each  successive  member 
of  it,  as  lying  in  a  state  of  condemnation,  and  as  advancing  to- 
wards a  state  of  punishment ;  until  an  internal  impulse  from  on 
high  awakens  one  and  another  to  a  sense  of  this  awful  truth,  and 
infuses  into  them  a  will  to  fly  from  impending  vengeance.  But 
this  impulse  is  imparted  only  to  the  few;  and  on  them  it  is  be- 
stowed in  pursuance  of  a  decree  existing  in  the  Divine  intelligence 
before  the  creation  of  our  species.  Of  the  motives  of  their  pre- 
ference not  even  a  conjecture  can  be  formed.  So  far  as  human 
knowledge  extends,  it  is  referable  simply  to  the  Divine  volition ; 
and  is  not  dependent  on  any  inherent  moral  difference  between  the 
objects  of  it,  and  those  from  whom  such  mercy  is  withheld.  This 
impulse  is  not,  however,  irresistible.  Within  the  limits  of  his 
powers,  original  or  imparted,  man  is  a  free  agent; — free  to  admit 
and  free  to  reject  the  proffered  aid.  If  rejected,  it  enhances  his 
responsibility — if  admitted,  it  leads  him  by  continual  accessions  of 
the  same  supernatural  assistance  to  an  acquiescence  in  those 
opinions,  to  the  exercise  of  those  affections,  and  to  the  practice  of 
those  virtues  which  collectively  form  the  substance  of  the  Christian 
syst^^m. 

Such  is  the  general  result  of  the  labours  of  Jansen.  On  the 
(lay  which  witnessed  the  completion  of  them,  he  was  removed  by 
the  plague  to  a  state  of  being  where  he  probably  learned  at  once 
to  rejoice  in  the  fidelity,  and  to  smile  at  the  simplicity  of  those 
sublunarv  toils.  Within  an  hour  of  his  death  he  made  a  will, 
submitting  his  work  to  the  judgment  of  the  Church  of  Rome,  in 
the  communion  of  which  he  had  lived,  and  was  about  to  die.  He 
addressed  to  Pope  Urban  VIII.  a  letter,  laying  the  fruits  of  his 
studies  at  the  feet  of  his  holiness,  *  approving,  condemning,  ad- 
vancing, or  retracting,  as  should  be  prescribed  by  the  thunder  of 
the  apostolic  see.'  Both  the  will  and  the  letter  were  suppressed 
by  his  executors.  Two  years  from  the  death  of  its  author  had  not 
elapsed,  before  the  AuquBtinua  appeared  in  print.     It  was  the 
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signal  of  a  contest  which  for  nearly  seventy  years  agitated  the 
Sorbonne  and  Versailles,  tired  the  enthusiasm  of  the  ladies  and 
the  divines  of  France,  and  gave  to  her  historians  and  her  wits  a 
theme,  used  with  fatal  success,  to  swell  the  tide  of  hatred  and  of 
ridicule,  which  has  for  ever  swept  away  the  temporal  greatness, 
and  which  for  a  while  silenced  the  spiritual  ministrations  of  the 
Galilean  Church. 

Having  aided  largely  in  the  composition  of  this  memorable 
treatise,  St.  Cyran  exerted  himself  with  still  greater  eflfect  in 
building  up  a  society  for  the  maintenance  and  promulgation  of 
the  principles  it  established.  Angelique  Amauld  and  the  sister- 
hood of  Port-Royal  were  now  settled  at  Paris,  but  they  were  still 
the  proprietors  of  the  deserted  monastery ;  and  there  were  gradu- 
ally assembled  a  college  of  learned  men,  bound  by  no  monastic 
vows,  and  living  according  to  no  positive  rule,  Benedictine  or  Fran- 
ciscan. They  were  chiefly  disciples  of  St.  Cyrau,  and  imder  his 
guidance  had  retired  from  the  world  to  consecrate  their  lives  to 
penitence,  to  their  own  spiritual  improvement,  and  to  the  instruc- 
tion of  mankind. 

Of  this  number  was  Antoine  Le  Maitre.  At  the  age  of  twenty- 
seven,  he  had  been  advanced  to  the  rank  of  Councillor  of  State, 
and  enjoyed  at  the  bar  an  unrivalled  reputation  for  learning  and 
for  eloquence.  When  he  was  to  speak,  even  the  churches  were 
abandoned.  Quitting  their  pulpits,  the  preachers  assisted  to  throng 
the  hall  of  the  palace  of  justice ;  and  some  of  the  most  celebrated 
among  them  actually  obtained  from  their  superiors  a  permanent 
dispensation  from  their  ecclesiastical  duties  at  such  seasons,  that 
they  might  improve  in  the  art  of  public  speaking  by  listening  to 
the  great  advocate.  When  he  spoke,  the  delight  of  the  audience 
broke  out  into  biu*st8  of  applause,  which  the  Judges  were  unable 
or  unwilling  to  repress.  *  I  would  rather  be  the  object  of  those 
plaudits  than  enjoy  all  the  glory  of  my  Lord  the  Cardinal,'  was  the 
somewhat  hazardous  exclamation  of  one  of  his  friends,  as  he  joined, 
heart  and  hand,  in  the  universal  tumult. 

Far  different  was  the  estimate  which  his -devout  mother  had 
formed  of  the  prospects  of  her  son.  She  was  one  of  the  sisters  of 
Angelique  Amauld ;  and,  amidst  the  cares  of  conjugal  life,  cher- 
ished a  piety  at  least  as  pure  and  as  ardent  as  ever  burned  in  the 
bosom  of  a  Carthusian.  In  the  wealth  and  glory  which  rewarded 
his  forensic  eminence  she  could  see  only  allurements  to  which  (so 
she  judged)  his  peace  on  earth,  and  his  meetness  for  a  holier  state 
of  being  beyond  the  grave,  must  be  sacrificed.  She  mourned  over 
his  fame,  and  prayed  that  her  child  might  be  abased,  that  so  in 
due  season  he  might  be  exalted.     It  happened  that  his  aunt,  Ma- 
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dame  D'Andilly,  in  the  last  awful  scene  of  life,  was  attended  by 
her  kindred,  and  amongst  the  rest  by  Le  Maitre.  Her  fading  eye 
was  fixed  on  the  crucifix  borne  in  the  hand  of  St.  Cyran,  as  she 
listened  to  his  voice,  now  subdued  to  its  gentlest  accents,  and 
breathing  hope,  and  peace,  and  consolation.  It  was  as  though 
some  good  angel  had  overpassed  the  confines  of  the  earthly  and 
the  heavenly  worlds,  to  give  utterance,  in  human  language,  to 
emotions  sacred  as  his  own  high  abode,  and  to  thoughts  as  lofty 
as  his  own  celestial  natiure..  The  great  orator  listened,  and  won- 
dered, and  wept.  An  eloquence  such  as  even  his  fervent  imagina- 
tion had  never  before  conceived,  enthralled  and  subdued  his  inmost 
soul.  It  was  but  a  soft  whisper  in  the  chamber  of  death ;  but  in 
thosie  gentle  tones,  and  to  that  weeping  company,  were  spoken 
words,  compai*ed  with  which  his  own  eloquence  appeared  to  him 
trivial,  harsh,  and  dissonant  as  the  bowlings  of  the  forest.  And 
when  his  dying  relative's  last  sigh  was  heard,  accompanied  by  the 
solemn  benediction,  *  Depart,  0  Christian  soul  I  from  this  world, 
in  the  name  of  the  Almighty  God  who  created  you,'  Le  Maitre 
felt  that  the  bonds  which  attached  him  to  that  world  were  for  ever 
broken.  He  yielded  himself  to  the  spiritual  guidance  of  St, 
Cyran;  resigned  his  office  and  his  calling;  and  plunged  into  a 
retreat,  where  in  solitude,  silence,  and  continued  penances,  he 
passed  the  remaining  twenty-one  years  of  his  life.  By  the  advice 
of  his  confessor,  the  execution  of  this  design  was  postponed  till  the 
close  of  the  annual  session  of  the  courts.  In  the  interval  he  re- 
sumed his  ordinary  employments ;  but  the  spirit  which  till  then 
had  animated  his  efforts  was  gone.  He  became  languid  and  un- 
impressive ;  and  one  of  the  judges  was  heard  to  mutter,  that,  after 
all,  the  real  power  of  Le  Maitre  was  that  of  persuading  to  sleep. 
This  was  too  much  even  for  a  penitent.  Fixing  his  eye  on  the 
critic,  he  once  more  summoned  his  dormant  strength,  and  pouring 
forth  all  the  energies  of  his  soul  in  one  last  and  most  triumphant 
speech,  he  for  ever  quitted  the  scene  of  his  forensic  glories. 

At  Port-Eoyal  he  appropriately  charged  himself  with  the  care 
of  the  proprietary  i|iterests  of  the  house.  A  village  judge  in  the 
neighbourhood  was  once  attended  by  the  illustrious  advocate,  on  a 
question  of  the  purchase  of  some  bullocks.  Astounded  by  his 
elociuence  (so  runs  the  story),  the  judge  fell  on  his  knees  before 
the  pleader,  professing  his  unworthiness  to  preside  in  his  presence, 
and  imploring  that  they  might  exchange  places.  A  more  likely 
tale  records  that  the  l)ooksellers  had  got  up,  during  Le  Maitre's 
retreat,  an  edition  of  his  speeches  full  of  interpolations  and  errors. 
At  *  the  request  of  friends,'  though  not  with  the  consent  of  his 
confessors,  the  orator  undertook  a  corrected  edition.     His  spiritual 
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guides  interfei'ed.  They  prescribed,  as  a  new  species  of  penance, 
that  he  should  silently  acquiesce  in  this  inroad  on  his  fame  as  a 
speaker.  The  penitent  submitted,  but  not  so  the  booksellers. 
They  (worldly  men  1)  talked  loudly  of  violated  promises,  and  of 
sheets  rendered  useless.  He  listened  to  discourses  on  the  duty  of 
mortifying  these  last  movements  of  vain  glory.  Under  the  ex- 
citement of  the  dispute,  his  health,  already  enfeebled  by  his  mode 
of  life,  gave  way.  A  fever  decided  the  question  against  the  pub- 
lishers ;  and  Le  Maitre  was  doomed  at  length  to  die  the  victim  of 
the  brilliant  career  he  had  so  long  and  resolutely  abandoned. 

His  brother,  Mons.  de  Sericourt,  was  another  of  the  converts  of 
St.  Cyran.  De  Sericourt  had  served  with  distinction  under  Condfi. 
He  was  taken  prisoner  at  the  siege  of  Philipsburg,  and  effected 
his  escape  by  leaping  from  the  walls  of  the  fortress  at  the  immi- 
nent hazard  of  his  life.  Under  the  deep  impression,  which  this 
incident  left  on  his  mind,  of  the  protecting  care  of  Providence,  he 
returned  to  Paris,  where  his  first  object  was  to  visit  his  brother, 
the  report  of  whose  retreat  from  the  bar  had  filled  him  with 
ajatonishment.  He  found  him  (the  words  are  Fontaine's)  in  a  kind 
of  tomb,  where  he  was  buried  alive ;  his  manner  bespeaking  all 
the  gloom  of  penitence.  De  Sericourt  was  shocked,  and  in  vain 
endeavoured  to  recognise  Le  Maitre  in  the  person  who  stood  before 
him.  Immediately  changing  his  demeanour,  Le  Maitre  embraced 
his  brother  with  looks  full  of  gaiety  and  spirit,  exclaiming,  '  Be- 
hold the  Le  Maitre  of  former  days !  He  is  dead  to  the  world,  and 
now  desires  only  to  die  to  himself.  I  have  spoken  enough  to  men. 
Henceforth  I  wish  to  converse  only  with  God.  I  have  exerted 
myself  in  vain  to  plead  the  cause  of  others.  Now  I  am  to  plead 
my  own.  Do  you  intend  to  pay  me  the  same  compliment  which 
I  receive  from  the  world  at  large,  who  believe  and  publish  that  I 
have  gone  mad?'  Nothing  could  be  more  remote  from  the  judg- 
ment of  the  soldier.  Instead  of  regarding  his  brother  as  mad,  he 
aspired  to  share  his  solitude,  and  succeeded.  Under  the  direction 
of  St.  Cyran,  he  joined  in  the  silence  and  austerities  of  the  ad- 
vocate. During  the  war  of  the  princes  he  once  more  took  up  arms 
for  the  defence  of  Port-Royal;  but  his  monastic  life  was  soon 
brought  to  a  close.  Philipsburg  had  in  reality  been  attended  with 
less  danger.  At  the  age  of  thirty-nine,  he  died,  a  premature  vic- 
tim to  fastings,  vigils,  confinement,  and  probably  to  ennui.  Re- 
cruits for  Port-Royal  were  but  seldom  drawn  from  the  armies  of 
the  Most  Christian  King,  and  could  hardly  have  been  draughted 
from  a  less  promising  quarter.  * 

In  this  memorable  brotherhood  there  was  yet  a  third,  Louis 
Isaac  Le  Maitre  de  Saci.     At  the  early  age  of  fourteen  he  was 
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placed  by  his  aunt,  the  M^re  Angelique,  under  the  guidance  of  St. 
Cyran.  From  that  prophetic  eye  the  future  eminence  of  his  pupil 
was  not  hidden.  *  God  will  restore  him  to  you,  for  his  death  would 
probably  be  the  greatest  loss  which  the  church  could  sustain ' — 
was  the  prediction  with  which  St.  Cyran  at  once  disclosed  his  own 
hopes  and  allayed  the  fears  of  De  Saci's  mother,  as  he  watched 
over  the  sick-bed  of  her  child.  To  ensure  the  fulfilment  of  those 
hopes,  the  mind  of  the  boy  was  sedulously  trained.  Absolute,  un- 
hesitating submission  to  human  authority,  as  representing  the 
divine,  was  the  cardinal  principle  of  his  education.  Though  him- 
self one  of  the  most  conspicuous  teachers  of  his  age  as  a  guide  to 
others,  he,  on  no  single  question,  presumed  to  guide  himself.  If 
no  other  director  could  have  been  had,  he  would  have  placed  him- 
self under  the  direction  of  his  valet,  was  the  praise  with  which  his 
friends  expressed  their  admiration  of  his  illustrious  docility.  By 
the  advice  or  commands  of  St.  Cyran,  he  accordingly,  like  his 
brothers,  became  one  of  the  recluses  of  Port-Royal ;  and,  like  them, 
transferred  to  the  support  of  the  monasteiy  all  his  worldly  wealth. 
With  them  also  he  surrendered  himself  up  to  i)enit>ence,  to  solitude, 
and  to  silence ;  and  in  their  company  supplied  his  emaciated  frame 
with  food  which  rather  mocked  than  satisfied  its  wants.  Le  Maitre 
thus  describes  one  of  the  pet  its  soitpers  of  Port-Eoyal : — *It  is,  you 
know,  but  a  slight  repast  which  they  serve  up  for  us  in  the  even- 
ing ;  but  it  engages  my  brother  De  Saci  as  completely  as  the  most 
Humptuous  meal.  For  my  own  part,  such  is  the  warmth  of  my 
temperament,  the  end  of  my  good  cheer  follows  so  hard  on  its 
beginning,  that  I  can  hardly  tell  which  is  which.  When  all  is  over 
witli  me,  and  I  have  nothing  left  to  do  but  to  wash  my  hands,  I  see 
my  brother  De  Saci,  as  composed  and  as  serious  as  ever,  take  up 
his  ([iiartor  of  an  apple,  peel  it  deliberately,  cut  it  up  with  precision, 
and  swallow  it  at  leisure.  Before  he  begins,  I  have  more  than  half 
done.  When  his  little  all  is  over,  he  rises  from  table  as  light  as 
when  he  sat  down,  leaving  luitouched  the  greater  jxirt  of  what  was 
set  before  hion,  and  walks  off  as  seriously  as  a  man  who  had  been 
doing  great  things,  and  who  never  fasted  except  on  fast-days,* 

Poor  Le  Maitre  I  the  gay  spirit  which  had  animated  the  palace 
of  justice  had  its  transient  flashes  even  in  his  'living  tomb;' 
though  the  smile  was  in  this  case  lighted  up  at  an  absurdity  which 
hjid  well  nigh  conducted  his  brother  to  that  tomb  where  all  life  is 
extinct.  Under  these  solemn  parodies  on  what  usually  goes  on  at 
the  dinncr-ta}>le,  De  Saci  pined  away ;  and  was  rescued,  not  without 
extreme  hazard, "from  the  effects  of  his  suicidal  abstemiousness. 
He  returned  from  the  gates  of  death  with  a  spirit  unsubdued  and 
undaunted ;  for  it  was  animated  by  hopes,  and  sustained  liy  convic- 
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tions  which  gave  to  that  last  enemy  the  aspect  and  the  welcome  of 
a  friend.  Admitted,  in  reluctant  obedience  to  his  confessor,  to 
ordination  as  a  priest,  he  assumed  the  office  of  director  to  the 
recluses  of  either  sex  at  Port-Royal.  Nature  struggled  in  the 
bosom  of  Le  Maitre  against  laying  bare  all  the  secrets  of  his  soul  to 
the  inspection  of  his  younger  brother^  But  authority  prevailed. 
Their  mother  led  the  way,  by  placing  herself  under  the  direction  of 
her  son.  Blaise  Pascal  himself  meekly  took  the  law  of  his  con- 
science from  the  same  revered  lip^  Days  of  persecution  followed, 
and  De  Saci  was  driven  from  his  retreat/  and  confined  for  more 
than  two  years  in  the  Bastille.  There  was  fulfilled  the  prediction 
of  St.  Cyran.  Fontaine,  the  bosom  friend  of  De  Saci,  was  the 
associate  of  his  prison  hours.  They  were  hours  of  suffering  and  of 
pain ;  but  happier  by  far  than  the  brightest  and  the  most  joyous 
passed  by  the  revellers  in  the  gay  city  beneath  them. 

In  those  hours,  De  Saci  executed,  and  his  friend  transcribed,  that 
translation  of  the  Holy  Scriptures  which  to  this  moment  is  regarded 
in  France  as  the  most  perfect  version  in  their  own  or  in  any  other 
modern  tongue.  While  yet  under  the  charge  of  St.  Cyran,  the 
study  of  the  divine  oracles  was  the  ceaseless  task  of  De  Saci.  In 
mature  life,  it  had  been  his  continual  delight;  in  the  absence  of 
every  other  solace,  it  possessed  his  mind  with  all  the  energy  of  a 
master  passion.  Of  the  ten  thousand  chords  which  there  blend 
together  in  sacred  harmony,  there  was  not  one  which  did  not 
awaken  a  responsive  note  in  the  heart  of  the  aged  prisoner.  In  a 
critical  knowledge  of  the  sacred  text,  he  may  have  had  many 
superiors,  but  none  in  that  exquisite  sensibility  to  the  grandeur, 
the  pathos,  the  superhuman  wisdom,  and  the  awful  purity  of  the 
divine  original,  without  which  none  can  truly  apprehend,  or  accu- 
rately render 'into  another  idiom,  the  sense  of  the  ihspired  writers. 
Even  the  habitual  prostration  of  his  judgment  to  a  himian  au- 
thority, believed  to  be  divine,  aided  him  as  a  translator :  it  forbade, 
indeed,  the  correction  of  errors,  but  it  impartec^  freedom  and  confi- 
dence to  the  expression  of  all  that  he  acknowledged  as  truth. 
Protestants  may  with  justice  except  to  many  a  passage  of  De  Saci's 
translation ;  but  they  will,  we  fear,  search  their  own  libraries  in 
vain  for  any,  where  the  author's  unhesitating  assurance  of  the  real 
sense  of  controverted  words  permits  his  style  to  flow  with  a  similar 
absence  of  constraint,  and  an  equal  warmth  and  glow  of  .diction. 

Fontaine,  the  humble  companion  of  his  biblical  labours,  had 
also  been  one  of  the  penitents  of  De  Saci.  He  was  a  man  of 
learning,  and  his  *  Memoires  sur  MM.  de  Port-Royal,'  bespeak  a 
nature  gentle,  affectionate,  and  devout.  But  to  saturate  his  me- 
mory with  the  discourse  of  minds  more  exalted  than  his  own,  and 
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to  minister  to  them  in  collating  or  transcribing  the  books  on  which 
they  were  employed,  limited  his  humble  desires.  He  was  succes- 
sively the  amanuensis  of  De  Saci,  and  the  secretary  of  the]  *  great  * 
Arnauld.  A  name  so  truly  great,  excepting  that  of  Pascal,  does 
not  appear  among  the  ^disciples  of  St.  Cyran,  or  the  inmates  of 
Port-Royal. 

Antoine  Arnauld  was  the  youngest  child  of  the  parents  of  the 
M^re  Angelique:  he  was  consequently  the  unole  of  Le  Maitre,  De 
Sericoiuii,  and  De  Saci.      From  his  earliest  years  the  reputation  of 
his  genius  and  learning  had  rendered  him  the  object  of  universal 
notice  and  expectation.   Richelieu  himself  is  recorded  to  have  stolen 
silently  into  his  chamber,  to  enjoy  the  unpremeditated  conversation 
of  the  yoimg  student.     The  Cardinal   had  no  apparent  reason  to 
dread  that  in  this  case  his  advances  would  be  repulsed ;  for  Arnauld 
possessed  several  rich  benefices,  dressed  in  fashion,  and  even  kept  a 
carriage.     But  repulsed  they  were,  and  by  the  influence  of  the  man 
to  whom  similar  allurements  had  been  presented  in  vain.     In  his 
dungeon  at  Vincennes,  St.  Cyran  received  a  visit  from  the  young 
abbe.     That  almost  magical  influence  was  again  exerted  with  irre- 
sistible power.      Arnauld  renounced  his  preferments,  assumed  the 
garb  of  penitence,  and  became  the  companion  of  his  nephews,  Le 
Maitre  and  Sericourt,  in  their  austere  retirement.      This  abandon- 
ment of  the  world  was  not,  however,  so  absolute,  but  that  he  still 
sought  the  rank  of  a  socius  or  fellow  of  the  Sorbonne..     By  the 
authority  of  Richelieu,  his  claims  were  rejected,     But  not  even  the 
Cardinal  could  obstruct  the  advancement  of  so  eminent  a  scholar 
and  divine  to  the  dignity  of  a  doctor  in  divinity.     *  To  defend  the 
truth,  if  necessary,  to  the  death,'  was  in  those  days  one  of  the  vows 
of  such  a  graduate — vows,  it  is  to  be  feared,  light  an  air  with  most 
men,  but,  in  this  instance,  engraven  as  with  a  pen  of  iron  on  the 
soul  of  the  new  professor  of  theology. 

A  year  had  scarcely  elapsed  since  he  had  received  from  the  lips 
of  his  dying  mother  an  adjuration  to  be  faithful  in  the  defence  of 
truth  at  the  expense,  were  it  possible,  of  a  thousand  lives.  Touched 
with  the  coincidence  of  his  academical  oath  and  of  this  maternal 
precept,  he  thenceforward  existed  but  to  combat  for  what  he  at 
least  esteemed  the  truth ;  and  endured  poverty,  exile,  and  re- 
proach, as  he  would  have  cheerfully  submitted  to  death,  in  that 
sacred  warfare.  In  controversy  he  found  his  vocation,  his  triumph, 
and  perhaps  his  delight.  The  author  of  more  than  a  hundred 
volumes,  he  was  engaged  in  almost  as  many  contests.  His  great 
work.  La  frequente  Cmnmunion,  is  essentially  controversial.  He 
waiTed  "srith  the  Jesuits  as  a  body ;  and  with  several  of  their  most 
eminent  writers,  as  Sirmond,  Nouet,  and  De  Bonis,  he  carried  on 
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separate  debates.  Apologies  for  St.  Cyran,  Jansenius,  and  for  the 
ladies  of  Port-Royal  flowed  copiously  from  his  ever  ready  pen. 
He  assailed  the  metaphysical  meditations  of  Des  Cartes,  and  Male- 
branche's  theory  of  mii'acles.  He  contended  even  with  his  friend 
and  associate,  Nicole,  on  an  attempt  te  apply  certain  geometrical 
principles  to  the  solution  of  some  problems  in  divinily,  Claude, 
Maimbourg,  and  Annat,  were  among  his  adversaries.  The  mere 
list  of  his  works  occupies  twenty-six  closely-printed  octavo  pages. 
A  rapid  analysis  of  them  fills  a  large  volume.  If  that  compilation 
may  be  trusted  (he  would  be  a  bold  man  who  should  undertake  te 
verify  it),  the  vast  collection  of  books  which  bear  the  name  of 
Antoine  Arnauld  scarcely  contain  a  tract,  except  those  on  mathe- 
matics, in  which  he  is  not  engaged  in  theological  or  scientific  strife 
with  some  antagonist. 

In  the  catalogue,  of  course,  appears  the  celebrated  treatise  De 
la  Perpetuite  de  la  Foi  sur  PEuchainrStie,  a  work  rewarded  with 
higher  applause  than  any  other  of  his  avowed  writings.  Twenty- 
seven  Bishops  and  twenty  Doctors  prefaced  it  with  eulogies  on  the 
learning,  piety,  talents,  and  orthodoxy  of  the  illustrious  author. 
He  dedicated  it  to  Clement  IX.,  and  was  repaid  with  the  most 
glowing  compliments.  Perhaps  a  still  more  gratifying  tribute  te 
his  success  was  the  conversion  to  the  Boman  Catholic  faith  of 
Turenne,  of  which  this  book  was  the  occasion ;  and  yet  nothing  is 
more  certain  than  that  the  real  author  was  not  Arnauld,  but 
Nicole.  In  the  title  page  of  a  book,  designed  te  refute  the  for- 
midable Claude,  the  two  friends  judged  the  name  of  a  Doctor  of 
the  church  would  avail  more  than  that  of  a  simple  taii8U7'i — on  the 
side  of  Arnauld  a  literary  and  pious  fraud,  which  it  is  impossible 
to  excuse ;  and,  on  the  side  of  Nic<^e,  an  example  of  zeal  for  a 
man's  cause  triumphing  over  his  love  of  fame,  to  which  it  would 
not  be  easy  to  find  a  parallel.  Such,  however,  was  the  height  of 
Arnauld's  reputation,  and  such  the  affluence  of  his  mind,  that  it  is 
scarcely  reasonable  to  attribute  this  disingenuous  proceeding  to 
selfish  motives.  Few  men  have  been  more  enamoured  of  the  em- 
ployments, or  less  covetous  of  the  rewards  of  a  literary  life.  For 
nearly  threescore  years  he  lived  pen  in  hand,  except  when  engaged 
in  devotion,  or  in  celebrating  the  offices  of  the  church  of  Port- 
Royal  on  occasions  of  peculiar  dignitj^  His  was  one  of  those  rare 
natures  to  which  intellectual  exertion  brings  relipf  rather  than 
lassitude ;  thus  giving  to  feebler  understandings  the  assurance  that 
the  living  spirit  which  is  in  man,  if  disunited  from  the  burdens 
of  mortality,  would  l)e  capable  of  eflforts  commensiu^te  ^vith  an 
immortal  existence. 

His  book,  De  lafrequente  Conimmiion,  was  the  commencement 
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of  the  seveuty  years'  religious  war  which  ended  in  the  destruction 
of  Port-KoyaL  To  restore  the  severe  maxims  of  Christian  antiquity 
respecting  the  spiritual  qualification  of  communicants,  and  thus  to 
raise  a  standard  of  church  membership,  incomparably  more  exalted 
than  that  which  prevailed  in  his  own  generation,  was  the  avowed  ob- 
ject of  Arnauld.  His  scarcely  concealed  purpose  was  to  chastise  the 
lax  monJity  to  which  the  Jesuits  had  lent  their  sanction;  and  to  repel 
their  attacks  on  the  more  rigid^'system  of  St.  Cyran.  Revised  in  his 
prison  by  that  father  of  the  faithful,  and  sheltered  by  the  commen- 
dation of  divines  of  every  rank  and  order,  the  book — forbearing  in 
style,  lofty  in  sentiment,  replete  with  various  learning,  and  breath- 
ing an  eloquence  at  once  animated  by  unhesitating  faith,  and 
chastened  by  the  most  profound  humility — bfoke  like  a  peal  of 
thunder  over  the  heads  of  his  startled  antagonists.  Such  was  the 
fury  of  their  resentment,  that  the  Marshal  de  Vihe  sagaciously  ob- 
served, '  There  must  be  some  secret  in  all  this.  The  Jesuits  are 
never  so  excited  when  nothing  but  the  glory  of  God  is  at  stake.' 
Though  at  first  struck  down  by  the  censures  of  a  conclave  of 
Bishops,  with  Mazarin  at  their  head,  Nouet,  the  great  advocate  of 
the  society,  returned  again  and  again  to  the  assault.  Pulpits  ful- 
minated, presses  groaned.  On  the  one  side,  the  Sorbonne  invoked 
the  aid  of  the  civil  power,  then  in  feeble  hands ;  on  the  other,  the 
Jesuits  appealed  to  the  Papal  See,  then  rising  in  new  vigour  from 
the  disasters  of  the  preceding  century.  Arnauld  was  cited  by  the 
Pope,  and  required  by  the  Cardinal  Minister  of  France  to  appear 
in  his  own  defence  at  Rome.  Against  this  infringement  of  the 
Gallican  liberties,  the  University,  the  Sorbonne,  and  the  Parliament 
of  Paris  remonstrated  ;  but  Mazarin  was  inflexible. 

The  Holy  See  took  cognisance  of  the  cause,  though  the  person 
of  the  accused  was  beyond  their  reach.  In  his  absence,  that  infal- 
lible tribunal  decided  not  to  let  the  world  know  whether,  of  the 
thirty  erroneous  opinipns  imputed  to  Arnauld  as  heresies,  twenty 
and  nine  were  heretical  or  not.  Arnauld  himself,  however,  was 
unable  to  stand  his  ground.  For  twenty-five  years  together,  he 
was  compelled  to  live  in  a  voluntary  concealment,  which  his  ene- 
mies had  not  the  power  nor  perhaps  the  A\ish,  to  violate..  His 
retirement  was  passed  in  the  monastery  of  Port-Royal,  or  in  one  of 
the  adjacent  hermitages. 

That  ancient  seat  of  their  Order  had  now  been  long  deserted  by 
his  sister  Angelique  and  her  associates.  Their  residence  at  Paris 
had  not  been  unfruitful  of  events.  They  had  exchanged  the  jiuis- 
diction  of  the  General  of  their  Order  for  that  of  the  Archbishop  of 
Paris.  On  the  voluntary  resignation  of  Angelique,  and  by  her 
desire,  the  abbatial  dignity  had  been  made  elective  in  their  house. 
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An  ineffectual  scheme  of  devoting  themselves  to  the  perpetual  ado- 
ration of  the  Holy  Eucharist,  had  deeply  exercised  their  thoughts 
Occasional  miracles  had  awakened  or  rewarded  their  piety.  An 
inspired  litany  (so  it  was  believed)  had  fallen  insensibly  from  the 
pen  of  sister  Agnes,  which  eight  Doctors  censured,  St.  Cyran  vindi- 
cated, and  the  Pope  suppressed.  From  his  prison  at  Vincennes, 
their  great  apologist  directed  their  consciences,  and  guided  them  to 
the  oflBce  of  educating  children  of  their  own  sex — a  wise  and  happy 
project,  which  brought  back  into  the  sphere  of  ordinary  duties, 
minds  soaring  with  indefinite  aims  into  the  regions  of  mysticism, 
and  wasting,  in  efforts  for  an  ideal  perfection,  talents  eminently 
fitted  to  bless  and  to  improve  mankind. 

To  restore  the  sisterhood  to  the  quiet  valley  where  their  prede- 
cessors had  worshipped,  was  the  next  care  of  St.  Cyran.  True,  it 
threatened  their  lives ;  but  *  is  it  not,'  he  asked,  *  as  well  to  serve 
God  in  an  hospital  as  in  a  church,  if  such  be  his  pleasure  ?  '  ^  Are 
any  prayers  more  acceptable  than  those  of  the  afflicted  ? '  Ange- 
lique's  heart  had  a  ready  answer  to  such  questions  from  such  an 
inquirer.  In  that  sequestered  church  where  angels,  and  a  still 
more  awful  presence,  had  once  dwelt,  they  could  not  but  still  abide, 
(such  was  his  assurance,)  and  she  returned  to  seek  them  there. 
She  came  attended  by  a  large  proportion  of  the  ladies  of  Port- 
Royal,  hailed  by  the  poor  and  aged,  whom  in  former  times  she  had 
cherished,  and  welcomed  by  her  kinsmen  and  by  the  companions  of 
their  religious  solitude.  It  was  their  first  and  only  meeting.  Les 
Granges  (a  farm-house  on  the  hill-side)  became  the  residence  of  the 
recluses,  the  gates  of  the  monastery  closing  on  the  nuns. 

Bound  by  no  monastic  vows,  tha  men  addressed  themselves  to 
such  employments  as  each  was  supposed  best  qualified  to  fill. 
Schools  for  the  instruction  of  youth  in  every  branch  of  literature 
and  science  were  kept  by  Lancelot,  Nicole,  Fontaine,  and  De  Saci. 
Some  laboured  at  translations  of  the  fathers,  and  other  works  of 
piety.  Arnauld  plied  his  ceaseless  toils  in  logic,  geometry,  meta- 
physics, and  theological  debate.  Physicians  of  high  celebrity  exer- 
cised their  art  in  all  the  neighbouring  villages.  Le  Maitre  and 
other  eminent  lawyers  addressed  themselves  to  the  work  of  arbi- 
trating in  all  the  dissensions  of  the  vicinage.  There  were  to  be 
seen  gentlemen  working  assiduously  as  vine-dressers ;  officers  mak- 
ing shoes;  noblemen  sawing  timber  and  repairing  windows;  a 
society  held  together  by  no  vows,  governed  by  no  corporate  laws, 
subject  to  no  common  superior,  pursuing  no  joint  designs,  yet  all 
living  in  unbroken  harmony ;  all  following  their  respective  callings 
silent,  giave,  abstracted,  self-afflicted  by  fastings,  watchings,  and 
humiliations — a  body  of  penitent^  on  their  painful  progress  through 


302  THE   PORT-ROYALISTS. 

a  world  which  they  had  resolved  at  once  to  serve  and  to  avoid. 
From  year  to  year,  till  death  or  persecution  removed  them  from  the 
valley  of  Port-Royal,  the  members  of  this  singulai*  association  ad- 
hered pertinaciously  to  their  design  ;  nor  among  their  annals  will  be 
found  more,  we  think,  than  a  single  name  on  which  rests  the  impu- 
tation of  infidelity  or  fickleness  of  purpose. 

To  the  nuns,  indeed,  no  such  change  was  possible.  Like  the 
inhabitants  of  Les  Granges,  they  employed  themselves  in  educating 
the  children  of  the  rich  and  the  poor,  in  almsgiving,  and  in  other 
works  of  mercy.  Their  renunciation  of  secular  cares  was  combined 
(no  common  alliance)  with  an  entire  superiority  to  all  secular  inte- 
rests. Angelique,  now  the  elected  abbess,  and  in  that  character  the 
ruler  of  the  temporalities  of  the  convent,  exhibited  a  princely  spirit 
of  mimificence  —  nourished  and  sustained  by  the  most  severe  and 
self-denying  economy.  She  and  her  sisterhood  reserved  for  them- 
selves little  more  than  a  place  in  their  own  list  of  paupers.  So  firm 
was  her  reliance  on  the  Divine  bounty,  and  so  abstemious  her  use 
of  it,  that  she  hazarded  a  long  course  of  heroic  improvidence,  justi- 
fied by  the  event  and  ennobled  by  the  motive ;  but  at  once  fitted 
and  designed  rather  to  excite  the  enthusiasm  of  ordinary  mortals, 
than  to  afford  a  model  for  their  imitation.  Buildings  were  erected 
both  at  Port-Royal  de  Paris,  and  Port-Royal  des  Champs ;  in  the 
serene  majesty  of  which  the  worshipper  might  discern  an  appropriate 
vestibule  to  the  temple  made  without  hands,  towards  which  his 
adoration  was  directed.  Wealth  was  never  permitted  to  introduce, 
nor  poverty  to  exclude,  any  candidate  for  admission  as  a  novice  or 
a  pupil.  On  one  occasion  twenty  thousand  francs  were  given  as  a 
relief  to  a  distressed  community ;  on  another,  four  times  that  sum 
were  restored  to  a  benefactress,  whose  heart  repented  a  bounty 
which  she  had  no  longer  the  right  to  reclaim.  Their  regular  expen- 
diture exceeded  by  more  than  sevenfold  their  certain  income ;  nor 
were  they  ever  disappointed  in  their  assurance,  that  the  annual 
deficiency  of  more  than  forty  thousand  francs  would  be  supplied  by 
the  benevolence  of  their  fellow  Christians^ 

What  was  the  constraining  force  of  charity,  Angelique  had  learned 
from  the  study  of  her  own  heart,  and  she  relied  with  a  well-founded 
confidence  in  the  same  generous  impulse  in  the  hearts  of  others. 
The  grace,  the  gaiety,  and  tenderness  of  her  nature,  which  might 
have  embellished  courts  and  palaces,  were  drawn  into  continual 
exercise  to  mitigate  the  anguish  of  disease,  to  soothe  the  wretched, 
and  to  instruct  the  yoimg.  Her  hands  ministered,  by  day  and  by 
night,  to  the  relief  of  those  whose  maladies  were  the  most  loath- 
some or  contagious,  and  her  voice,  in  its  most  kindly  tones,  allayed 
their  terrors.     With  playful  ingenuity  she  would  teach  her  associates 
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how  to  employ  the  vestments,  the  furniture,  and,  when  other^ 
resources  failed,  even  the  sacred  plate,  of  the  monastery,  in  provi- 
ding clothes  for  the  naked,  though  it  left  themselves  in  want,  and 
in  feeding  the  hungry,  though  it  deprived  themselves  of  all  present 
resources.  WTiile  thus  distributing  bounties,  not  merely  to  the 
necessities  of  the  indigent,  but  to  the  relief  of  persons  of  her  own 
rank  in  life,  there  was  in  the  bosom  of  Angelique  a  feeling  which 
revolted,  not  against  dependence  on  alms,  for  her  vows  of  poverty 
required  it,  but  against  soliciting  aid  even  from  her  nearest  kindred ; 
— a  feeling  condemned  as  human,  perhaps,  in  her  stern  self-judg- 
ment, but  assiuredly  one  of  those  emotions  which  the  best  of  our 
race  are  the  last  to  relinquish.  And  if  it  be  true,  as  true  it  surely 
is,  that  to  the  culture  and  exercise  of  the  benevolent  affections  as  an 
ultimate  end,  all  other*  ends  of  human  life  —  knowledge,  practical 
skill,  meditative  power,  self-control,  and  the  rest  —  are  but  subser- 
vient means,  who  shall  deny  to  such  a  course  of  life  as  that  of  the 
nuas  of  Port-Royal,  the  praise  of  wisdom,  however  ill  he  may  judge 
of  the  wisdom  which  established  and  maintained  conventual  insti- 
tutions ?  Some  affections,  indeed,  they  could  not  cultivate.  Two 
of  the  deepest  and  the  richest  mines  of  their  nature,  maternal  and 
conjugal  love,  lay  unwrought  and  unexplored.  Yet  they  lived,  as 
wisdom  we  are  told  ought  to  live,  with  children  round  their  knees ; 
training  them  for  every  oflSce  in  life,  if  not  with  a  mother's  yearn- 
ings, with  perhaps  something  more  than  a  mother's  pnidence. 

Over  this  singular  theocracy,  male  and  female,  presided  St.  Cyran, 
exercising  from  his  dimgeon  a  supreme  authority ;  and  under  him 
ruled  Antoine  Singlin,  the  general  confessor  both  of  the  recluses 
and  the  nuns.  In  the  conduct  of  souls,  (such  is  the  appropriate 
style,)  Singlin  was  supposed  to  excel  all  the  professors  of  that  most 
critical  science.  Pascal,  De  Saci,  and  Arnauld  sat  at  his  feet  with 
childlike  docility.  Ministers  of  state,  advocates,  and  bishops, 
crowded  reverently  round  his  pulpit ;  yet  by  the  confession,  or  rather 
the  boast,  of  his  disciples,  he  was  distinguished  neither  by  learning, 
talentfl,  nor  eloquence.  The  mystery  of  his  absolute  dominion  over 
intellects  so  incomparably  superior  to  his  own,  is  partly,  at  least, 
dispelled  by  what  remains  of  his  writings.  They  indicate  a  mind 
at  once  discriminating  and  devout,  conversant  alike  witli  human 
nature  and  with  the  Divine,  exerting  all  its  powers  to  penetrate  the 
labyrinth  of  man's  heart,  and  sustaining  these  powers  by  habitual 
communion  with  the  source  of  wisdom. 

Guided  by  such  pastors,  the  Port-Royalists  were  following  out  a 
progress  more  tranquil  than  that  of  John  Bunyan's  Pilgrim,  when 
the  wars  of  the  Fronde  rudely  scattered  the  shepherd  and  the  flock. 
Most  of  the  nuns  fled  for  refiige  to  Paris,  but  the  recluses  (they 
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were  Frenchmen  still)  appeared  three  hundred  strong,  in  defence 
of  their  sequestered  valley.  Above  their  hair-sliirts  glittered  coats 
of  mail.  As  the  last  notes  of  the  anthem  died  away,  the  trumpet 
summoned  the  worshippers  to  military  exercises.  Spears  and  hel- 
mets flashed  through  the  woods  —  plumes  waved  over  many  a 
furrowed  brow  —  intrenchments,  the  course  of  which  may  still  be 
traced,  were  thrown  up ;  and  the  evening-gun,  the  watch-word,  and 
the  heavy  tread  of  cavalry,  broke  a  silence  till  then  undisturbed, 
except  by  the  monastic  choir,  or  tlie  half-uttered  prayer  of  some 
lonely  penitent.  De  Sericourt  felt  once  again  his  pulse  beat  high 
as  he  drew  out  the  martial  column,  and  raised  the  long-forgotten 
words  of  peremptory  command.  But  ere  long  a  voice  more  subdued 
though  not  less  peremptory,  was  lieard  to  silence  his.  De  Saci's 
heart  mourned  over  this  reliance  on  an  arm  of  flesh.  Watching 
the  first  pause  in  the  new  enthusiasm  of  his  associates,  he  implored 
tliem  to  lay  aside  their  weapons ;  and  in  long-suffering  to  submit 
themselves  and  their  cause  to  the  Supreme  Disposer  of  events.  At 
an  instant  the  whole  aspect  of  Port-Royal  was  changed.  Students 
returned  to  their  books,  penitents  to  their  cells,  and  handycraftsmen 
to  their  ordinary  labours.  It  was  a  change  as  sudden  and  as  com- 
plete as  when,  at  the  bidding  of  the  Genius,  the  crowded  bridge  and 
the  rushing  river  disappeared  from  the  eyes  of  Mirza,  leaving  before 
him  nothing  but  the  long  hollow  Valley  of  Bagdad,  with  oxen, 
sheep,  and  camels  grazing  on  the  sides  of  it. 

To  one  inmate  of  Port-Royal  the  terrors  of  an  impending  war 
had  brought  no  disquietude.  Angelique  remained  there,  the 
guardian  angel  of  the  place.  Himdreds  of  ruined  peasants  were 
daily  fed  by  her  bounty.  *  Perhaps  I  shall  not  be  able '  (the 
quotation  is  from  one  of  her  letters  written  at  the  time)  ^  to  send 
you  a  letter  to-morrow,  for  all  our  horses  and  asses  are  dead  with 
hunger.  Oh  I  how  little  do  princes  know  the  detailed  horrors  of 
war.  All  the  provender  of  the  beasts  we  have  been  obliged  to 
divide  between  ourselves  and  the  starving  poor.  We  have  con- 
cealed as  many  of  the  peasants  and  of  their  cattle  as  we  could,  in 
our  monastery,  to  save  them  from  being  murdered  and  losing  all 
their  substance.  Our  dormitory  and  the  chapter-house  are  full  of 
horses ;  we  are  almost  stifled  by  being  pent  up  with  these  beasts, 
but  we  could  not  resist  the  piercing  lamentations  of  the  starving 
and  the  heart-broken  poor.  In  the  cellar  we  have  concealed  forty 
cows.  Om*  court-yards  and  out-houses  are  stuffed  full  of  fowls, 
turkeys,  ducks,  geese,  and  asses.  The  church  is  piled  up  to  the 
ceiling  with  corn,  oats,  beans,  and  peas,  and  with  caldrons,  kettles, 
and  other  things  belonging  to  the  cottagers.  Our  laundry  is  filled 
by  the  aged,  the  blind,  the  maimed,  the  halt,  and  infants.     The 
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infirmary  is  full  of  sick  and  wounded.  We  have  torn  up  all  our 
rags  and  linen  clothing  to  dress  their  sores ;  we  have  no  more,  and 
are  now  at  our  wits'  end.  We  dare  not  go  into  the  fields  for  any 
more,  as  they  are  full  of  marauding  parties.  We  hear  that  the 
abbey  of  St.  Cyran  has  been  burned  and  pillaged.  Our  own  is 
threatened  with  an  attack  every  day.  The  cold  weather  alone 
preserves  us  firom  pestilence.  We  are  so  closely  crowded,  that 
deaths  happen  continually.  God,  however,  is  with  us,  and  we  are 
at  peace.' 

That  inward  peace  which  Angelique  was  thus  enabled  to  main- 
tain during  the  horrors  of  civil  war,  was  soon  to  be  exposed  to  a 
more  arduous  trial.  To  the  baffled  antagonists  of  Arnauld,  Port- 
Royal  was  an  abomination.  There  dwelt  in  safety  their  intended 
victim,  plying  his  dreaded  pen,  surrounded  by  his  kindred,  his 
scholars,  and  his  allies ;  and  all  engaged  in  the  same  contest  with 
the  casuistry,  the  theology,  and  the  morals  of  the  society  of  Jesus. 
Against  these  devoted  enemies  one  Brisacier,  a  Jesuit,  led  the 
assault.  His  articles  of  impeachment  bore  that  they  despised  the 
Eucharist,  that  they  had  neither  holy  water  nor  images  in  their 
churches,  and  that  they  prayed  neither  to  the  Virgin  nor  the  saints. 
Vain  was  the  clearest  refutation  of  calumnies  so  shocking  to 
Catholic  ears,  and  vain  the  archiepiscopal  thunders  which  rebuked 
the  slanderer.  Father  Megnier,  of  the  same  holy  company, 
denounced  to  the  astonished  world  a  secret  conspiracy  against  the 
religion  of  Christ,  the  leaders  of  which  were  the  Abbot  of  St. 
Cyran  and  Antoine  Arnauld  —  the  Voltaire  and  the  Diderot  of 
their  age  1  But  human  credulity  has  its  limits,  and  Megnier  had 
overstepped  them.  For  a  moment  the  assailants  paused ;  but  at 
last,  the  womb  of  time,  fertile  in  prodigies,  gave  birth  to  the  far- 
famed  *five  propositions'  of  Father  Coruet  —  a  *  palpable  ob- 
scure,' lying  in  the  dim  regions  of  psychological  divinity,  and 
doomed  for  successive  generations  to  perplex,  to  exasperate,  and  to 
overwhelm  with  persecution,  or  with  ridicufe,  no  inconsiderable 
part  of  the  Christian  worlds 

That  these  five  dogmas  on  the  mystery  of  the  Divine  grace,  were 
to  be  found  within  the  Auguatinua  of  Jansenius,  was  not  the 
original  charge.  They  were  at  first  denounced  by  Coruet  as 
opinions  which  had  been  derived  from  the  work  of  the  Bishop  of 
Ypres,  by  Arnauld  and  other  Doctors  of  the  Grallican  Church,  and 
by  them  inculcated  on  their  own  disciples,  Innocent  X.  condemned 
the  propositions  as  heretical ;  and  to  the  authority  of  the  Holy  See 
Arnauld  and  his  friends  implicitly  bowed.  In  a  woodcut  prefixed 
to  this  papal  constitution  by  the  triumphant  Jesuits,  Jansenius 
appeared  in  his  episcopal  dress,  but  accoutred  with  the  aspect,  the 
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wings,  and  the  other  well-known  appaidages  of  the  evil  8|Hrity 
around  whom  were  playing  the  lightnings  of  the  Vatican. 

The  man  and  the  here^  thns  happily  disposed  of,  a  single 
question  remained  —  Were  the  peccant  propositions  really  to  be 
found  in  the  Auffustinus  or  not  ?  Amauld  declared  that  he  had 
studied  the  book  firom  end  to  end,  and  could  not  find  them  there. 
That  there  they  were  nevertheless  to  be  found,  the  Jesidts  as 
strongly  asserted.  To  have  quoted  by  chapter  and  page  the 
offensiye  passages,  would  have  spoiled  the  most  promising  quarrel 
which  had  arisen  in  the  Church  since  the  close  of  the  Tridentine 
CounciL  Still-bom  must  then  have  perished  the  ever-memorable 
distinction  of  the  droit  and  the  fait  —  the  droit  being  the  justice 
of  the  papal  censure  of  the  propositions,  which  all  Catholics  ad* 
initted  —  the /art  being  the  existence,  in  the  AugustimtSy  of  the 
propositions  so  censured,  which  all  Jansenists  denied. 

The  vulgar  mode  of  trial  by  quotation  being  discarded,  nothing 
remained  but  trial  by  authority.  Annat,  the  King's  Confessor,  a 
Jesuit  in  religion,  and  Mazarin,  the  King's  Minister,  a  Jesuit  in 
politics,  each,  from  different  motives,  found  his  account  in  humili- 
ating the  Port-Boyalists.  A  conclave  of  Parisian  Doctors,  selected 
by  them,  decreed  that  the  five  propositions  were  in  the  book,  and 
should  be  in  the  book.  A  papal  bull  affirmed  their  sentence,  and 
then  a  second  conclave  required  all  the  ecclesiastics,  and  all  the 
religious  communities  of  France,  to  subscribe  their  assent  to  the 
order  which  had  thus  affiliated  these  foundling  opinions  on  poor 
Jansenius.  That  such  a  defender  of  the  faith  as  Antoine  Amauld, 
would  receive  such  a  mandate  in  silence,  the  authors  of  it  neither 
expected  nor  desired.  In  words  exactly  transcribed,  though  not 
avowedly  quoted,  from  Chrysostom  and  Augustine,  he  drew  up  his 
own  creed  on  the  questions  of  grace  and  free-will ;  and  in  good 
round  terms  acquitted  the  Bishop  of  .Ypres  of  having  written  more 
or  leas.  A  third  conclave  censured  the  apologist,  unconscious  ap- 
parently that  their  fulminations  would  reach  the  holy  fathers  of 
Constantinople  and  Hippo.  They  at  least  reached  the  object  at 
which  they  in  reality  aimed.  '  Could  the  most  Christian  King,' 
they  exclaimed,  *  permit  that  penitent  recluses  and  young  children 
should  any  longer  assemble  for  instruction  under  the  influence  of 
a  man  who  had  been  convicted  of  heresy  on  the  subject  of  efficaci- 
ous grace,  and  who  was  either  unable  or  unwilling  to  find  in  the 
Avf/U8tinu8  what  the  Pope  himself  had  said  might  be  found 
there?'  Anne  of  Austria  listened,  Mazarin  whispered,  and  she 
o])eyed.  Armed  with  her  authority,  her  lieutenants  appeared  at 
Port-Royal  with  orders  to  restore  Les  Granges  and  the  forests 
aroTUid  it  to  their  ancient  solitude ;  and  then  had  for  ever  fallen 
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the  glories  of  that  sacred  valley,  but  for  an  incident  so  strange  and 
opportune  as  to  force  back  the  memory  to  the  precipitate  descent 
from  Mount  Ida  of  the  Homeric  Deities,  to  rescue,  in  the  agony  of 
his  fate,  some  panting  hero  on  the  field  of  Troy. 

Mademoiselle  Perrier  was  the  niece  of  Blaise  Pascal.     She  was 
a  child  in  her  eleventh  year,  and  a  scholar  residing  in  the  monas- 
tery of  Port-Eoyal.     For  three  years  and  a  half  she  had  been 
afflicted  with  a  fistula  laaymcdia.      The  adjacent  bones  had 
become  carious,  and  the   most  loathsome  ulcers   disfigured   her 
countenance.     All  remedies  had  been  tried  in  vain ;  the  medical 
faculty  had  exhausted  their  resources.     One  desperate  experiment 
remained  —  it  was  that  of  the  actual  cautery.     For  this  the  day 
was  appointed,  and  her  father  had  set  out  on  a  journey  to  be 
present  at  the  operation.     Now  it  came  to  pass  that  M.  de  la 
Potherie,  who  was  at  once  a  Parisian  ecclesiastic,  a  great-uncle  of 
Angelique  and  of  Amauld,  and  an  assiduous  collector  of  relics, 
had  possessed  himself  of  one  of  the  thorns  composing  the  crown 
of  which  we  read  in  the  EviEuigelists.     Great  had  been  the  curiosity 
of  the  various  convents  to  see  it,  and  the  ladies  of  Port-Eoyal  had 
earnestly  solicited  .that  privilege.     Accordingly,  on  the   24th  of 
March,  in  the  year  1666,  the  day  of  the  week  being  Friday,  and 
the  week  the  third  in  Lent,  a  solemn  procession  of  nuns,  novices, 
and  scholars,   moved  along   the   choir   of  the  monastic   church, 
chanting  appropriate  hymns,  and  each  one,  in  her  turn,  kissing  the 
holy  relic.     When  the  turn  of  Mademoiselle  Perrier  arrived,  she, 
by  the  advice  of  the  schoolmistress,  touched  her  diseased  eye  with 
the  thorn,  not  doubting  that  it  would  effect  a  cure.     She  regained 
her  room,  and  the  malady  was  gone  1     The  cure  was  instantaneous 
and  complete.     So  strict,  however,  was  the  silence  of  the  abbey, 
especially  in  Lent,  that,  except  to  the  companion  who  shared  her 
chamber,  Mademoiselle  Perrier  did  not  at  first  divulge  the  miracle. 
On  the  following  day  the  surgeon  appeared  with  his  instruments. 
The  afflicted  father  was  present;  exhortations  to  patience  were 
delivered ;  every  preparation  was  complete,  when  the  astonished 
operator  for  the  first  time  perceived  that  every  symptom  of  the 
disease  had  disappeared.     All    Paris   rang    with    the   story.     It 
reached  the  ear   of  the   queen-mother.      By  her  command,  M. 
Felix,  the  principal  surgeon  to  the  king,  investigated  and  confirmed 
the  narrative.     The  royal  conscience  was  touched.     Who  but  must 
be  moved  with  such  an  attestation  from  on  high,  of  the  innocence 
of  a  monastery  divinely  selected  as  the  theatre   of  so   great  a 
miracle  ?     Anne  of  Austria  recalled   her   lieutenant.     Again  the 
recluses  returned  to  their  hermitages;  the  busy  hum  of  school- 
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Kny*  x«^  htNMxi  \\ftc>^  iwoar>e>  nt  Pti\rt-Roval;  and  in  his  ancient 
ivir^t  AnvjiuU  ^i«^  (^xmitt^)  to  retsiuue  his  unremitting  labours. 

l^nx^  mu^t  W  ;it  $\>m<i!'  di^xnmt  with  any  man  who  should 
^u)Jx\v  if  iu  ^\ji^i^in$  th^  *  IvU^uv  of  improl^bilities '  in  such  a 
\^^  ^  ihi^  Bwt  th^*^  J:^  i^tt^  indisputable  marvel  connected  with 
iu  Th^  j;jrt^^^  j^»ixius*  the  nu>st  jm^fnuul  scholar,  and  the  most 
^uiueixt  ^Kwtnii^  \xf  thai  a^  all  }H^^«iessing  the  most  ample  means 
\xf  Kuowl^^i^  all  ^'^arefuUv  iuve«^tigatevi.  all  aiimitted,  and  all 
\l^(tHul^\l  x^Jlh  iheJr  j^eiis,  the  miracle  of  the  Holy  Thorn.  Europe 
at  Uw^l  tJttxe  |\«\Hhu\Hi  mo  tlxnH>  men  more  prt>fouiuily  conversant 
^ith  the  lawii  \\f  the  nviteruU  wivrUU  with  the  laws  of  the  human 
t^^iiut  a4u)  with  the  munieij^  law«  than  Pascal*  Arnauld,  and  Le 
Mait^v ;  a*ul  thev  were  all  siiuvrt^  aiul  earnest  Wlievers.  Yet  our 
)S\\tt^^a:(^t  iiu'^Ji^sluUtY  utti^^rlv  rej^vts  K^th  the  tivle  itself  and  the 
iuft^rei^xv?^  dmwa  t\\x»u  it*  aixd  but  ft>r  such  nughty  names,  might 
juJvl  to  the  te^mptatixxu  \\f  re^piuxWng  it  astin^  cinitemptible  for  seri- 
\v\w  Uv^tivW  Why  i*  this?  It  is  a  qm^tion  which  volumes  might 
iv  x^e^U  euv^Joye^i  to  a»K<ww%  In  this  placts  a  j^v^ng  notice  is  all 
Ihat  x'^oi  W  ^ixew  to  it% 

AutwvsW^vt^y  to  their  iuvestijis^tioi^  of  the  evidence,  Pascal, 
Av^w^ulsix  a^^i  te  M^tiv  uviiv  W  sup|v>seKl  t\^  have  nxluceii  their 
vx'^^^si^iu^  ssk^  the  subjk%*^  to  the  tv^lowing  sylK>gism :  —  The  true 
V^Kuwh  UvlUtu^t^ish^\i  tVvMu  all  v^hers  by  the  j>erennial  [H\>$!iession  of 
uovas^ulsHV*  gitXs^  t^W  the  l^xxreh  K>f  Kome  is  the  true  church. 
'rUs\^v4^\^\\  >fch^^u  a  uuvas'le  is  aHe^e^l  tv>  have  haj^n^nevi  within  her 
tsvlvU  thv^  j\*\vvuiu(^k»Jt»  is  uv^  a$;^Mst,,  b^it  iu  tavvnir  of  the  truth  of  the 
s«tateuxv^Mt  i  auvl  ths^vK^AW  aisle\l  b\  that  j^wtauuption,  credit  is  due 
iu  5»ueh  a  s**v^^  tv^  uv:ituuoJtv\  wttU*h  wvhiM  W  iusutScient  to  suWtan- 
^iato  thv^  twt  xuulsn^  aiv>  ^^hsn:  cuYuuu«auvV^!5*  AVjjAf/.HW*  majoimu 
It  is  uot  iu  the  s^vitit  v^x  ^v^uravto.v  t^  U^^  iu  that  of  irreverence  or 
Wvitw  tlvat  we  wvniW  utaiutaiu  the  te^x^r^jje  uameh\that  achiuvh 
re^Jly  vUstii^tusht\l  bv  ^he  jvruiaiuu:  exereiA^  <>f  miraculous 
lowers*  wyvuKl  p*e«^uttv*Wy  be  r^^  a  tnie  churv^h,  but  a  fidse. 

IV^l>abiUty  is  the  exj^vtativux  vvf  the  rw'urreuvV  of  usiviJ  sei\uences. 
Certainty  is  the  exj^vtatiou  v^f  the  re\Mrreu\v  v^f  s^x^uences  believed 
to  Iv  invariable*  The  disapj.viuuuem  of  suvh  au  exfvctatiou  may 
W  the  disck^ire  of  s»Lnue  uuitorm  s^x^uouvv  hitherto  unknown ; 
that  is»  one  of  the  laws  of  nature:  v>r  i?  may  l>e  a  mistake; 
that  iis  the  disturbance  of  thv^vje  law^ji  by  s^.xu\e  jvwer  oaj>ableof  con- 
trollinsr  them.  He  who  allesj^t?  a  minu*U\  alU^^s  the  existence  of 
natural  Liws;  for  there  can  be  no  exct^ptiou  wher^*  there  is  no  rule. 
Now,  to  ascribe  the  laws  of  nature  to  any  p^nver  but  that  of  Goil, 
would  be  atheism.  But  to  aserilv  an  habit ukiI  iufriui^>ment  of 
these  laws  to  powers  subordinate,  yet  opposed,  to  the  divine,  is  not 
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atheistic,  but  is,  on  the  contrary,  consistent  alike  with  piety  and 
with  reason. 

That  analogies  of  natural  and  revealed  religion  not  only  permit, 
but  require,  us  thus  to  judge.  For  example,  the  moral  law  of  Grod 
is  love.  That  law  is  habitually  infringed  by  human  selfishness. 
Submission  to  the  legitimate  exercise  of  legitimate  authority,  is  a 
law  from  Heaven.  That  law  is  habitually  infringed  by  human 
self-will.  That  within  the  range  of  his  powers  of  action  man  should 
Jbe  a  free  agent,  is  the  divine  law.  That  law,  as  we  learn  from  thq 
Gospels,  was  habitually  infringed  in  the  case  of  demoniacs. 

That  the  blood  of  the  dead  should  corrupt  and  not  liquefy ;  that 
houses  should  be  built  and  not  fly ;  that  diseases  should  be  cured 
by  therapeutics,  or  not  at  all,  are  all  physical  laws  of  nature — that 
is,  of  God.  Those  physical  laws,  we  are  told,  are  habitually  in- 
fringed within  the  fold  of  the  Boman  Catholic  Church.  Be  it  so. 
But  if  so,  what  is  the  inference  ?  That  the  Roman  Catholic  Church 
is  the  depositary  of  divine  truth,  and  the  special  object  of  divine 
favour  ?  —  We  wot  not.  "^ATiere  such  truth  resides,  and  such  favour 
rests,  there  will  be  a  harmony,  not  elsewhere  to  be  found,  with  the 
general  laws  of  the  divine  economy,  and  the  general  principles  of 
the  divine  government.  The  law  is  higher  than  the  anomaly.  The 
rule  is  more  worthy  than  the  exception.  That  conformity  to  the 
eternal  ordinances  of  Heaven,  whether  psychological  or  physical, 
should  indicate  the  possession  of  truth  and  holiness  in  a  Church,  is 
intelligible.  That  a  systematic  countei^action  of  any  such  ordinances 
should  indicate  the  same,  is  not  intelligible.  If  in  any  society  any 
law  of  the  divine  government,  whether  moral  or  physical,  is  habitu^ 
ally  reversed,  the  inference  would  seem  to  be,  that  such  a  society  is 
subject  to  the  control  of  some  power  opposed  to  the  divine. 

Will  it  be  answered  that  every  disturbance  of  the  laws  of  God 
must  proceed  from  the  Author  of  those  laws,  and  attest  his  agency 
and  approbation  ?  Why  so  ?  His  moral  laws  are  violated  every 
instant  by  rebel  man  :  why  not  his  physical  laws  by  rebel  angels  ? 
Moses  and  Paul,  and  that  divine  teacher  to  whom  Pascal,  Arnauld, 
and  Le  Maitre  bowed  their  hearts,  and  desired  to  bow  their  under- 
standings, all  assure  us  that  this  is  no  impossible  supposition.  Or 
will  it  be  answered  that  such  reasonings  impugn  the  miracles  of 
Christ  himself?  If  so,  we  abandon  them  as  fallacious ;  for,  sooner 
should  our  right  hand  forget  its  cunning,  than  be  employed  to  write 
one  word  having  that  tendency.  But  the  cases  are  utterly  dissimilar. 
Assume  the  reality  both  of  the  series  of  miracles  recorded  in,  the 
Gospels,  and  of  the  series  of  miracles  recorded  in  the  Roman  Catho- 
lic legends,  and  without  any  inconsistency  we  may  regard  the  one 
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biped  with  tlie  seal  of  tnitli,  and  the  other  as  bearing  the  ira- 

presB  of  error.  Our  Redeemer's  miracles  blend  in  perfect  harmonjr, 
though  not  in  absolute  unison,  with  those  laws,  physical  and  moral, 
which  he  established  in  the  creation,  and  fulfilled  in  the  redemp- 
tion, of  the  world.  In  their  occasion  —  in  their  object  —  in  th^ 
fulfilment  of  prophecy  —  in  their  attendant  doctrine  —  and  in  their 
exceptional  character,  they  are  essentially  distinguished  from  the 
perennial  miracles  of  Rome,  These  are  at  absolute  discord  with 
the  laws  which  the  miracles  of  Christ  fulfil.  If  compelled  to  be- 
lieve them  true,  we  should  not  be  compelled  to  refer  them  to  a 
divine  original.  But  that  the  truth  of  such  stories  aa  that  of  the 
Holy  Thorn  should  ever  have  commanded  the  assent  of  such 
as  Pascal,  Amauld,  and  Le  Mmtre,  is,  after  all,  a  standing  wond^, 
and  can  be  accounted  for  only  by  remembering  that  they  b 
as  inevitable,  and  hailed  as  invaluable,  an  inference  which,  as  it 
seems  to  us,  is  not  to  be  drawn  from  the  premises,  even  if  esta- 
blished. 

Judge  as  we  may  of  the  miraculous  attestation  to  the  ini 
of  Port-Eoyal,  wliich  thus  obtnined  the  advocacy  of  Pascal,  8ent«ni 
IB  irreversibly  passed  by  mankind  on  the  prodigies  wrought,  at  thoa 
same  time  and  in  the  same  cause,  by  the  pen  of  that  wonder-working 
controversialist.  In  the  whole  compass  of  ht«rature,  ancient  and 
modern,  there  is  probably  nothing  in  the  same  style  which  could 
bear  a  comparison  with  the  '  Provincial  Letters.'  Their  peculiae- 
excellence  can  be  illustrated  only  by  the  force  of  contrast ;  and,  ltd 
that  sense,  the  '  Letters  of  Junius '  may  afford  the  illuatration.         1 

To  either  series  of  anonymous  satires  must  be  ascribed  the  pr^m 
of  exquisite  address,  and  of  irresistible  vigour.  Each  attained  an 
immediate  anda  lasting  popularity;  and  each  has  exercised  a  power- 
ful inSuence  on  the  Hterature  of  succeeding  times.  But  here  all 
resemblance  ends.  No  writer  ever  earned  so  much  fame  as  Junius 
with  BO  little  claim  to  the  respect  or  gratitude  of  bis  readers.  He 
embraced  no  large  prindples;  lie  awakened  no  generous  feelings; 
he  scarcely  advocated  any  great  social  interest.  He  gives  equally 
little  proof  of  the  love  of  man,  and  of  the  love  of  books.  He  con- 
tributed nothing  to  the  increase  of  knowledge,  and  hut  seldom 
ministered  to  blameless  delight.  His  topics  and  his  thoughts  were 
all  of  the  passing  day.  His  invective  is  merciless  and  extravagant; 
and  the  veil  of  public  spirit  is  barely  thrown  over  his  personal 
antipathies  and  inordinate  self-esteem.  No  man  was  ever  sogreatiyi 
indebted  to  mere  style ;  yet,  with  all  its  recommendations,  Ms  is  fc' 
style  eminently  vicious.  It  is  laboured,  pompous,  antithetical 
■  self-forget  fill,  never  flowing  freely,  never  in  repose.     ITii 
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admiration  he  extorts  is  yielded  grudgingly ;  nor  is  there  any  book 
so  universally  read  which  might  become  extinct  with  so  litde  loss 
to  the  world  as  *  The  Letters  of  Junius.' 

Eeverse  all  this^  and  you  have  the  characteristics  of  the  *  Pro- 
vincial Letters.'  Their  language  is  but  the  transparent,  elastic, 
unobtrusive  medium  of  thought.  It  moves  with  such  quiet  grace- 
fulness as  entirely  to  escape  attention,  imtil  the  matehless  per- 
spicacity of  discussions,  so  incomprehensible  under  any  manage- 
ment but  his,  forces  on  the  mind  an  inquiry  into  the  causes  of  so 
welcome  a  phenomenon.  Pascal's  wit,  even  when  most  formidable, 
is  so  tempered  by  kindness,  as  to  show  that  the  infliction  of  pain, 
however  salutary,  was  a  reluctant  tribute  to  his  supreme  love  of 
truth.  His  playfulness  is  the  buoyancy  of  a  heart  which  has  no 
burden  to  throw  oflF,  and  is  gay  without  an  effort.  His  indignation 
is  never  morose,  vindictive,  or  supercilious :  it  is  but  philanthropy 
kindling  into  righteous  anger  and  generous  resentment,  and  im- 
parting to  them  a  tone  of  awful  majesty.  The  unostentatious 
master  of  all  learning,  he  finds  recreation  in  toils  which  would 
paralyse  an  ordinary  understanding;  yet  so  sublimated  is  that 
learning  with  the  spirit  of  philosophy,  as  to  make  him  heedless  of 
whatever  is  trivial,  transient,  and  minute,  except  as  it  suggests  or 
leads  to  what  is  comprehensive  and  eternal. 

But  the  canons  of  mere  literary  criticism  were  never  designed 
to  measure  that  which  constitutes  the  peculiar  greatness  of  the 
author  of  the  *  Provincial  Letters.'  His  own  claim  was  to  be 
tried  by  his  peers — by  those  who,  in  common  with  him,  possess  a 
mental  vision  piuified  by  contemplating  that  light  in  which  is  no 
darkness  at  all,  and  affections  enlarged  by  a  benevolence  which, 
having  its  springs  in  heaven,  has  no  limits  to  its  diffusion  on  earth. 
Among  his  ascetic  brethren  in  the  valley  of  Port-Royal,  he  himself 
recognised  the  meet,  if  not  the  impartial,  judges  of  his  labours. 
They  hailed  with  transport  an  ally  who,  to  their  own  sanctity  of 
manners,  and  to  more  than  their  own  genius,  added  popular  arts 
to  which  they  could  make  no  pretension.  We  infer  indeed,  though 
doubtfully,  that  they  were  taught  by  the  excellent  M.  Singlin  to 
regard  and  censure  such  exultation  as  merely  human.  That  great 
spiritual  anatomist  probably  rebuked  and  punished  the  glee  which 
could  not  but  agitate  the  innermost  folds  of  Arnauld's  heart,  as  he 
read  his  apologist's  exquisite  analysis  of  the  Pouvoir  Frocliain 
and  of  the  Graces  Suffisantes  qui  ne  soiit  pas  ejfficaces.  For 
liistory  records  the  misgivings  of  Mademoiselle  Pascal  on  the 
question,  whether  M.  Singlin  would  put  up  with  the  indomitable 
gaiety  which  would  still  chequer  with  some  gleams  of  mirth  her 
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brother'^s  cell  at  Les  Crranges,  even  after  his  preternataral  inge- 
Duity  had  been  exhausted  in  rendering  it  the  most  desolate  and 
cheerless  of  hmnan  abodes. 

Whatever  may  have  been  his  treatment  of  his  illustrious  peni- 
tents, the  good  num  was  not  long  permitted  to  guide  them  through 
their  weary  pilgrimage.  The  respite  obtained  for  Port-Boyal  by 
the  Holy  Thorn  and  the  *  Provincial  Letters,'  expired  with  the 
death  of  Mazarin,  and  with  the  authority  of  the  Queen-mother. 
Louis  began,  as  he  believed,  to  act  for  himself — a  vain  attempt  for 
a  man  who  could  never  think  for  himsel£  The  genius,  such  as  it 
was,  of  the  dead  minister,  had  still  the  mastery  over  the  inferior 
mind  of  the  surviving  monarch.  Louis  had  been  taught  by  the 
Cardinal  to  fear  and  to  hate  De  Setz,  Jansenism,  and  Port-RoyaL 
Poor  Singlin  was  therefore  driven  away,  and  in  due  time  consigned 
to  the  Bastille.  At  the  bidding  of  the  King,  a  s}Tiod  of  the  clergy 
of  France  drew  up  an  anti-Jansenist  test,  to  be  taken  by  all 
ecclesiastics,  and  by  all  religious  communities,  male  and  female ; 
fortified,  of  course,  by  effective  penalties.  They  were  all  required 
to  subscribe  their  names  to  a  declaration  that  the  ^  five  pro- 
positions,' in  their  heretical  sense,  were  to  be  found  in  the 
Augustinus ;  nor  was  there  any  exception  in  favour  of  those  who 
had  never  seen  the  book,  or  of  those  who  could  not  read  Latin. 
This  was  no  ineffectual  menace.  Blow  after  blow  fell  on  those 
who  refused,  and  even  on  those  who  were  expected  to  refuse,  thus 
to  condemn  the  Bishop  of  Ypres.  Port-Royal  was  foremost  among 
such  obdurate  recusants.  Their  schools,  male  and  female,  were 
dispersed.  Amauld  and  the  other  recluses  were  banished  from 
the  valley.  The  admission  of  novices  and  postulantes  was  inter- 
dicted to  the  abbess ;  and  her  ancient  monastery  was  threatened 
with  suppression  as  contumacious  and  hereticaL 

Angelique  Arnauld  was  now  sinking  under  the  pressure  of  in- 
firmity and  of  old  age.  Half  a  century  had  elapsed  since  the  com- 
mencement of  her  reforms,  and  her  tale  of  threescore  years  and 
ten  had  been  fully  told ;  but,  ere  she  yielded  her  soul  to  Him  who 
gave  it,  she  rose  from  her  d3dng  bed  to  make  one  more  effort  for 
the  preservation  of  the  house  so  long  devoted,  under  her  guidance, 
to  works  of  mercy  and  to  exercises  of  penitence  and  prayer.  Sur- 
rounded by  a  throng  of  weeping  children,  and  by  her  elder  associates 
maintaining  their  wonted  composure,  she  for  the  last  time,  quitted 
Port-Koyal  des  Champs,  giving  and  receiving  benedictions,  and 
wcxnt  to  (lie  at  the  convent  of  Port-Royal  de  Paris. 

She  found  the  gates  guarded,  and  the  court-yards  filled  by  a 
irooj)  of  archerH,  the  executioners  of  the  royal  mandate  for  expel- 
ling the  Hcholars,  nOvices,  postulantes,  and  other  unprofessed  in- 
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mates  of  the  house.  During  eight  successive  days  one  after  another 
of  these  helpless  women  was  torn  from  the  place  around  which 
their  aflfections  had  twined ;  and  from  the  arms  of  the  dying  mother, 
whom  they  loved  with  the  tenderness  of  children,  and  regarded 
with  more  than  filial  reverence.     Seventy-five  persons  were  thus 
successively  separated  from  her,  as  from  hour  to  hour  she  descended 
to  the  tomb,  under  bodily  and  mental  sufferings,  described  with 
fearful  minuteness  in  the  obituaries  of  Port-Royal.      *At  length 
our  good  Lord  has  seen  fit  to  deprive  us  of  all.     Fathers,  sisters, 
disciples,  children  —  all  are  gone.     Blessed  be  the  name  of  the 
Lord.'     Such  was  her  announcement  to  Madame  de  Sevign^  of  the 
emptying  of  this  first  vial  of  kingly  wrath.    To  the  Queen-mother 
she  addressed  herself  in  a  loftier,  though  not  in  a  less  gentle  tone. 
At  each  momentary  remission  of  her  agonies,  she  dictated  to  Anne 
of  Austria  a  letter,  long  and  justly  celebrated  as  a  model  of  epis- 
tolary eloquence.     It  has  no  trace  of  debility,  still  less  of  resent- 
ment.    Her  defence  is  as  clear  and  as  collected  as  though,  in  the 
fulness  of  health,  she  had  been  conducting  the  cause  of  another. 
Without  a  reproach  or  a  murmur,  she  exposes  the  wrongs  of  her 
sisterhood,  and  the  error  of  her  persecutors.     For  herself  she  asks 
no  sympathy;  but,  from  the  verge  of  the  world  she  had  so  long, 
renounced,  and  was  now  about  to  quit  for  ever,  she  invokes  from 
the  depositaries  of  worldly  power  the  justice  they  owed  to  man,  and 
the  submission  due  to  the  ordinances  of  Heaven.      *Now,  my 
earthly  business  is  done  1 '    was  her  grateful  exclamation  as  this 
letter  was  closed ;  and  then  commenced  a  mental  and  bodily  strife, 
recorded,  perhaps,  but  too  faithfully  by  her  biogi-aphers.     These 
pages,  at  least,  are  no  fit  place  for  the  delineation  of  a  scene  over 
which  the  sternest  spectator  must  have  wept,  and  the  most  hardened 
must  have  prayed  fervently  for  the  sufferer  and  for  himself.     From 
the  dark  close  of  a  life  so  holy  and  so  blameless,  and  from  the  hope, 
and  peace,  and  joy,  which  at  length  cast  over  her  departing  spirit 
some  radiance  from  that  better  state  on  the  confines  of  which  she 
stood,  lessons  may  be  drawn  which  we  have  no  commission  to  teach, 
and  which  are  perhaps  best  learned  without  the  intervention  of  any 
human  teacher.     Yet,  even  in  Port-Royal  itself,  there  were  not 
wanting  some  to  whom  this  admonition  of  the  vanity  of  human 
things  was  addressed  in  vain. 

Among  that  venerable  society,  the  Sceiur  Flavie  Passart  was  un- 
rivalled in  the  severity  of  her  self-discipline,  and  the  splendour  of 
her  superhuman  gifts.  As  often  as  illness  confined  her  to  her  bed, 
so  often  did  a  miracle  restore  her.  The  dead  returned  to  her  with 
messages  from  the  other  world.  No  saint  in  the  calendar  withheld 
his  powerful  influence  in  the  court  of  heaven  when  she  invoked  it. 
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like  maDy  wiser  folks,  Soeur  Flavie  disooyered  at  last^  and  doubt- 
less to  her  own  sorprisey  that  she  had  become  (there  are  none  but 
masculine  terms  to  express  it)  a  liar  and  a  knave.  The  same  dis- 
covery was  opportunely  made  by  her  associates,  and  arrested  her 
progress  to  the  elective  dignities  of  the  abbey.  A  penitent  confes- 
sion of  her  Jansenist  errors,  a  denunciation  of  the  more  eminent 
ladies  of  Port-Royal  as  her  seducers,  and  a  retractation  of  her 
heretical  belief  in  the  innocence  of  Jansenius,  might,  however, 
still  pave  her  way  to  the  abbatial  throne.  So  judged  the  Soeur 
Flavie,  and  so  decided  jVL  Perifixe,  the  then  Archbishop  of  Paris. 
She  merely  asked  the  imprisonment  of  twenty-six  of  her  rivals. 
He  cheerfully  accorded  so  reasonable  a  boon.  Repairing  in  ponti- 
fical state  to  the  Parisian  monastery,  he  again  tendered  the  anti- 
Jansenist  test.  Angelique  was  gone ;  but  her  spirit  and  her  con- 
stancy survived.  The  simple-hearted  nuns  thought  that  it  would 
be  a  mere  fadsehood  to  attest  the  existence  of  ^  five  propositions ' 
in  a  book  which  they  had  never  seen,  and  could  not  read ;  and  truth, 
they  knew,  was  the  command  of  God,  let  Pope,  Cardinal,  or  Arch- 
bishop say  what  they  would  to  the  contrary.  Perifixe  interdicted 
their  admission  to  the  holy  sacrament.  '  Well,  my  lord,'  they  re- 
plied, *  there  is  in  heaven  a  Judge  who  reads  the  heart,  and  to  him 
we  commend  our  cause.'  *  Ay,  ay,'  rejoined  the  exemplary  pre- 
late, *  when  we  get  to  heaven  it  will  be  time  enough  to  consider 
that,  and  see  how  things  go  there.' 

Eight  days  elapsed ;  and  still  no  change  of  purpose,  no  subscrip- 
tion to  the  test.  Preceded  by  his  crosier^  the  mitre  on  his  brows, 
his  train  borne  by  ecclesiastics,  and  followed  by  a  long  line  of 
archers,  the  Archbishop  reappeared.  Much  he  discoursed  respect- 
ing his  own  mildness,  and  much  of  the  obduracy  of  the  nuns.  In 
proof  of  both,  twenty-three  of  their  number  were  conveyed  to 
separate  places  of  confinement.  But  the  fruits  of  her  treachery 
were  not  reaped  by  the  Soeur  Flavie.  By  the  influence  of  the 
Archbishop,  the  Soeur  Doroth^e  Perdreau  was  elected  abbess.  That 
huly  established  her  residence  at  Paris.  She  effected  a  final  sepa- 
ration of  the  two  monasteries;  and  gave  entertainments  at  the 
l^arisian  convent  which  might  vie  with  the  most  brilliant  of  any 
which  formed  the  boast  of  the  neighbouring  hotels.  For  ten 
months  her  exiled  sisters  remained  in  prison.  Perefixe  then  or- 
dered their  return  to  Port-Royal  des  Champs,  there  to  be  excluded 
from  the  sacraments  of  the  Church,  and  to  die  without  her  bene- 
dictions. The  recluses  of  the  valley  were  to  be  seen  there  no  more. 
Tiny  lived  in  hiding-places,  or  pined  away  in  dungeons.  Singlin 
diiul  of  extremity  of  suffering  in  the  Bastille.  It  must  be  admitted, 
therefore,  that  if  the  existeijice  of  the  *  five  propositions '  in  the 
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Auguatmua  was  not  verified  by  the  attestation  of  a  score  or  two 
of  old  ladies,  Louis  and  his  clergy  have  not  to  bear  the  respon- 
sibility of  so  great  a  misfortune  to  the  Church. 

Twelve  years  before,  the  miracle  of  the  Holy  Thorn  and  the 
genius  of  Pascal  had  rescued  Port-Boyal  from  impending  destruc- 
tion. A  person  scarcely  less  unlike  the  common  herd  of  mortals 
than  the  author  of  the  *  Provincial  Letters,'  and  whose  elevation 
had  been  owing  to  events  which  some  may  think  more  miraculous 
than  the  cure  of  Pascal's  niece,  now  interposed  in  their  behalf, 
and  with  not  inferior  success. 

Anne  Genevieve  de  Bourbon  was  bom  in  the  year  1619,  in  the 
castle  of  Vincennes,  where  her  father,  Henry,  Prince  of  Orleans, 
was  then  confined.  The  misfortunes  of  her  family,  and  especially 
the  execution  of  the  Constable  Montmorency,  her  maternal  uncle, 
had  predisposed  in  early  youth,  to  serious  thought,  a  mind  distin- 
guished to  the  last  by  an  insatiable  craving  for  strong  emotions. 
To  renounce  the  world,  and  to  take  the  veil  among  the  sisterhood 
of  Carmelites  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Jacques,  were  the  earliest  of  the 
projects  she  had  formed  to  baffle  the  foul  fiend  ennui.  A  counter- 
project,  devised  by  her  mother,  was,  that  the  young  princess 
should  present  herself  at  a  court  ball.  Maternal  authority,  per- 
haps inclination,  on  the  one  side,  and  conscientious  scruples  on  the 
other,  balanced  and  distressed  the  spirit  of  the  high-bom  maiden. 
She  betook  herself  for  guidance  to  the  Faubourg  St.  Jacques.  A 
council  on  the  arduous  question  was  held  with  all  the  forms,  con- 
ventual and  theatrical,  which  the  statutes  of  the  Order  and  the 
fancy  of  the  nims  required  or  suggested.  As  presidents,  sat  two  of 
their  number,  one  impersonating  the  grace  of  Penitence,  the  other 
the  virtue  of  Discretion.  From  the  judgment-seat  so  occupied, 
went  forth  the  sentence  that  Anne  Genevieve  de  Bourbon  should 
attend  the  ball,  and  should  surrender  herself  *  de  bonne  foi '  to 
all  the  dress  and  ornaments  prepared  for  her ;  but  that  in  imme- 
diate contact  with  her  person  she  should  be  armed  with  the  peni-. 
tential  robe  of  hair-cloth  commonly  called  a  cilice.  Above  the 
talisman  which  thus  encircled  that  young  and  lovely  form,  glowed 
the  bright  panoply  of  the  marchande  de  modes.  Beneath  it 
throbbed  a  heart  responsive  in  every  pulse  to  the  new  intoxication. 
Penitence  and  Discretion  took  their  flight,  no  more  to  return  till, 
after  the  lapse  of  many  a  chequered  year,  the  cilice  was  again 
drawn  over  a  heart,  then,  alas  I  aching  with  remorse,  and  bowed 
down  with  the  contrite  retrospect  of  many  a  crime  and  many  a 
folly. 

At  the  Hotel  de  Rambouillet,  she  was  initiated,  with  her  bro- 
ther, afterwards  *  the  great  Cond^,'  into  the  Parisian  mystery  of 


TUB  FOBr*BOTALiST& 


I 


throwing  over  the  cold  hard  lineaments  of  downright  selfishnesa  1 
the  fine  woven  draperies  of  polite  literature,  of  sentimentality,  and  | 
of  taste.  She  had  scarcely  read  any  books ;  but  she  could dia course  I 
eloquently  on  all.  Mistress  of  the  histrionic  art,  all  words  fell  I 
ti^witchiugly  from  a  voice  with  which  every  look,  and  gesture,  and  I 
attitude  combined  In  graceful  harmony.  De  Retz  notices  the  ex-  I 
qtiisite  elfect  of  the  sudden  bursts  of  gaiety  which  would  at  times  I 
dispel  her  habitual,  but  not  iuespressive,  langour.  Sarazin  and  1 
Voiture  were  proud  to  receive  their  laurels  from  her  hand,  or  to  1 
beg  tbem  at  her  feet.  Statesmen  and  generals  sought,  or  seemed  I 
to  seek,  her  counsels.  Even  her  mitred  correspond enta  infused  I 
into  their  pastoral  admonitions  a  delicacy  and  a  glow  of  language,  J 
which  reveal  alike  her  skill  to  fascinate,  and  their  desire  to  please,  I 
Vows  of  celibacy  no  longer  promised  an  escape  from  lassitude.  At  1 
the  age  of  twenty-three  she  gave  her  hand  to  Henri  d'Orleans,  I 
Due  de  Longueville,  who  had  already  numbered  forty-seven  years.  I 
The  Duke  repaired  as  plenipotentiary  to  the  conferences  at  Mun-  I 
gter.  The  Duchess  remained  at  Paris,  the  idol  of  the  court.  .1 
Unexplored,  at  least  by  us,  be  the  scandalous  chronicle  of  a  scan-  I 
dalous  age.  She  rejoined  him  In  time  to  shelter,  if  not  entirely  to  1 
save,  her  reputation.  I 

As  she  floated  down  the  Meuse  in  a  royal  progress  (for  it  was  I 
nothing  less),  -the  sister  of  Cond6  was  received  with  more  than  I 
royal  honours.     Troops  lined  the  banks ;  fortresses  poured  forth  I 
their  garrisons  to  welcome   her  approach;  the  keys   of  Namur,  I 
then   held  by  Spain,  were  laid  at  her  feet;  complimentary  ha-  I 
rangues  bailed  her  arrival  at  Li^ge,  Maestricht,  and  Ruremonde ;  -I 
aud  amidst  the  roar  of  cannon,  and  the  acclamations  of  ten  thou-  I 
sand  voices,  the  triumphant  beauty  was  restored  to  the  arms  of  1 
her  husband.     At  Munster  she  exhibited  the  state  and  splendour  ' 
of  a  crowned  head.     But  her  heart  was  depressed  by  ennui,  if  not 
f^tated  by  more  guilty  emotions.     Tours  were  undertaken,  palaces 
built,  wars  of  etiquette  succeasfidly  waged  with  rival  princesses, 
diplomatic  intrigues  twisted  and  untwisted ;  but  gloom  stJll  settled 
on  the  spirit  of  her  to  whose   diversion   all   other   minds   were 
ministering.  ' 

She  returned  to  Paris.  Conde  had  exalted  the  glories  of  her  I 
house.  Mazarin  got  up  an  Italian  opera  for  her  amusement.  1 
Benserade  and  Voiture  referred  to  her  award  the  question,  then  J 
agitating  the  whole  Parisian  world,  of  the  comparative  excellence  I 
of  their  rival  sonnets.  She  became  a  mother.  On  every  side  the  I 
tedium  of  existence  was  assailed  by  new  excitements ;  but  inelau-*  1 
choly  still  brooded  over  her.  Relief  was  however  at  hand.  Th^| 
dissensions,  the  wars,  the  intrigues  of  the  Fivnde,  filled  the  TOiS 
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which  nothing  else  could  filL  Her  share  in  that  mad  revel  is 
known  to  all  the  readers  of  De  Retz,  La  Bochefoucault,  De  Mont- 
pensier,  and  De  Motteville.  Her  younger  brother,  the  Prince  de 
Conti,  was  but  a  puppet  in  her  hands.  With  Cond^  she  quarrelled 
one  day,  and  made  it  up  the  next.  De  Eetz  was  alternately  her 
ruler  and  her  dupe.  Marsaillac  alone  acquired  a  lasting  influence 
over  her  mind.  He  flattered,  amused,  animated,  and  governed 
her,  to  whose  government  alone  the  factious  and  the  frivolous 
were  alike  willing  to  bow.  With  her  infant  in  her  arms,  she  ap- 
peared on  the  balcony,  at  the  Hotel  de  Ville,  *  beautiful,'  says  De 
Betz,  *  with  her  dress  apparently,  but  not  really,  neglected ;  while 
at  the  Greve,  from  the  pavement  to  the  tiles,  was  a  countless  mul- 
titude of  men  shouting  with  transport,  and  women  shedding  tears 
of  tenderness.'  Never  did  mob-idolatry  assume  a  more  bewitch- 
ing aspect.  Hushed  into  affectionate  silence  were  the  harsh  voices 
of  the  many-headed  monster,  as  the  peerless  dame  gave  birth  to 
*  Charles  Paris,'  her  second  son.  Crowded  even  was  that  sick- 
chamber  with  black-robed  coimcillors,  and  plumed  oflScers,  solicit- 
ing her  commands  for  the  defence  of  the  blockaded  capital. 

Peace  came,  and  she  met  almost  on  equal  terms  the  haughty 
widow  and  mother  of  the  kings  of  France.  For  her  brother  and 
her  husband,  she  demanded  and  obtained  the  government  of  pro- 
vinces ;  for  herself,  a  state  ball  at  the  Hotel  de  Ville,  with  the 
presence  of  the  queen-mother  to  grace  her  triumph  ;  for  Marsaillac, 
the  entree  at  the  Louvre  in  his  carriage ;  for  his  wife,  a  tabouret. 

There  are  limits  to  human  endurance.  Agaiust  the  entree  and 
the  tabouret  the  whole  nobility  of  France  awoke  in  generous  re- 
sentment. Astraea  once  more  took  her  flight.  Cond^,  Couti,  and 
poor  De  Longueville  himself,  were  conducted  to  Vincennes ;  our 
heroine  fled  to  Normandy.  Besieged  in  the  castle  of  Dieppe,  she 
escaped  on  foot,  and,  after  a  march  of  some  leagues  along  the 
coast,  reached  a  fishing-boat,  which  lay  at  anchor  there,  awaiting 
her  arrival.  A  storm  was  raging ;  but,  in  defiance  of  all  remon- 
strances, she  resolved  to  embark.  In  an  instant  she  was  struggling 
for  life  in  the  water.  Bescued  with  dijBBculty,  but  nothing  daunted, 
she  mounted  behind  a  horseman,  and  for  fifteen  days  evaded  the 
pursuit  of  her  enemies,  in  mean  and  desolate  hiding-places.  At 
length,  reaching  Havre,  an  English  vessel  conveyed  her  to  Botter- 
dam.  From  that  disastrous  eclipse,  she  emerged  with  undi- 
minished splendour.  From  Stenay,  Turenne  advanced  to  meet 
her  at  the  head  of  all  his  forces.  She  became  a  party  with  him  to 
the  convention  by  which  the  King  of  Spain  bound  himself  to  main- 
tain the  war  with  France  till  the  liberation  of  the  three  captive 
princes ;  and  sixty  thousand  crowns  were  promised  for  the  support  of 
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the  table  and  eqiiipngea  of  Tiirenne  and  tbe  Princesse  de  Longue- 
ville.     Tbat  more  tender  bonds  tban  thoKe  of  war  and  treason  did^ 
not  unite  them,  is  ascribed  bj  ber  biograpbera  to  ber  preference 
for  one   La   Moiissaye,  the  commandant  of  Stenay,     Tbere  she* 
braved  tbe  denunciations  of  her  sovereign,  opposing  one  manifertoj 
to  another,  and  adding  to  ber  other  glories  tbe  praise  of  diplomatio'l 
eloquence. 

Again  tbe  centre  of  all  inti-igue,  the  delirium,  whether  ambitioui 
or  voluptuous,  of  her  heart,  pelded  for  a  while  (and  where  bet 
tiie  heart  which  is  not  enigmatical?)  to  remembrances,  at  once  bit>>^ 
ter  and  soothing,  of  the  Carmelites  of  St.  JacqueB,  with  whom,  m 
days  of  youth  and  innocency,  she  had  joined  in  far  different  aspi- 
rations.    But  in  the  phantasmagoria  at  Paris  the  scenes  are  agaiu 
shifted.     Tbe  parliaments  remonstrate,  the  Princes  are  enlai^ed, 
tbe  Conlinal  exiled,  and  a  royal  declaration  attests  the  innocencaj 
of  Madame   do  Longiieville.       'Voua    n'Stes  plus    ci-iminelle, 
ce  n'eat  de  l^se-amours,' waa  tbe  greeting  on  this  occasion  of  her« 
favourite  Sarazin.     She  rewarded  the  poet  with  an  embassy  to  tb»1 
Spanish  government;  for  the   Duchesse  bad  now  undertnten  i 
negotiation  for  peace  between  the  two  crowns.    Her  second  triumph,  ■ 
however,  was  still  incomplete.      She    returned  in  all  the  pomp* 
of  a  coutjueror  to  Paris,  and  once  more  met  on  equal  terms  theij 
majesty  of  France. 

It  may  reasonably  be  doubted  whether  there  exists  at  this  day*! 
one  himian  being  who  has  found  leisiye  and  inclination  to  8tud;<4 
with  exact  attention,  in  all  its  tedious  details,  tbe  history  of  thea 
wars  of  the  '  Fronde.'       But  that  they  disturbed  the  peace,  and  J 
postponed   the  rising  greatness,  of  a  mighty  nation,  they  wouldil 
have  as  little  to  commend  ttiem  to  serious  regard  as  tbe  cabals  ens'! 
may  suppose  to  distract  the  fair  council  presiding  over  tbe  internal  "i 
economy  of  Almaclts.     To  assert,  during  the  weakness  of  a  long 
minority,  some  popular  rights  not  otherwise  to  be  maintained,  and 
to  restore  the  greater  nobility  to  the  powers  of  which  Richelieu  J 
had  dispossessed  them,  were  indeed  motives  which  gave  some  b' 
of  dignity  to  tlie  first  movement  of  the  Frondeura;   but  meanail 
passions,  more  frivolous  questions,  interests  more  nakedly  selfishjl 
or  in  themselves  more  contemptible,  never  before  or  since  roused.l 
a  people  to  war,  or  formed  a  pretest  for  rebellion.     Cardiuals^J 
Judges,  Monarchs,  Princesses,  Courtiers,  and  Generals  whu-1  befoW'B 
tbe  eye  in  tbat  giddy  maze — intriguing,  lying,  jesting,  imprisoning,  _" 
and  killing,  as  though  Bacchus,  Momus,  and  Moloch  h.id  for  a  while 
usurped  a  joint  and  absolute  dominion  over  the  distracted  land. 

Among  tbe  figurantes  in  tbia  dance  of  death,  none  is  more  con-  1 
epicuous  than  tbe  Duchesse  de  Longueville.     In  tiie  third  and  J 


THE  POET-EOTALISTS.  319 

last  of  those  preposterous  wars^  the  royal  authority  triumphed^  and 
her  star  declined ;  but  it  now  set  to  rise  again  in  a  new  and  far 
purer  radiance.  Like  the  wisest  of  the  sons  of  men^  she  had 
applied  her  heart  to  see  if  there  was  any  good  thing  imder  the 
sun ;  and,  like  him,  she  returned  with  a  spirit  oppressed  by  the 
hopeless  pursuit,  and  proclaiming  that  all  is  vanity.  *I  have  no 
wish  so  ardent'  (such  is  her  confession  to  the  Prioress  of  the 
Carmelites)  *  as  to  see  this  war  at  an  end,  that,  for  the  rest  of  my 
days,  I  may  dwell  with  you,  and  apart  from  all  the  world  besides. 
Till  peace  is  concluded,  I  may  not  do  so.  My  life  seems  to  have 
been  given  me  but  to  prove  how  bitter  and  how  oppressive  are  the 
sorrows  of  this  mortal  existence.  My  attachments  to  it  are  broken, 
or  rather  crushed.  Write  to  me  often,  and  confirm  the  loathing  I 
feel  for  this  sublunary  state.' 

It  was  a  weary  way  which  the  returniDg  penitent  had  to  retrace. 
Now  rising  towards  the  heaven  to  which  she  aspired,  her  fainting 
spirit  would  again  sink  down  to  the  earth  she  had  too  much  loved. 
Long  and  arduous  was  the  struggle  —  tardy,  and  to  the  last  pre- 
carious, the  conquest.  But  the  conquest  was  achieved.  Gainsay 
it  who  will,  the  spirit  of  man  is  the  not  unfrequent,  though  the 
hidden,  scene  of  revolutions  as  real  as  that  which,  from  the  seed 
corrupting  in  the  soil  beneath  us,  draws  forth  the  petals,  diflfusing 
on  every  side  their  fragrance,  and  reflecting  in  every  varied  hue 
the  light  of  heaven.  He  who,  with  disappointed  hopes,  and  the 
satiety  of  all  the  pleasures  which  earth  has  to  oflFer,  seeks  refuge 
in  that  sanctuary  which  in  the  heat  and  confidence  of  youth  he 
had  despised,  may  well  expect  that  human  judges  will  note  the 
change  with  incredulity  or  derision :  nor,  perhaps,  has  he  much 
right  to  complain.  There  ever  must  be  some  ground  for  others  to 
doubt  whether  the  seeming  love  of  long-neglected  virtues  be  more 
than  a  real  distaste  for  long-practised  vices.  That  the  rou6e  should 
pass  into  the  ennuySey  and  the  etmuyee  into  the  d&vote,  may  appeal* 
as  natural  as  that  the  worm  should  become  a  chrysalis,  and  the 
chrysalis  a  butterfly.  To  the  wits  be  their  jests,  and  to  the 
mockers  their  gibes.  To  those  who  can  feel  for  some  of  the 
deepest  agonies  of  our  common  nature,  such  jests  will  be  at  least 
less  welcome  than  the  belief  that,  when  innocence  is  gone,  all  is 
not  lost ;  and  the  conviction,  that  over  the  soul  blighted  and  de- 
praved by  criminal  indulgence,  may  still  be  effectually  brooding 
an  influence  more  gentle  than  a  mother's  love,  and  mightier  than 
all  the  confederate  powers  of  darkness  and  of  guilt 

Few  readers  of  the  later  correspondence  of  the  Duchesse  de 
Longueville  will  doubt  that  the  change  in  her  character  was  the 
result  of  such  a  renovating  energy.     At  the  age  of  thirty-four  she 


N 


baHy  retired  from  the  csImIb  in  iriiicli  sbe  bad  bmw  ao  i  inninJi  ii  M 
Ota  &  put.  Coode  bad  now  taken  up  aims  ngiianl  her  uiiMH 
ooontiy,  and  TWenne  commanded  her  Bnnie&  Ue  DaAsifl 
Bioanked  alike  the  Eooceas  and  tite  Terases  of  her  laotbeb  PjB 
Loi^Deville,  a  kind-hearted  man,  hailed  with  unabated  tcBdersedl 
her  retani  to  the  psths  of  wisdom  and  peace,  ^e  wmtdbed  «ith>a 
true  coDJogal  care  ova  his  declining  reais,  and  eren  extended  ben 
kiadneas  to  one  of  his  illE^tiinate  daughters.  I 

Touched  bj  her  altered  oraiduct,  the  King  and  the  Queen-atother  I 
admitted  her  not  merely  to  their  ferour,  but  to  a  high  place  in  I 
(h«r  r^ard  ;  nor  are  there  many  incidents  in  the  life  of  Loots  so  I 
amiable,  as  the  affectionate  gentleness  of  bis  demeanour  to  this  I 
once  dangerous  but  now  self-humbled  enemy.  On  the  death  of  I 
her  husband,  she  expended  immense  gums  in  the  attempt  to  repair,  I 
in  some  d^ree,  the  calamities  wbich  the  war  of  the  Princes  had  J 
inflicted  on  the  peasantry.  In  a  single  year  she  restored  to  free-  I 
dom,  at  her  own  expense,  nine  buudred  persons  imprisoued  for  I 
debt ;  and  hod  a  list  of  no  less  than  four  thousand  pensioners  sub- J 
mating  altogether  on  her  bounty.  The  austere  penances,  wliich,  at  I 
least,  attested  her  sincerity,  were  combined,  ou  all  becomiag  occa-  I 
tdons,  with  the  princely  magnificence  due  to  her  exalted  station.  1 
Her  eldest  son,  the  Comte  Du  Dunois,  a  feeble-mi ntled  youth,  I 
turned  Jesuits  took  orders,  escaped  to  Rome,  and  was  placed  undw  1 
permanent  restraint.  The  Comte  St.  Paid,  her  only  other  child,  I 
was  a  wild  profligate.  He  enjoyed  ecclesiastical  benefices  of  tho  I 
annual  value  of  60,000  crowns,  which  she  compelled  him  to  resign  I 
unconditionally  to  the  disposal  of  the  King.  I 

Louis  revered  and  applauded  such  unwonted  disinterestedness  I 
and  exerted  all  the  magic  of  bis  flattery  to  nin  her  back  again  to  I 
the  coiut  and  to  the  world.  But  she  had  learnt  a  salutary  lesson  I 
of  self-distrust.  In  the  valley  of  Port-Royal  she  built  a  modesti  ■ 
residence,  where  she  found  repose,  if  not  serenity ;  and  soothed  I 
with  bumble  hopes  a  spirit  too  deeply  contrite  to  be  visited  by  J 
more  buoyant  feelings.  Her  own  hand  has  traced  the  history  of  i 
her  declioing  years ;  nor  have  the  most  pathetic  preachers  of  that  I 
age  of  pulpit  eloquence  bequeathed  to  us  a  more  impressive  I 
atlroouitioD.  Whoever  would  learn  what  are  the  woes  of  minis-  I 
teriug,  by  reckless  self-indulgence,  to  tlie  morbid  cravings  of  tha  1 
heart  for  excitement ;  or  how  revolting  is  the  late  return  to  more  I 
tranquil  pursuits;  or  how  gloomy  is  the  shadow  which  criminal  I 
passions,  even  when  exorcised,  will  yet  cast  over  the  soul  they  I 
have  long  possessed ;  or  liow,  through  that  gloom,  a  light  pure  1 

its  divine  origiual,  may  dawn  over  the  benighted  mind  with  I 
Btill  expauding  warmth  and  briglitoeus  —  tihould  study  the  Letters  1 
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knd  the  Confessions  of  Anne  Genevieve,   Duchesse   de  Longue- 
ville. 

Such,  and  so  conversant  with  the  ways  of  the  world,  was  the 
diplomatist  who  at  length  appeared  for  the  rescue  of  the  ladies  of 
Port-Royal.  No  less  skilful  hand  could  have  unravelled  the  folds 
in  which  the  subject  had  been  wrapped  by  intrigue  and  bigotry. 

To  explain  what  was  the  task  she  undertook,  we  must  return  a 
little  on  our  former  steps. 

The  original  anti-Jansenist  test  had  been  promulgated  by  a 
synod  of  the  clergy  of  France,  adopted  by  the  Sorbonte,  and  en- 
forced by  Louis.  To  the  remonstrances  of  the  nuns  against  being 
required  to  attest  by  their  signatures  a  matter  of  fact  of  which 
they  had,  and  could  have,  no  knowledge,  the  King  had  answered 
only  by  reiterating  the  demand  for  a  *  pure  and  simple '  subscrip- 
tion. *  His  Majesty,'  observed  the  Princesse  de  Guimene,  *  is 
supreme.  He  can  make  princes  of  the  blood,  bishops,  and  arch- 
bishops. Why  not  martjrrs  also?'  It  was  a  branch  of  the  royal 
prerogative  which  he  was  nothing  loath  to  exercise.  De  Eetz  abdi- 
cated the  see  of  Paris,  and  was  succeeded  by  De  Marca,  the  author 
of  the  Formulary.  Availing  themselves  of  so  happy  an  occasion, 
the  Jesuits  at  Clermont  drew  up  a  thesis,  in  which  was  pro- 
pounded for  the  acceptance  of  the  faithful,  the  naked  dogma  of 
Papal  infallibility,  not  only  on  points  of  doctrine,  but  as  to  mere 
matters  of  fact.  Arnauld  and  his  friends  protested.  Their  protest 
was  refuted  by  the  hand  and  the  torch  of  one  of  the  great  polemics 
of  that  age — the  public  executioner.  De  Marca  did  not  live  long ; 
and  his  death  brought  with  it  a  truce  in  this  holy  war.  His  suc- 
cessor in  the  see  of  Paris,  M.  de  Perifixe,  resumed  it,  but  with 
greater  subtlety.  He  taught  that  it  was  enough  if  a  matter  of 
fact,  asserted  by  the  Pope,  were  believed  not  (Tunefoi  divine^  but 
cPune  foi  humaine.  Whether,  in  the  Virgilian  elysium,  the  re- 
compense awarded  to  the  inventors  of  useful  arts  awaits  the  authors 
of  useful  distinctions,  has  not  been  revealed  to  us ;  but  if  so,  De 
Perifixe  may  there  have  found  his  recompense.  On  earth  it  was 
his  hard  fate  to  be  refuted  by  Nicole,  to  be  laughed  at  by  the 
Parisians,  and  to  be  opposed  by  the  ladies  of  Port-Royal.  They 
had  no  faith,  divine  or  human,  and  they  would  profess  none,  as  to 
the  contents  of  a  large  folio  written  in  a  language  of  which  they 
were  entirely  ignorant.  *  Pure  as  angels,'  said  the  incensed  Arch- 
bishop ;  *  they  are  proud  as  devils  !'  How  he  punished  their  pride 
has  already  been  recorded. 

When  a  great  dignitary  has  lost  his  temper  there  is  nothing 
which  he  should  more  studiously  avoid  than  the  being  hooked  into 
the  sort  of  contemporary  record  which  the  French  call  a  procla 
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verbal.     la  tlie  midst  of  the  nuns  of  Port-Royal,  De  Perifixe  hi 
stormed  and  scolded  more  in  the  style  of  a  poisaarde  than  of  i 
Archbiebop  of  Paris ;  and  when  the  chronicle  of  all  his  sa; 
and  doings  on  the  occasion  stole  into  light,  with  all  the  forms 
notarial  cetiifiGatea,  he  fotiod  himself,  to  his  unutterable  dismay; 
the  hero  of  aa  broad  a  farce  aa  had  ever  delighted  that  laughter- 
loving  city.      It  wafl  the  single  j(]ke  of  which  the  nims  had  evoi 
been  either  the  willing  or  the  unintentional  autiiors;  and  thrf 
noon  foimd  to  their  cost  that  it  was  no  light  matter  to  have  direi 
the  current* of  ridicide  against  an  archi episcopal,  and,  through  him, 
against  a  royal  censor. 

The  invincible  opposition  of  the  Port-Royalista  to  the  test,  h/ 
■  awakened  a  more  extended  reaistance.     Men  bad  begun  to  del 
the  right  of  assemblies  of  the  clergy,  or  of  the  King  himsel/, 
impose  such  subscriptions.     To  retreat  was,  however,  no  longef 
possible.     Lonia,  tJierefore,  by  the  advice  of  the  Jesuits,  desired 
the  Pope  himself  first  to  draw  up  a  Formula,  which  should  decl; 
his  own  infallible  knowledge  of  matters  of  fact ;  and  then  to 
quire  the  universal  acceptance  of  it,     Alexander  VII.  exultin] 
comphed.     Subscription  to  De  Marca's  test  was  now  exacted 
papal  authority,  with  tiie  addition  that  the  subscribers  should  cafl 
on  the  Deify  himself  to  attest  their  sincerity.     To  this  demand  tbs 
great  body  of  the  clergy  of  France  submitted ;  but  still  the  resiaU 
ance  of  the  nuns  of  Port-Royal  was  unsubdued.     Four  years 
persecution — of  mean,  immanly,  worrying  persecution — folloi 
The  history  of  it  fills  many  volumes  of  the  ConventuaJ  Annali 
exciting  in  the  mind  of  him  who  reads  them,  feelings  of  amazem^ 
and  disgust,  of  respect  and  pity,   strong   enough  to   carry 
through  what  it  must  be  confesaed  is  but  a  wearisome  task.     Fi 
the  poor  remnant  of  earthly  comforts  which  these  aged  women  hai 
retained,  the  mean-spirited  king,  his  bigoted  confessors,  and  Mb 
absurd  archbishop,  daily  stole  whatever  could  be  so  pilfered.    From 
their  means  of  preparing  for  the  world  where  the  wicked  cease  from 
troubling,   every  deduction  was  made  which  sacerdotal  tyrannjt 
could  enforce.     But  no  tyranny  could  induce  them  to  call  on 
G-od  of  Truth  to  attest  a  lie.     One  after  another  went  down,  with 
no   priestly  absolution,  to  graves  which  no  priest  would  bless; 
strong  even  amidst  the  weakness  and  the  mortal  agonies  of  nature, 
in  the  assurance,  that  the  path  to  heaven  could  not  be  found  in 
disobedience   to   the   immutable    laws  which   Heaven   itself  had 
established. 

Among  the  bishops  of  France,  four  had  been  faithful  enough 
to  insist  on  the  distinction  between  the  droit  and  the  fait.  In 
publishing  the  papal  bidl,  they  attached  to  it  an  express  statement 
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of  their  dissent  from  ihis  new  pretension  of  Borne.  Of  these 
prelates,  one  was  a  brother  of  the  great  Amauld,  and  bore  the 
same  name.  Alexander  VII.  was  now  on  his  death-bed ;  he  had 
even  received  extreme  unction.  But  at  that  awful  hour  he  re- 
tained enough  of  human  or  of  papal  feeling  to  launch  against  the 
four  prelates  a  brief  full  of  menaces,  which  it  devolved  on  his 
successor,  Eospigliosi,  to  execute. 

But  Clement  IX.  was  a  man  of  a  far  greater  and  more  Christian 
spirit.  He  had  mourned  over  the  distractions  of  the  Church,  and 
had  made  it  his  appropriate  glory  to  mediate  between  the  con- 
tending crowns  of  Spain  and  Portugal.  To  him  the  Duchesse  de 
Longueville  addressed  herself  on  behalf  of  Port-Eoyal,  in  a  letter 
of  the  most  insinuating  and  impressive  eloquence.  His  nimcio  at 
Paris  was  made  to  feel  all  the  powers  of  that  fascinating  influence 
which  she  still  knew  how  to  employ.  At  her  hotel,  and  in  her 
presence,  a  select  committee  met  daily  for  the  management  of  this 
aflFair.  It  was  composed  of  three  bishops,  aided  by  Amauld  and 
Nicole.  Cond^  himself  was  induced  by  his  sister  to  lend  the  weight 
of  his  authority  to  her  projects.  Eveu  Le  Tellier  was  circumvented 
by  the  toils  spread  for  him  by  this  great  mistress  of  intrigue.  For 
nearly  eighteen  months  she  laboured  to  overcome  the  obstacles 
which  the  pride  of  Bome  and  of  Louis,  and  the  ill-will  of  the 
Father  Annat,  his  confessor,  opposed  to  her.  All  difficulties  at 
length  yielded  to  her  perseverance  and  her  diplomatic  skill.  The 
four  bishops  were  content  to  denounce  the  *  five  propositions '  as 
heretical,  and  to  promise  *  a  submission  of  respect  and  discipline,' 
as  to  the  fa^^  declaring  that  *  they  would  not  contest  the  papal 
decision,  but  would  maintain  an  absolute  silence  on  the  subject.' 
One  of  them  insisted  on  adding  an  express  statement  of  the  falli- 
bility of  the  Church  respecting  such  matters  of  fact  as  the  contents 
of  a  book.  Clement  IX.  was,  however,  satisfied.  Peace  was  re- 
stored to  the  Gallican  Church.  Medals  were  struck,  speeches  made, 
and  solemn  audiences  accorded  by  Louis  to  Amauld  and  his  as- 
sociates. De  Saci  and  his  fellow-prisoners  were  set  at  liberty.. 
Port-Royal  was  once  more  permitted  to  recruit  her  monastery,  to 
open  her  schools,  and  to  give  shelter  to  her  dispersed  recluses. 
Among  the  events  which  signalised  the  pacification  of  Clement 
IX.,  one  demands  especial  notice.  Malebranche  had  signed  the 
Formulary.  He  now  frankly  avowed  that  he  had  condemned 
Jansenius  without  reading  his  book,  and  implored  the  pardon  of 
God  and  of  man  for  his  guilty  compliance. 

It  may  perhaps  be  consolatory  to  some,  in  our  own  times,  to  be 
informed,  that  in  censuring  as  heretical  the  book  of  a  professor  of 
divinity,  of  which  they  knew  nothing  but  the  title-page,  they 
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might  have  pleaded  the  example  of  so  great  a  man  —  a  comfotd 
however,  to  which  they  will  not  be  entitled,  unless  they  imitatd 
also  the  esaniple  of  his  repentance.  J 

Ten  years  elapsed  from  this  piicifieation  hefore  the  close  of  thq 
extraordinaiy  career  of  the  Diichesse  de  Longueville;  and  thOT 
were  years  distinguished  in  the  chronicle  of  Port-Eoyal  by  Httln 
else  than  the  peaceful  lives  and  the  tranquil  deaths  of  many  of  tha 
inhabitants  of  the  valley.  In  their  annals  are  to  be  found  monu 
than  a  century  of  namen,  to  which  their  admirers  have  promi&e<S 
not  only  an  eternal  reward,  but  such  immortality  as  the  world  ban 
to  bestow.  I 

Overburdened  as  we  are  by  the  ever  increasing  debt  of  admipJ 
ation  to  the  illustrious  dead,  these  promises  will  hardly  he  fulfilledfl 
at  least  by  our  busy  j^e :  nor  is  it  easy  even  for  one  who  has  caxM 
fully  travelled  through  the  whole  of  these  biographies,  to  select 
from  among  the  female  candidates  for  posthumous  renown,  those 
to  whom  such  homage  is  especially  due.  Their  portraitures  have, 
a  strong  resemblance  to  each  other.  To  each,  in  her  turn,  id 
awarded  the  praise  of  passive  virtue,  of  fervent  piety,  and  of  aiiaj 
terities  from  which  nature  shrinks.  If  a  sense  of  the  ludicroud 
vrill  occasionally  provoke  a  passing  smile,  or  if  a  sigh  must  now 
and  then  be  given  to  the  melancholy  superstitious  of  which  thfy 
were  the  blameless  victims,  it  is  at  least  impossible  to  contemplate, 
irreverently  or  unmoved,  the  image  of  purity  and  peace,  of  mutuai< 
kindness  and  cheerful  acquiescence  in  the  Divine  will,  which  disfl 
closes  itself  at  each  successive  aspect  of  that  holy  sisterhood.  i 

The  sternest  Protestant  cannot  rouse  himself  at  once  from  the' 
influence  of  this  course  of  reading ;  nor  resume,  without  an  effort, 
his  conviction,  that  it  is  amidst  the  charities  of  domestic  life  that 
female  virtue  finds  the  highest  exercise,  and  female  piety  the  most 
Bublime  elevation.  He  knows,  indeed,  that  exubei'ant  as  is  the 
charter  of  his  faith  in  models  of  every  human  virtue,  and 
ceptB  of  wisdom  under  every  varied  form,  it  contains  not  so  much 
pis  a  single  example,  or  a  solitary  admonition,  from  which  the 
Confessors  of  Port-Royal  could  have  shown  that  a  retreat  to  audi 
cloisters  was  in  accordance  with  the  revealed  will  of  God.  H*"] 
knows  also,  that  thus  to  counteract  the  eternal  laws  of  nature 
the  manifest  designs  of  Providence,  must  be  folly,  however  specii 
the  pretext  or  solemn  the  guise  which  such  folly  may  assume, 
is  assured  that  filial  affection,  cheerfully,  temperately,  bountifully, 
and  thankfully  using  the  gifts  of  heaven,  is  the  best  tribute  which 
man  can  render  to  Him  who  claims  for  himself  the  name  and  the 
character  of  a  Father.  But  with  all  this  knowledge,  the  disciple 
of  Luther  or  of  Calvin  will  yet  close  the  viea  Sdijianles  and  (ba^ 
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nScrologiea  of  these  holy  women,  not  without  a  reluctance  to  doubty 
and  a  wish  to  believe,  that  they  really  occupied  the  high  and  awful 
station  to  which  they  aspired ;  and  stood  apart  from  the  world,  its 
pollutions,  and  its  cares,  to  ofifer  with  purer  hearts  than  others,  and 
with  more  acceptable  intercessions,  the  sacrifice  of  an  uninterrupted 
worship,  replete  with  blessings  to  themselves  and  to  mankind. 
Peace  then  to  their  errors,  and  imquoted  be  any  of  the  innumer- 
able extravagances  which  aboimd  in  the  records  of  their  lives.  To 
the  recluses  who  shared,  without  ever  breaking,  their  solitude,  we 
rather  turn  for  illustrations  of  the  spirit  which  animated  and 
characterised  the  valley  of  Port-Royal. 

On  the  pacification  of  Clement  IX.,  Louis  Sebastian  le  Nain  de 
Tillemont,  who  had  been  educated  in  the  schools  of  Nicole  and 
Lancelot,  returned  in  the  maturity  of  his  manhood  to  a  hermitage 
which  he  had  erected  near  the  court-yard  of  the  abbey.  Such  had 
been  his  attainments  as  a  boy,  that  the  pupil  had  soon  exhausted 
the  resources  of  those  profound  teachers,  and  in  his  twentieth  year 
had  commenced  those  works  on  ecclesiastical  history,  which  have 
placed  him  in  the  very  foremost  rank,  if  not  at  the  head,  of  all 
who  have  laboured  in  that  fertile  though  rugged  field.  To  the 
culture  of  it  his  life  was  unceasingly  devoted.  Though  under  the 
direction  of  De  Sad  he  had  obtained  admission  to  holy  orders,  he 
refused  all  the  rich  preferments  pressed  on  him  by  the  admirers  of 
his  genius.  Year  after  year  passed  over  him,  unmarked  by  any 
event  which  even  the  pen  of  his  aflfectionate  biographer,  Fontaine, 
could  record.  *  He  lived,'  says  that  amiable  writer,  *  alone,  and 
with  no  witness  but  God  himself,  who  was  ever  present  with  him, 
and  who  was  all  in  all  to  him.'  It  was  only  in  an  habitual  and 
placid  communion  with  that  one  associate,  that  he  sought  relief 
from  his  gigantic  toils ;  and  with  a  spirit  recruited  by  that  com- 
munion, he  returned  to  the  society  of  the  Emperors,  the  Popes, 
the  Fathers,  and  the  Saints,  who  were  to  him  as  companions  and 
as  friends.  To  a  man  long  conversant  with  the  anxieties  of  a 
secular  calling,  the  soft  lights  and  the  harmonious  repose  of  such  a 
picture  may  perhaps  exhibit  a  delusive  aspect ;  yet  it  can  hardly 
be  a  delusion  to  believe,  that  for  such  colloquy  with  the  minds 
which  yet  live  in  books,  and  with  that  Mind  which  is  the  source  of 
all  life,  would  be  wisely  abandoned  whatever  ambition,  society, 
fame,  or  fortune,  have  to  confer  on  their  most  favoured  votaries. 

So  at  least  judged  one,  whom  fame  and  fortune  wooed  with 
their  most  alluring  smiles.      Eacine  had  been  trained  at  Port-- 
Eoyal,  in  the  same  schools  and  by  the  same  masters  as  Tillemont. 
For  the  great  dramatist,  no  sympathy  could  of  course  be  expressed 
by  the  austere  dwellers  in  the  desert ;  and  perhaps  the  friendship; 
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of  BoUeau  may  have  consoled  hiip  for  the  alienattoD  of  his  old] 
teacher  Nicole.  But  when,  in  his  Viaitmnaires,  that  devout  sd^ 
learned  man  denounced  the  wrifcere  of  atoge-plays  ae  the  Enipoii 
neura  publics  des  ^wies,  Kacine  keenly  felt  and  resented  the  re-J 
proach.  Like  moat  contioversialists,  he  lived  to  repent  the  asperity 
of  his  language:  but  his  repentance  yielded  fruits,  the  like 
which  have  rare!y  been  gathered  from  that  bitter  stem.  Thft. 
author  of  Atidromaque  not  only  sought  the  pardon,  and  regajned' 
the  friendship  of  Aniauld  and  Nicole,  but  actually  renounced  the 
drama,  exhorted  his  son  to  abandon  poetry,  became  the  advocate 
and  the  historian  of  Port-Royal,  and  secured  for  his  bones  a  rest- 
ing-place in  that  consecrated  soil. 

Happily  for  the  world,  a  method  was  afterwards  discovered  > 
reconciling  the  exercise  of  Racine's  genius  with  the  severe  prii 
ciplea  which  Nicole  had  instilled  into  him  when  a  boy,  and  h( 
revived  with  such  decisive  effect  in  his  riper  days.  Esther  and 
Athalie  were  allowed,  even  at  Port-Royal,  to  be  works  not  un- 
seemly for  a  man  whose  single  talent  was  that  of  writing  versea, 
and  who,  if  he  could  do  nothing  better,  was  at  least  acknowledged 
to  do  that  well.  But  alas  for  human  consistency !  He  who  traced 
those  majestic  scenes  where  reliance  on  the  Divine  arm  triumphs 
over  all  human  regards  and  terrors,  was  doomed  hiraKclf  to  pine 
away  and  even  to  die  of  a  hard  saying  of  the  hard  master  it  wai 
his  ill  fate  to  serve.  His  guilt  was  to  have  drawn  up  a  Memoir  ob 
the  means  of  relieving  the  starving  poor  at  Paris,  His  punish' 
ment,  the  indignant  exclamation  of  the  great  Louis,  '  Because  he 
is  an  all-accomplished  versifier,  does  he  presume  that  he  knotM 
everything?  Because  he  is  a  great  poet,  does  he  mean  to  becomi 
a  minister? '  Well  might  the  sensitive  spirit  which  such  a  feathei 
could  crush,  wish  with  Wolsey  that  he  had  served  bis  God  as  faitlf 
fully  as  his  King,  and  repine  amidst  the  pageantries  of  Versallla 
for  the  devout  composure  of  Port-Royal. 

And  many  were  the  eminent  men  who  sought  and  enjoyed  thai 
repose.  There  dwelt  the  Prince  de  Conti,  one  of  the  heroes  of  tiu£ 
Fronde,  and  still  more  memorable  for  his  penitence  and  restitu- 
tions; of  whom  it  is  recorded,  that  bis  young  children  were  K 
impressed  by  his  absolute  devotedness  to  the  Divine  will,  aa  U 
conceal  from  him  the  story  of  Abraham,  lest  the  example  of 
sacrifice  of  Isaac  should  be  imitated  at  their  own  expense.  Theri 
too,  resided  the  Due  de  Laincourt,  on  whom  fortune  had  exhausted 
all  her  bounties,  and  who,  under  the  loss  of  them  all,  rose  to  the 
utmost  heroism  of  a  meek,  unrepining,  and  cheerful  resignation. 
Pontcbateaii,  a  noble,  a  courtier,  an  ambassador,  and  at  length  the 
apostolical  prothonotary  at  Rome,  brought  all  the  strange  vicissi- 
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tudes  of  his  life  to  an  end,  by  becoming,  under  the  name  of  Le 
Mercier,  a  common  labourer  in  the  gardens,  and  a  devout  wor- 
shipper in  the  church  of  Port-Eoyal.  But  this  chronicle  of 
worthies,  spreading  out  into  interminable  length,  must  give  place 
to  a  very  brief  acoount  of  the  events  which  reduced  to  a  desert  the 
solitudes  which  they  had  cultivated  and  adorned. 

Amidst  the  contentions  of  the  Galilean  Church,  full  proof  had 
been  given  of  the  keen  edge  of  those  weapons  which  might  be 
borrowed  from  the  papal  arsenals.  It  readily  occurred  to  the  suf- 
ferers, that  the  resources  which  the  Jesuits  had  so  successfully 
employed,  might  be  turned  against  themselves.  Pascal  had 
startled  the  civilised  world  with  the  exposure  of  Molinist  errors, 
hostile  not  merely  to  the  Catholic  creed,  but  to  those  principles  of 
virtue  which  are  the  very  cement  of  human  society.  They  had 
imputed  to  Jansenius  five  heresies  on  the  obscure  subjects  of 
Divine  grace  and  huinftn  freedom ;  but  who  could  number  the 
propositions  in  which  Escobar  and  hiB  associates  had  spurned  the 
authority  of  the  decalogue  itself?  The  assiduity  of  the  bishops  of 
Arras  and  St.  Pons  collected  sixty-five  of  these  scandalous  dogmas, 
and  these  they  transmitted  to  Eome  in  a  memorial  of  which  Nicole 
was  believed  to  be  the  writer,  and  known  to  be  the  translator. 
Righteous,  unqualified,  and  decisive  was  the  papal  condemnation 
of  the  morality  of  the  Jesuits ;  but  fatal  to  the  repose  of  Port- 
Eoyal  was  this  triumph  of  one  of  her  brightest  ornaments.  The 
Duch^se  de  Longueville  had  lately  died,  and  with  her  had  disap- 
peared the  motive  which  had  induced  Louis  to  show  some  forbear- 
ance to  the  objects  of  her  affectionate  solicitude.  Harlay  now 
governed  the  see  of  Paris.  He  was  a  man  of  disreputable  character, 
and  the  mere  instrument  of  the  King.  Louis  was  in  bondage  to 
Madame  de  Maintenon,  and  she  to  the  Jesuits.  Their  vengeance 
scarcely  sought  a  pretext,  and  soon  found  its  gratification. 

In  the  exercise  of  his  archiepiscopal  authority,  Harlay  banished 
De  Saci,  Tillemont,  and  Pontchateau,  from  the  valley  of  Port- 
Eoyal.  Nicole  and  Arnauld  sought  shelter  in  the  Netherlands 
from  his  menaces.  The  postulantes  and  scholais  were  once  more 
expelled,  and  the  admissibn  of  novices  was  again  forbidden. 

At  this  epoch,  another  lady  of  the  house  of  Arnauld — a  cousin 
and  namesake  of  the  M^re  Angelique — was  invested  with  the 
dignity  of  abbess.  Her  genius,  her  virtue,  and  her  learning,  are 
the  subject  of  eulogies  too  indistinct  to  be  impressive,  and  too 
hj^rbolical  to  win  implicit  credence.  Yet,  if  she  was  the  writer  of 
the  memoir  in  defence  of  her  monastery  which  bears  her  name, 
there  was  no  apparent  obstacle,  but  her  sex  and  her  profession,  to 
her  successful  rivalry  of  the  greatest  masters  of  juridical  eloquence 
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in  France.  lueSectital,  however,  would  have  been  oil  the  rhetoric  I 
which  ever  adorned  the  parliament  of  Paris,  to  avert  the  threatenedl 
doom  of  the  stron>;hold  of  Janseniam.  As  he  approached  the  torab^fl 
Harla/a  resentment  became  more  deep  and  settled.  He  left  it  si 
iatsi  inheritance  to  his  successor,  the  Cardinal  De^oailles.  A  weakfl 
and  obstinate,  but  not  au  unfeeling  man,  De  Noailles  owed  hb  pro»H 
motion  to  the  see  of  Paris  to  his  fixed  hostility  to  Port-BoyaLM 
and  his  known  willingness  to  hazard  (he  odium  of  subverting  tha^fl 
ancient  seat  of  pietj  and  leaniitig.  The  apology  soon  preseDte<£H 
itself.  ■ 

Several  years  had  elapsed  since  the  dispute  about  '  Le  Droit  efefl 
le  Fait  de  Janseuius '  had  apparently  reached  its  close.  Revolvins^l 
this  passage  of  bygone  history,  a  priest  had  improved  or  amusedfl 
his  leisure,  by  drawing  up,  for  the  decision  of  the  Sorhonne,  '  tf fl 
case  of  conscience,'  which,  it  must  be  owned,  waa  a  hard  problemfl 
for  the  most  expert  casuist.  Of  two  infallible  Popes,  one  had  witlvfl 
his  dying  breath  afBrmed  as  a  momentous  truth,  a  piopositioftH 
which  the  other  had  abandoned,  if  not  retracted.  What  was  it  the^| 
duty  of  the  faithful  to  believe  on  the  subject?  Forty  doctoisS 
answered,  that  it  was  enough  to  maintain  a  respectfid  silence  as  toH 
the  '  fait  de  Jonsenius.'  Archiepiscopal  mondaments,  treatises  of  H 
the  learned,  royal  orders  in  council,  and  parliamentaiy  arrets,  fle\rfl 
thick  and  fast  through  the  troubled  air,  and  obscured  the  daylight  B 
of  common  sense.  Again  the  eldest  son  of  the  Church  invoked  tbO' V 
authority  of  her  spiritual  father.  In  oracular  darkne^^s  went  forth  fl 
from  the  Vatican,  the  sentence,  that  'respectful  silence  is  not  a fl 
sufficient  deference  for  apostolical  constitutions.'  This  is  what  ia  ■ 
called  in  ecclesiastical  story,  the  bull  'Vineam  Domini  Sabaoth.'  ■ 
Under  shelter  of  an  abstract  theorem  which  no  Catholic  could  deny,  I 
it  ingeniously  concealed  the  conflict  of  opinion  of  two  infallib]e^| 
Pontiffs.  Subscription  of  their  unqualified  assent  to  the  bull  H 
'Vineam'  was  demanded  from  the  nuns  of  Port-Royal,  and  from  fl 
them  alone.  They  cheerfully  subscribed ;  but  with  the  addition,  fl 
that  their  signature  was  not  to  be  understood  aa  derogating  from  fl 
what  had  been  determined  on  the  pacification  of  Clement  IX,  H 
This  was  their  final  and  their  fatal  act  of  contumacy.  Decree  H 
after  decree  was  fulminated  by  De  Noailles.  He  forbade  the  ad-  H 
mission  of  any  new  members  of  their  house.  He  prohibited  the  ■ 
election  of  an  abbess.  He  despoiled  them  of  a  large  part  of  their  ■ 
estates.  He  interdicted  to  them  all  the  sacraments  of  the  Church,  fl 
He  obtained  a  papal  bull  for  the  suppression  of  their  monastery ;  fl 
and  in  October,  1709,  he  carried  it  into  effect  by  an  armed  forces  mm 
under  the  Jlarquis  D'Argenson.  fl 

There  is  in  Westminster  Hall  a  tradition  that  an  eminent  advo-  I 
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cate  of  our  own  times  addressed  to  the  House  of  Peers,  durinsr  six- 
teen  successive  days,  a  speech,  in  the  course  of  which  (such  is  the 
calculation)  he  employed  all  the  words  in  Johnson's  Dictionary, 
one  with  another,  just  thirty-five  times  over.  Neither  boasting 
the  copiousness,  nor  presuming  on  the  patience  which  were  at  the 
command  of  that  great  lawyer,  we  have  compressed  into  a  few 
sentences  the  history  of  a  contest,  which,  if  not  so  abridged,  would 
have  swollen  to  the  utmost  limits  of  that  unparalleled  oration.  But 
to  those  who  have  leisure  for  such  studies,  and  who  delight  in  a 
well-fought  forensic  field,  we  can  promise  that  pleasure  in  the 
highest  degree  from  a  perusal  of  the  contest  between  the  aged 
ladies  of  Port  Eoyal,  and  their  royal,  mitred,  and  ermined  antago- 
nists. Never  was  a  more  gallant  struggle  against  injustice.  After 
exhausting  all  the  resources  of  legal  defence,  those  helpless  and 
apparently  feeble  women  disputed  every  inch  of  ground  by  protests, 
remonstrances,  and  petitions,  which,  for  the  moment  at  least,  held 
their  assailants  in  check,  and  which  yet  remain  a  wondrous  monu- 
ment of  their  perseverance  and  capacity,  and  of  the  absolute  self- 
control  which,  amidst  the  outpourings  of  their  griefs,  and  the  ex- 
posure of  their  wrongs,  restrained  every  expression  of  asperity  or 
resentment.  Never  was  the  genius  of  the  family  of  Arnauld  ex- 
hibited with  greater  lustre,  and  never  with  less  eflFect. 

In  a  grey  autumnal  morning,  a  long  file  of  armed  horsemen, 
under  the  command  of  D'Argenson,  was  seen  to  issue  from  the 
woods  which  overhung  the  ill-fated  monastery.  In  the  name  of 
Louis  he  demanded  and  obtained  admission  into  that  sacred  in- 
closure.  Seated  on  the  abbatial  throne,  he  summoned  the  nuns 
into  his  presence.  They  appeared  before  him  veiled,  silent,  and 
submissive.  Their  papers,  their  title-deeds,  and  their  property 
were  then  seized,  and  proclamation  made  of  a  royal  decree  which 
directed  their  immediate  exile.  It  was  instantly  carried  into  efifect. 
Far  and  wide  along  the  summits  of  the  neighbouring  hills,  might 
be  seen  a  thronging  multitude  of  the  peasants  whom  they  had  in- 
structed, and  of  the  poor  whom  they  had  relieved.  Bitter  cries  of 
indignation  and  of  grief,  joined  with  fervent  prayers,  arose  from 
those  helpless  people,  as,  one  after  another  the  nuns  entered  the 
carriages  drawn  up  for  their  reception.  Each  pursued  her  solitary 
journey  to  the  prison  destined  for  her.  Of  these  venerable  women, 
some  had  passed  their  eightieth  year,  and  the  youngest  was  far  ad- 
vanced in  life.  Labouring  under  paralysis  and  other  infirmities  of 
old  age,  several  of  them  reached  at  once  their  prisons  and  their 
graves.  Others  died  under  the  distress  and  fatigues  of  their 
journey.  Some  possessed  energies  which  no  sufferings  could  sub- 
due.    Madame  de  Bemicourt,  for  example,  Was  kept  for  two  years 
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in  scJitary  DoofinetneDt ;  in  a  cell  lighted  and  ventilated  only 
through  the  ckimne; ;  without  fire,  eocietr,  or  books.  '  You  may 
persecute,  but  you  will  neref  change  Madame  de  Bemicourt,'  sud 
the  Archbiahop;  '  for '  (such  was  his  profound  ricw  of  the  pheno- 
menoD)  *  ehe  has  a  square  head,  and  people  with  sqtiare  heads  are 
alwajB  obetinate.' 

Last  in  the  number  of  exiles  appeared,  at  the  gates  of  the  abbey, 
the  prioress,  Louise  de  St.  Auastasie  Mesoil  de  Courtiaux.  She 
bad  seen  her  ^ed  ristera  one  by  one  quit  for  ever  the  abode,  the 
oasociates,  and  the  employments  of  their  lives.  To  each  she  had 
^ven  her  parting  benediction.  She  ehed  no  tear,  she  breathed  do 
miinnur,  nor  for  a  moment  betrayed  the  dignity  of  her  office,  nor 
the  constancy  of  her  mind.  '  Be  faithful  to  the  end,*  were  the  last 
words  which  she  addressed  to  the  last  companion  of  her  sorrows.  ^^ 
And  nobly  did  she  fulfil  her  own  counsels.  She  was  conducted  ta 
a  convent,  where,  under  a  close  guard,  she  was  compelled  to 
endure  the  utmost  rigours  of  a  jaU.  Deprived  of  all  those 
religious  comforts  which  it  ia  in  the  power  of  man  to  minister, 
she  enjoyed  a  solace,  and  found  a  strength,  which  it  was  not  ia 
the  power  of  man  to  take  away.  In  common  with  the  greater 
part  of  her  fellow-sufferers,  she  died  without  any  priestly  ahso* 
lution,  and  was  consigned  to  an  unhallowed  grave.  They  died 
the  martyrs  of  sincerity;  strong  in  the  faith  that  a  lie  must 
ever  he  hateful  in  the  sight  of  God,  though  infallible  popes  should 
exact  it,  or  an  infallible  Church)  as  represented  by  cardinals  and 
confesBorB,  should  persuade  it. 

Unsatiated  by  tlie  calamities  of  the  nuns,  the  vengeance  of  the 
rncmics  of  Port-Royal  was  directed  i^inst  the  buildings  where 
they  had  dwelt,  the  sacred  edifice  where  they  had  worshippei^ 
and  the  tombs  in  which  their  dead  had  been  interred.  The 
monastery  and  tlie  adjacent  church  were  overthrown  from  their 
fouudatiuna.  Workmen,  prepared  by  hard  drinking  for  their 
task,  broke  open  the  graves  in  which  the  nuns  and  recluses  of 
former  times  had  been  interred.  With  obscene  ribaldry,  and 
outrages  ti>o  disgusting  to  be  detailed,  they  piled  up  a  loathsome 
heap  of  bones  and  corpses,  on  which  tJje  dogs  were  permitted  to 
itmd.  What  remained  was  thrown  into  a  pit,  prepared  for  the 
purpose,  near  the  neighbouring  churchyard  of  St.  Lambert.  A 
wooden  cross,  erected  by  the  villagers,  marked  the  spot ;  and  mac; 
a  pilgrim  resorted  to  it,  to  pray  for  the  souls  of  the  departed,  and 
for  his  own.  At  length  no  trace  remained  of  the  Fortress  of  Jan- 
senism to  offend  the  eye  of  the  Jesuits,  or  to  perpetuate  the 
memory  of  the  Uluatrious  dead  with  whom  they  had  so  long 
contended.    The  mutilated  Gothic  arch,  the  water-mill,  and  the 
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dovecot,  risiDg  from  the  banks  of  the  pool,  with  the  decayed  towers 
and  the  farm-house  on  the  slopes  of  the  valley,  are  all  that  now 
attest  that  it  was  once  the  crowded  abode  of  the  wise,  the  learned, 
and  the  good.  In  that  spot,  however,  may  still  be  seen  the 
winding  brook,  the  verdant  hills,  and  the  quiet,  meadows,  nature's 
indestructible  monuments  to  the  devout  men  and  holy  women  who 
nurtured  there  aflFections  which  made  them  lovely  in  their  lives, 
and  hopes  which  rendered  them  triumphant  in  death.  Nor  in  her 
long  roll  of  martyrs  has  history  to  record  the  names  of  any  who 
suffered  with  greater  constancy,  or  in  a  nobler  cause ;  for  their 
conflict  was  with  the  very  Church  which  they  most  profoundly 
revered,  and  their  cause  was  that  of  devotedness  to  sinceiity  and 
abhorrence  of  falsehood. 

Amongst  the  interpreters  of  the  counsels  of  Divine  Providence 
in  that  age,  there  were  not  wanting  many  who  found,  in  the 
calamities  which  overwhelmed  the  declining  years  of  Louis,  the 
retribution  of  an  avenging  Deity  for  the  wrongs  inflicted  on  Port- 
Royal.  If  it  were  given  to  man  to  decipher  the  mysterious 
characters  engraven  on  the  scroll  of  this  world's  history,  it  miglit 
not  be  difficult  to  find,  in  the  annals  of  his  reign,  other  and  yet 
more  weighty  reasons  for  the  awakening  of  Nemesis  in  France  at 
the  commencement  of  the  eighteenth  century.  But  of  the  mere 
chronological  fact^  there  is  no  doubt.  The  death  of  the  three 
Dauphins,  and  the  victories  of  Eugene  and  Marlborough,  followed 
hard  on  the  dispersion  of  the  nuns.  With  his  dying  breath,  Louis 
cast  the  responsibility  of  his  conduct  towards  them  on  the  Jesuits 
who  stood  roimd  his  bed.  *  If,  indeed,  you  have  misled  and 
deceived  me,'  —  such  was  his  last  address  to  his  confessors  —  *  you 
are  deeply  guilty,  for  in  truth  I  acted  in  good  faith.  I  sincerely 
sought  the  peace  of  the  Church.' 

The  humiliation  of  his  spiritual  advisers  quickly  followed.  It 
was  preceded  by  the  retirement  and  death  of  Madame  de  Main- 
tenon,  who  had  both  provoked  and  derided  the  sufferings  of  the 
Port-Royalists.  The  very  type  of  mediocrity  out  of  place,  she  is  to 
our  mind  the  least  attractive  of  all  the  ladies  of  equivocal  or  des- 
perate reputation,  who,  in  modem  times,  have  stood  on  the  steps  of 
European  thrones.  Her  power  was  sustained  by  the  feebleness  of 
the  mind  she  had  subdued,  and  by  the  craftiness  of  those  who  had 
subjugated  her  own.  Her  prudery  and  her  religiousness,  such  as  it 
was,  served  but  to  deepen  the  aversion  which  her  intriguing,  selfish, 
narrow-minded,  and  bigoted  spirit  excite  and  justify ;  although,  in 
her  own  view  of  the  matter,  she  probably  hoped  to  propitiate  the 
favour  of  heaven  and  the  applause  of  the  world,  by  directing  against 
the  unoffending  women  of  Port-Boyal  the  deadly  wrath  of  the 


wora-oiit  debauchee,  whoee  jaded  spirits  and  unquiet  conscience  it 
was  ber  dally  task  to  sustaio  and  flatter. 

De  Noailles,  the  Instrument  of  her  cnielty,  lived  to  bewail  his 
guilt  with  such  strange  agonies  of  remorse,  as  to  rescue  his  memory 
from  hatred,  although  it  is  difficult  to  coutemplate,  without  some 
contempt,  .such  a  paroxyam  of  emotions,  whicli,  however  just  Id 
themselves,  deprived  their  victim  of  alt  powers  of  self-control,  and 
of  every  semblance  of  decorous  composure.  His  bowlings  artf 
described  by  the  witness  of  them,  to  have  been  more  like  those  of 
a  wild  beast  or  a  maniac,  than  of  a  reasonable  man. 

If  these  slight  notices  of  the  heroes  and  heroines  of  Port-Royal 
(slight,  indeed,  when  compared  with  the  materials  from  which  they 
have  been  drawn)  should  be  ascribed  by  any  one  to  a  pen  plighted 
to  do  suit  and  service  to  the  cause  of  Rome,  no  surmise  could  l>e 
wider  of  the  mark.  No  Protestant  can  read  the  writings  of  the' 
Port-Royalists  themselves,  without  gratitude  for  bis  deliverance 
^m  the  superstitions  of  a  Church  which  calls  herself  Catholic,  and 
boasts  that  she  is  eternal.  That  she  will  flourish  as  long  aa  the 
race  of  man  shall  endure,  is  indeed  a  conclusion  which  may  reason-* 
ably  be  adopted  by  him  who  divines  the  future  only  from  the  past. 
For  where  is  the  land,  or  what  the  age,  in  which  a  conspicuous 
place  has  not  been  held  by  phenomena  essentially  the  same,  how- 
ever circumstantially  different  ?  In  what  aera  has  man  not  beea 
a  worshipper  of  the  visible  ?  In  what  countiy  has  imagination^ — 
the  sensuous  property  of  the  mind  —  failed  to  triumph  over  those 
mental  powers  which  are  purely  contemplative?  Who  can  discover 
a  period  in  which  religion  has  not  more  or  less  assumed  the  form 
of  tt  compromise — between  the  self-dependence  and  the  self-distrust 
of  her  votaries  —  between  their  abasement  before  a  merely  human 
authority  and  their  conviction  that  no  such  allegiance  is  really  due 
—  between  their  awe  of  the  Divine  power  and  their  habitual  revolt 
against  the  Divine  will  ?  Of  eveiy  such  compromise,  the  indications 
have  ever  been  the  same- — a  worship  of  pomp  and  ceremonial  —  a 
spiritual  despotism  exercised  by  a  sacerdotal  caste — bodily  penances 
and  costly  CKpiations  —  and  the  constant  intervention  of  man,  and 
of  the  works  of  man,  between  the  worshipper  and  the  supreme- 
object  of  his  worship.  So  long  as  human  nature  shall  continue 
what  it  is,  the  religion  of  human  nature  will  be  unchanged.  The 
Church  of  Rome  will  be  eternal,  if  man,  such  as  he  now  is,  shaU 
himself  be  eternal. 

But  for  every  labour  under  the  sun,  says  the  Wise  Man,  there  i» 
a  time.     There  is  a  time  for  bearing  testimony  against  the  e 
of  Rome:  why  not  also  a  time  for  testifying  to  the  sublime  vi 
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.with  which  those  eirors  have  been  so  often  associated  ?  Are  we  for 
«yer  to  admit  and  never  to  practise  the  duties  of  kindness  and 
mutual  forbearance  ?  Does  Cliristianitj  consist  in  a  vivid  percep- 
tion of  the  faults,  and  an  obtuse  blindness  to  the  merits,  of  those 
who  diflFer  from  us?  Is  charity  a  virtue  only  when  we  ourselves 
are  the  objects  of  it?  Is  there  not  a  Church  as  pure  and  more 
catholic  than  those  of  Oxford  or  Borne —  a  Church  comprehending 
within  its  limits  every  human  being  who,  according  to  the  measiure 
of  the  knowledge  placed  within  his  reach,  strives  habitually  to  be 
conformed  to  the  will  of  the  common  Father  of  us  all?  To 
indulge  hope  beyond  the  pale  of  some  narrow  communion,  has,  by 
each  Christian  society  in  its  turn,  been  denounced  as  a  daring 
presumption.  Yet  hope  has  come  to  all,  and  with  her  Faith  and 
Charity,  her  inseparable  companions.  Amidst  the  shock  of  con- 
tending creeds,  and  the  uproar  of  anathemas,  good  men  have 
listened  to  gentler  and  more  kindly  sounds.  They  may  have 
debated  as  polemics,  but  they  have  felt  as  Christians.  On  the 
universal  mind  of  Christendom  is  indelibly  engraven  one  image, 
towards  which  the  eyes  of  every  true  disciple  of  Christ  are  more  or 
less  earnestly  directed.  Whoever  has  himself  caught  any  resem- 
blance, however  faint  and  imperfect,  to  that  divine  and  benignant 
Original,  has,  in  his  measure,  learnt  to  recognise  a  brother  in  every 
one  in  whom  he  can  discern  the  same  resemblance.* 

There  is  an  essential  unity  in  that  ^  Kingdom  which  is  not  of 
this  world.'  But  within  the  provinces  of  that  mighty  state  there 
is  room  for  endless  varieties  of  administration,  and  for  local  laws 
and  customs  widely  diflFering  from  each  other.  The  unity  consists 
in  the  one  object  of  worship — the  one  object  of  affiance  —  the  one 
source  of  virtue — the  one  cementing  principle  of  mutual  love, 
which  pervade  and  animate  the  whole.  The  diversities  are,  and 
must  be,  as  numerous  and  intractable  as  are  the  essential  distinc- 
tions which  nature,  habit,  and  circumstances  have  created  among 
men.  Uniformity  of  creeds,  of  discipline,  of  ritual,  and  of  cere- 
monies, in  such  a  world  as  ours  I  —  a  world  where  no  two  men  are 
not  as  distinguishable  in  their  mental  as  in  their  physical  aspect ; 
where  every  petty  community  has  its  separate  system  of  civil 
government ;  where  all  that  meets  the  eye,  and  all  that  arrests  the 
ear,  has  a  stamp  of  boimdless  and  infinite  variety  I     What  are  the 

•  See  on  this  subject  a  book  entitled  '  The  Catholic  Spirit  of  Christianity,' 
the  anonymous  work  of  the  Rev.  E.  M*Vicar,  now  a  minister  of  the  Church  of 
Scotland,  in  Ceylon.  Why  such  a  book  should  not  have  attained  an  extensive 
celebrity,  or  why  such  a  writer  should  have  been  permitted  to  quit  his  native 
land,  are  questions  to  which  we  fear  no  satisfactoxy  answer  could  be  given  by 
the  dispensers  of  fame  or  of  church  preferment 
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harmonies  of  tone,  of  colour,  and  of  form,  but  the  result  of  coiwi 
traflts — of  contrasts  held  io  subordination  to  one  all-pervadi 
principle,  which  reconciles  without  confounding  the  coroponei 
elements   of  the  music,  the   painting,  or  the  structure?     In  thi 
physical  works  of  God,  beauty  could  have  no  esiatence  withoi 
endless  diversities.     Why  assume  that  in  religious  society — aworl 
not  less  surely  to  be  ascribed  to  the  supreme  Author  of  all  thin; 
this  law  is  absolutely  reversed  ?     Were  it  possible  to  subdue  that 
innate  tendency  of  the  human  mind,  which  compels  men  to  diff^ 
in  religious  opinions  and  observances,  at  least  as  widely  as  on  all 
other  subjects,  what  would  be  the  results  of  such   a  triumph? 
Where  then  would  be  the  free  comparison,   and  the   contini 
enlargement  of  thought;   where  the  self-distrusts  which  are  thi 
springs  of  humility,  or  the  mutual  dependencies  which  are  the  bondiJ 
of  love?     He  who  made  us  with  this  infinite  variiety  in  our  iutel- 
lectual  and  physical  constitution,  must  have  foreseen,  and  foresee-i 
ing  must   have   intended,   a   corresponding   dissimilarity   in    the; 
opinions  of  his  creatures  on  all  questions  submitted  to  their  judg- 
ment, and  proposed  for  their  acceptance.     For  truth  is  his  law 
and  if  all  men  will  profess  to  think  alike,  all  men  must  live 
habitual  violation  of  that  law. 

Zeal  for  uniformity  attests  the  latent  distrusts,  not  the  fii 
convictions  of  the  zealot.  In  proportion  to  the  strength  of  thorn 
convictions  on  our  minds,  is  our  indifference  to  the  multiplication 
of  suffrages  in  favour  of  our  judgment.  Our  thoughts  are  steeped 
in  imagery ;  and  where  the  palpable  form  is  not,  the  impalpable 
spirit  escapes  the  notice  of  the  unreflecting  multitude.  In  com- 
mon hands,  analysis  stops  at  the  species  or  the  genus,  and  cannot 
rise  to  the  order  or  the  class.  To  distinguish  birds  from  fishes, 
beasts  from  insect*,  limits  the  efforts  of  the  vulgai'  observer  of  the 
face  of  animated  nature.  But  Cuvier  could  trace  the  sublime 
unity,  the  universal  type,  the  fontal  Idea,  existing  in  the  creative 
intelligence,  which  connects  as  one  the  mammoth  and  the  snail. 
So,  common  observers  can  distinguish  from  each  other  the  dif- 
ferent varieties  of  religious  society,  and  can  rise  no  higher.  Where 
one  assembly  worships  with  harmonies  of  miisic,  fumes  of  incense,, 
ancient  liturgies,  and  a  gorgeous  ceremonial,  and  another  lit 
to  the  unaided  voice  of  a  single  pastor,  they  can  perceive 
record  the  differences;  but  the  hidden  ties  which  unite  them' 
both  escape  such  observation.  All  appears  as  contrast,  and  all 
ministers  to  antipathy  and  discord.  It  is  our  helit^f  that  these 
things  may  be  rightly  viewed  in  a  different  aspect,  and  yet  with 
the  most  severe  conformity  to  the  Divine  will,  whether  as  inti- 
mated by  natural  religion,  or  as  revealed  in  Holy  Scripture.     W« 
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believe  that,  in  the  judgment  of  an  enlightened  charity,  many 
Christian  societies,  who  are  accustomed  to  denounce  each  other's 
errors,  will  at  length  come  to  be  regarded  as  members  in  common 
of  the  one  great  and  comprehensive  Church,  in  which  diversities 
of  forms  are  harmonised  by  an  all-pervading  unity  of  spirit.  For 
ourselves  at  least,  we  should  deeply  regret  to  conclude  that  we 
were  aliens  from  that  great  Christian  Commonwealth  of  which  the 
Nuns  and  Recluses  of  the  valley  of  Port-Royal  were  members,  and 
members  assuredly  of  no  common  excellence. 
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The  recent  republication  of  the  whole  of  the  voluminous  prac- 
tical works  of  Richard  Baxter,  under  the  superintendence  of  the 
late  IVir.  Orme,  may  be  considered,  in  legal  phrase,  as  a  demand 
for  judgment,  in  the  appeal  of  the  great  Nonconformist  to  the 
ultimate  tribunal  of  posterity,  from  the  censures  of  his  own  age, 
on  himself  and  his  writings.  We  think  that  the  decision  was  sub- 
stantially right,  and  that,  on  the  whole,  it  must  be  affirmed.  Right 
it  was,  beyond  all  doubt,  in  so  far  as  it  assigned  to  him  an  elevated 
rank  amongst  those,  who,  taking  the  spiritual  improvement  of 
mankind  for  their  province,  have  found  there  at  once  the  motive 
and  the  reward  for  labours  beneath  which,  unless  sustained  by  that 
holy  impulse,  the  utmost  powers  of  our  frail  nature  must  have 
prematurely  fainted. 

About  the  time  when  the  high-bom  guests*  of  WTiitehall  were 
celebrating  the  nuptial  revels  of  Elizabeth  and  the  Elector  Palatine, 
and  the  visitors  of  low  degree  were  defraying  the  cost  by  the  pur- 
chase of  titles  and  monopolies,  there  was  living  at  the  pleasant 
village  of  Eaton  Constantine,  between  the  Wrekin  Hill  and  the 
Severn,  a  substantial  yeoman,  incurious  alike  about  the  politics  of 
the  empire  and  the  wants  of  the  exchequer.  Yet  was  he  not  with- 
out his  vexations.  On  the  green  before  his  door,  a  Maypole,  hung 
with  garlands,  allured  the  retiring  congregation  to  dance  out  the 
Sunday  afternoon  to  the  sound  of  fife  and  tabret ;  while  he,  intent 
on  the  study  of  the  sacred  volume,  was  greeted  with  no  better 
names  than  Puritan,  Precisian,  and  Hypocrite.  If  he  bent  his 
steps  to  the  parish  church,  venerable  as  it  was,  and  picturesque,  in 
contempt  of  all  styles  and  orders  of  architecture,  his  case  was  not 
much  mended.  There  the  aged  and  purblind  incumbent  executed 
his  weekly  task  with  the  aid  of  strange  associates.  One  of  them 
had  laid  aside  the  flail,  and  another  the  thimble,  to  moimt  the 
reading  desk.  To  these  succeeded  '  the  excellentest  stage  player  in 
all  the  country,  and  a  good  gamester,  and  a  good  fellow.'  This 
worthy  having  received  holy  orders,  forged  the  like  for  a  neighbour's 
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son,  who,  on  the  strength  of  that  title,  officiated  in  the  pulpit  and 
at  the  altar.  Next  in  this  goodly  list  came  an  attorney's  clerk,  who 
had  *  tippled  himself  into  so  great  poverty,'  that  he  had  no  other 
way  to  live  but  by  assuming  the  pastoral  care  of  the  flock  at  Eaton 
Constantine.  Time  out  of  mind,  the  curate,  whoever  he  might 
chance  to  be,  had  been  ex-officio  the  sole  professor  of  secular,  as 
well  as  of  sacred  literature  in  the  parish ;  and  to  each  in  turn  of 
these  learned  persons  our  yeoman  was  therefore  fain  to  commit  the 
education  of  his  only  son  and  namesake,  Richard  Baxter. 

Such,  from  his  tenth  to  his  sixteenth  year,  were  the  teachers  of 
the  most  voluminous  theological  writer  in  the  English  language. 
Of  that  period  of  his  life,  the  only  incidents  which  can  now  be 
ascertained  are,  that  his  love  of  apples  was  inordinate,  and  that,  on 
the  subject  of  robbing  orchards,  he  held,  in  practice  at  least,  the 
doctrines  handed  down  amongst  schoolboys  by  an  unbroken  tra- 
dition. 

Almost  as  barren  is  the  only  extant  record  of  the  three  remain- 
^S  years  of  his  pupilage.  They  were  spent  at  the  endowed  school 
at  Wroxeter,  which  he  quitted  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  destitute  of 
all  mathematical  and  physical  science — ignorant  of  Hebrew — a 
mere  smatterer  in  Gtieek  —  and  possessed  of  as  much  Latin  as 
enabled  him  in  after  life  to  use  it  with  refekless  facility.  Yet,  it 
was  not  possible  that  a  mind  so  prolific,  and  which  yielded  such 
early  fruits,  should  have  advanced  to  manhood  without  much  well- 
directed  culture. 

The  Bible  which  lay  on  his  father^s  table,  formed  the  whole 
of  the  good  man's  library,  and  would  have  been  ill  exchanged 
for  all  the  treasures  of  the  Vatican.  He  had  been  no  stranger 
to  the  cares,  nor  indeed  to  the  disorders  of  life;  and,  as  his 
strength  declined,  it  was  his  delight  to  inculcate  on  his  inquisitive 
boy  the  lessons  which  inspired  wisdom  teaches  most  persuasively, 
when  illustrated  by  dear-bought  experience,  and  enforced  by 
parental  love.  For  the  mental  infirmities  of  the  son,  no  better 
discipline  could  have  been  found.  A  pyrrhonist  of  nature's  making, 
his  threescore  years  and  ten  might  have  been  exhausted  in  a  fruit- 
less struggle  to  adjudicate  between  antagonist  theories,  if  his  mind 
had  not  thus  been  subjugated  to  the  supreme  authority  of  Holy 
Writ,  by  an  influence  coeval  with  the  first  dawn  of  reason,  and 
associated  indissolubly  with  his  earliest  and  most  enduring  affec- 
ti(ma.  It  is  neither  the  wise  nor  the  good  by  whom  the  patrimony 
of  opinion  is  most  lightly  regarded.  Such  is  the  condition  of  our 
existence,  that,  beyond  the  precincts  of  abstract  science,  we  must 
take  much  for  granted,  if  we  would  make  any  advance  in  know- 
ledge, or  live  to  any  useful  end.     Our  hereditary  prepossession^* 
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must  not  only  precede  our  acquired  judgments,  but  must  coodiu 
UB  to  them.     To  begin  by  questioning  everything  is  to  end  ! 
answering  notbiug ;  and  a  premature  revolt  From  buman  aiithorilj 
is  but  an  incipient  rebellion  agaioat  conscience,  reason,  and  truth.  1 
Launched  into  the  ocean  of  speculative  inquiry,  without  the 
anchorage  of  paxentAl  inetniction  and  filial  reverence,  Easter  would 
have  been  drawn  by  his  constitutional  tendencies  into  that  sceptical 
philosophy,  through  the  long  annals  of  which  no  single  name  is  to 
be  found  to  which  the  gratitude  of  mankind  ha«  been  yielded  or  ia 
justly  due.     He  had  much   in  common  with   the  most  eminent 
doctors  of  that  school  ^ — the  animal  frame,  characterised  by  slu^ish— 
appetites,  languid  passions,  and  great  nervous  energy ;  the  inte 
lectual  nature  distinguished  by  subtlety  to  seize  dietinctions  i 
than  by  wit  to  detect  analogies ;  by  the  power  to  dive,  instead  ( 
the  faculty  to  soar ;  by  skill  to  analyse  subjective  truths,  rath^ 
than  by  ability  to  combine  them  with  each  other  and  with  objec 
tive  realities  into  one  symmetrical  structure.     But  what  was  wantj 
ing  in  his  sensitive,  and  deficient  in  his  intellectual  nature, 
balanced  and  corrected  by  the  spiritual  elevation  of  his  mind, 
not  enamoured  of  the  beautiful,  nor  conversant  with  the  ideal,  i 
accustomed  to  grasp  at,the  same  time  the  comprehensive  and  t 
abstract,  he  enjoyed  that  clear  mental  vision  which  attends  i 
moral  purity  —  the  rectitude  of  judgment  which  rewards  the  aub« 
jection  of  the  will  to  the  reason  ^ — the  loftiness  of  thought  awakenec 
by  habitual  communion  with  the  source  of  light  —  and  the  eamee 
stability  of  purpose  inseparable  from  the  predominance  of  tbu 
social  above  the  selfish  affections.     Scepticism  and  devotion  ■« 
the  conflicting  elements  of  his  internal  life ;  but  the  radiance  froi 
above  gradually  dispersed  the  vapours  from  beneath,  and  throud 
half  a  century  of  pain,  and  strife,  and  agitation,  he  enjoyed  tha^ 
settled  tranquillity  which  no  efforts  merely  intellectual  can  atti 
nor  any  speculative  doubts  destroy, — the  peace,  of  which  it  ia  b 
_  that  it  passes  understanding. 

^^^L  Balder  was  born  in  1615,  and  consequently  attained  his  early-^ 

^^^H      manhood  amidst  events  ominous  of  ^proaching  revolutions.     Deep  J 
^^^H      and  latent  as  are  the  ultimate  causes  of  the  continued  existence  a ' 
^^^H       Episcopacy  in  England,  nothing  can  be  less  recondite  than  t 
^^^M        Imman  ^ency  employed  in  working  out  that  result     Xursed  t 
^^^P        the  Tudors,  adopted  by  the  Stuarts,  and  wedded  in  her  youth  to  M 
^^^  powerful  aristocracy,  the  Anglican   Church  retains  the  ind^ 

t  _     stamp  of  these  early  alliances.     To  the  great,  the  learned,  and  1 

L  worldly  wise,  it  has  for  three  centuries  afi^orded  a  resting-place  a 

^^H  a  refiige.     But  a  long  interval  had  elapsed  before  the  natioiu 

^^H        temples  and   hierarchy  were   consecrated  to  the  nobler   end  < 
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enlightening  the  ignorant,  and  of  administering  comfort  to  the 
poor.  Rich  beyond  all  Protestant  rivalry  in  sacred  literature,  the 
Church  of  England,  from  the  days  of  Parker  to  those  of  Laud,  had 
scarcely  produced  any  one  considerable  work  of  popular  instruc- 
tion. The  pastoral  care  which  at  a  later  period  Burnet  depicted, 
was  till  then  a  vision  which,  though  since  nobly  fulfilled,  no  past 
experience  had  realised.  The  alphabet  was  among  the  mysteries 
which  the  English  Church  long  concealed  from  her  catechu- 
mens. There  is  no  parallel  in  the  annals  of  any  other  Protestant 
State,  of  so  wonderful  a  concentration,  and  so  imperfect  a  diffiision 
of  learning  and  genius,  of  piety  and  zeal.  The  reigns  of  Whitgift, 
Bancroft,  and  Laud,  were  unmolested  by  cares  so  rude  as  those  of 
evangelising  the  artisans  and  peasantry.  Jewell  and  Bull,  Hall 
and  Donne,  Hooker  and  Taylor,  lived  and  wrote  for  their  peers,  and 
for  future  ages,  but  not  for  the  commonalty  of  their  own» 

Yet  was  not  Christianity  bereft  in  England  of  her  distinctive 
and  glorious  privilege.  It  was  still  the  religion  of  the  poor. 
Amidst  persecution,  contempt,  and  penury,  the  Puritans  had 
toiled  and  suffered,  and  had,  not  rarely,  died  in  their  service. 
And  thus  in  every  city,  and  almost  in  every  village,  they  who  had 
eyes  to  see,  and  ears  to  hear,  might,  at  the  commencement  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  perceive  the  harbingers  of  the  coming  tempest. 
Thoughtful  and  resolute  men  had  transferred  the  allegiance  of  the 
heart  from  their  legitimate,  to  their  chosen  leaders ;  while,  uncon- 
scious of  their  danger,  the  ruling  powers  were  straining  the  bonds 
of  authority,  in  exact  proportion  to  the  decrease  of  their  number 
and  their  strength.  It  was  when  the  future  pastors  of  New 
England  were  training  men  to  a  generous  contempt  of  all  sub- 
lunary interest  for  conscience  sake,  that  Laud,  not  content  to  be 
terrible  to  the  founders  of  Connecticut  and  Massachusetts,  braved 
an  enmity  far  more  to  be  dreaded  than  theirs.  His  truth  and 
courage  were  far  less  appropriate  to  the  ends  to  which  his  life  was 
devoted,  than  would  have  been  the  wily  and  time-serving  genius  of 
Williams.  Supported  by  Heyling,  Cosins,  Montague,  and  many 
others,  who  adopted  or  exaggerated  his  own  opinions,  he  precipi- 
tated, by  a  duU  and  uncompromising  bigotry,  the  overthrow  of  a 
Church,  in  harmony  with  the  character  of  the  people,  strong  in 
their  afiFections,  upheld  by  a  long  line  of  illustrious  names,  con- 
nected with  the  whole  aristocracy  of  the  realm,  and  enthusiastically 
defended  by  the  sovereign. 

Baxter's  theological  studies  were  commenced  during  these 
tumultfl,  and  were  insensibly  biassed  by  them.  The  *  Eccle- 
siastical Polity '  had  reconciled  him  to  episcopal  ordination ;  but 
as  he  read,  and  listened^  and  observed  further^  his  attachment  to 
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the  established  ritual  and  discipline  progressively  declined.     He! 
Legan  by  rejecting  the  practice  of  indiacriraiuate  communion.     He 
waa  dissatisfied  with  the  compulsory  subscription  to  articleSj  and 
the  baptismal  cross.     '  Deeper  thoughts  on  the  point  of  Episcopacy ' 
were  su^ested  to  him  by  the  et  cetera  oath ;  and  these  reflections  , 
soon  rendered  hira   an  irreconcilable  adversary  to  the  '  Kngli^'j 
Diocesan  frame,'     He  distributed  the  sacred  elements  to  those  who  j 
would  not  kneel  to  receive  them,  and  reUgiously  abjured  the  eur-l 
plice.     Thns  ripe  for  spiritual  censures,  and  prepared  to  endora  I 
them,  he  was  rescued  from  the  danger  he  had  braved  by  the  demoQ  I 
of  civil  strife.     The  Scots  in  the  north,  and  the  Parliament  i 
south,  summoned  Charles  and  Laud  to  more  serious  cares  thai 
those  of  enforcing  conformity,  and  left  Baxter  free  to  enlarge  andfl 
to  propagate  Ms  discoveries. 

With  liberty  of  speech  and  action,  his  mind  waa  visited  by  a  J 
corresponding  audacity  of  thought.     Was  there   indeed   a  futural 
life  ?  —  Waa  the  soul  of  man  immortal  ?  —  Were  the  Scriptures^ 
tnie  *     Such  were  the  questions  which  now  assaulted  and  peqjlexei: 
him.     They  came  not  as  vexing  and  importunate  suggestions,  bu^l 
'under   pretence   of  sober   reason,'   and  all  the  resources  of  1 
understanding  were  summoned  to  resist  the  tempter.     Self-decep-1 
tion  was  abhorrent  from  his  nature.     He  feared  the  face  of  no  J 
speculative  difficulty.     Dark  as  were  the  shapes  which  crossed  his  I 
path,  they  must  be  closely  questioned ;  and  gloomy  as  was  the  abyss 
to  which  they  led,  it  waa  to  be  unhesitatingly  explored.     The  result  I 
needs  not  to  be  stated.   From  a  long  and  painfid  conflict  he  emerged  I 
victorious,  but  not  without  bearing  to  the  grave  some  scars  to  mark  ' 
the  severity  of  the  stru^le.     No  man  was  ever  blessed  with  more 
profoimd  convictions ;  but  so  vast  and  elaborate  was  the  baaia  of 
argumentation  on  which  they  rested,  that  to  re-esamine  the  tax-- 
ture,  and  ascertain  the  coherence  of  the  materials  of  which  it  waa 
wrought,  formed  the  still  recurring  labour  of  his  whole  future  life.  ■ 

While  the  recluses  of  the  world  are  engulfed  in  the  vortices  o^l 
metaphysics,  tlie  victims  of  passion  are  still  urged  forward  in  theirl 
wild  career  of  guilt  and  misery.     From  the  transcendental  lahy-S 
rintha  through  which  Baxter  was  winding  his  solitary  and  painfti" 
way,  the  war  recalled  him  to  the  stem  reaUties  of  life.     In  the  im^ 
mediate  vicinity  of  the  earlier  military  operations,  Coventry  1 
become  a  city  of  refuge  to  him,  and  to  a  large  body  of  his  cl^ca 
brethren.     They  believed,  in  the  simplicity  of  their  hearts,  thaliS 
Essex,  Waller,  and  Cromwell,  were  fighting  the  battles  of  Charley  J 
and   that  their   real  oliject   was   to   rescue   the   King  from   tbftj 
thraldom  of  the  malignants,  and  the  Church  from  the  tyranny  c  ~ 
the  prelatista.     'We  kept,'  says  Baxter,  speaking  of  himself  ant 
.  hiE  associates,  '  to  our  old  principles,  and  thought  all  others  ha^ 
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done  so  too,  except  a  very  few  inconsiderable  persons.  We  were 
unfeignedly  for  King  and  Parliament.  We  believed  that  the  war 
was  only  to  save  the  Parliament  and  kingdom  from  the  Papists 
and  delinquents,  and  to  remove  the  dividers,  that  the  King  might 
again  return  to  his  Parliament,  and  that  no  changes  might  be 
made  in  religion,  but  by  the  laws  which  had  his  free  consent.  We 
took  the  true  happiness  of  King  and  people.  Church  and  State,  to 
be  our  end,  and  so  we  understood  the  covenant,  engaging  both 
against  Papists  and  schismatics ;  and  when  the  Court  News-Book 
told  the  world  of  the  swarms  of  Anabaptists  in  our  armies,  we 
thought  it  had  been  a  mere  lie,  because  it  was  not  so  with  ua.' 

Ontology  and  scholastic  divinity  have  their  charms ;  and  never 
did  man  confess  them  more  than  Bichard  Baxter.  But  the  pulse 
must  beat  languidly  indeed,  when  the  superior  fascination  of  the 

*  tented  field '  is  not  acknowledged ;  nor  should  it  derogate  from 
the  reverence  which  attends  his  name,  to  admit  that  he  felt  and 
indulged  this  imiversal  excitement.  Slipping  away  from  Durandus, 
Bradwardine,  Suarez,  and  Ariminensis,  .he  visited  Edgehill  and 
Naseby  while  the  Parliamentary  armies  still  occupied  the  groimd 
on  which  they  had  fought.  He  found  the  conquerors  armed  cop-d- 
pie  for  spiritual,  as  well  as  carnal  combats;  and  to  convert  the 
troops  from  their  theological  errors,  was  the  duty  which,  he  was 
assured,  had  been  committed  to  him  by  Providence.  Becoming 
accordingly  chaplain  to  Whalley's  regiment,  he  witnessed  in  that 
capacity  many  a  skirmish,  and  was  present  at  the  sieges  of  Bristol, 
Sherborne,  and  Worcester.  Eupert  and  Goring  proved  less 
stubborn  antagonists  than  the  seekers  and  levellers  of  the  Lieu- 
tenant-General's camp ;  and  Baxter  was  '  still  employed  in  preach- 
ing, conferring,  and  disputing  against  their  confounding  errors.' 
Tlie  soldiers  discoursed  as  earnestly,  and  even  published  pamphlets 
as  copiously  as  himself.  After  many  an  aflFair  of  posts,  the  hostile 
parties  at  length  engaged  in  a  pitched  battle  at  Amersham  in 
Buckinghamshire.  *When  the  public  talking-day  came,'  says 
Baxter,  'I  took  the  reading  pew,  and  Pitchford's  comet  and 
troopers  took  the  gallery.  There  did  the  leader  of  the  Chesham 
men  begin,  and  afterwards  Pitchford's  soldiers  set  in ;  and  I  alone 
disputed  against  them  from  morning  until  almost  night.'  Too  old 
a  campaigner  to  retire  from  the  field  in  the  presence  of  his  enemy, 

*  he  staid  it  out  till  they  first  rose  and  went  away.'  The  honours 
of  the  day  were,  however,  disputed.  In  the  strange  book  pub- 
lished by  Edwards,  under  the  appropriate  title  of  *  Gangrsena,'  the 
fortunes  of  the  field  were  chronicled;  and  there,  as  we  are 
informed  by  Baxter  himself,  may  be  read  *the  abundance  of 
nonsense  uttered  on  the  occasion.' 
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Cromwell  regarded  these  polemics  with  ill-disguised  avendon, 
and  probaLIy  with  secret  contempt.  He  had  given  Baxter  but  a 
cold  welcome  to  the  army.  '  He  would  not  dispute  with  me  at 
all,'  is  a  Eict  related  by  the  good  man  with  evident  surprise ;  '  hut 
he  would  in  good  discom-se  very  fluently  pour  out  himself  in  the 
extolling  of  free  grace,  which  was  savoury  to  those  that  had 
right  principles,  though  he  had  some  misunderstanding  of 
free  grace  himself.  He  was  a  man  of  excellent  natural  parts 
for  affection  and  oratory,  hut  not  well  seen  in  the  principles 
of  his  religion ;  of  a  sanguine  complexion,  naturally  of  such  n 
vivacity,  hilarity,  and  alacrity  as  another  man  hath  when  he  hath 
drunken  a  cup  too  much ;  but  naturally,  also,  so  far  from  humble 
thoughts  of  himself,  that  it  was  his  ruin.'  The  Protector  had 
surrendered  hia  powerful  mind  to  the  religious  fashions  of  his 
times,  and  never  found  the  leisure  or  the  inclination  for  deep 
inquiry  into  a  subject  on  which  it  was  enough  for  his  purposes  to 
excel  in  fluent  and  Bavoujy  discourse.  Among  those  purposes,  to 
obtain  the  approbation  of  his  own  conscience  waa  not  the  least 
sincere.  His  devotion  was  ardent,  and  his  piety  genuine.  But 
the  alliance  between  habits  of  criminal  self-indulgence,  and  a 
certain  kind  of  theopathy,  is  but  t*jo  ordinary  a  phenomenon. 
That  at  each  step  of  his  progress,  Cromwell  should  have  been 
deceived  and  sustained  by  some  plausible  sophistry,  is  the  less 
wonderful,  since  even  now,  in  retracing  his  course,  it  is  difficult  to 
ascertain  the  point  at  which  he  first  quitted  the  straight  path  of 
duty,  or  to  discover  what  escape  was  at  length  open  to  him  from 
the  web  in  which  he  had  become  involved.  There  have  been 
many  worse,  and  few  greater  men.  Yet  to  vindicate  his  name 
from  the  condemnation  which  rcHts  upon  it,  would  be  to  con- 
found the  distinctions  of  good  and  evil  as  he  did,  without  tlie 
ajjology  of  being  tempted  as  be  was. 

Baxter  was  too  profound  a  morahst  to  be  dazzled  by  the  triumph 
of  bad  men,  however  specious  their  virtues ;  or  to  affect  any 
complacency  towards  a  bad  cause,  though  indebted  to  it  for  the 
only  period  of  serenity  which  it  ever  was  his  lot  to  enjoy.  He 
had  ministered  to  the  forces  of  the  Parliamentary  general,  hut 
abhorred  the  regicide  and  usurper.  In  his  zeal  for  the  ancient 
constitution,  he  had  meditated  a  scheme  for  detaching  his  own 
regiment^  and  ultimately  all  the  generals  of  the  army,  from  their 
leader.  They  were  first  to  be  undermined  by  a  course  of  logic, 
and  then  blown  up  by  the  eloquence  of  the  preacher.  This 
profound  device  in  the  science  of  theological  engineering  would 
been  counterworked  by  the  Lieutenaat-General,  had  he 
ed  it,  by   methods  somewhat  less  subtle,  but  certainly  not 
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less  eflfective,  A  fortunate  illness  defeated  the  formidable  conspi- 
racy, and  restored  the  projector  to  his  pastoral  duties  and  to  peace. 
Even  then,  his  voice  was  publicly  raised  against  *the  treason, 
rebellion,  perfidiousness,  and  hypociisy '  of  Cromwell,  who  probably 
never  heard,  and  certainly  never  heeded,  the  denunciations  of  his 
former  chaplain. 

Baxter  enjoyed  the  esteem  which  he  would  not  repay.  He  was 
once  invited  by  the  Protector  to  preach  at  court  Sermons  in 
those  days  were  very  serious  things  —  point-blank  shots  at  the 
bosoms  of  the  auditory ;  and  Cromwell  was  not  a  man  to  escape  or 
to  fear  the  heaviest  pulpit  ordnance  which  could  be  brought  to 
bear  on  him.  From  the  many  vulnerable  points  of  attack,  the 
preacher  selected  the  crying  sin  of  encouraging  sectaries.  Not 
satisfied  with  the  errors  of  his  own  days,  the  great  Captain  had 
anticipated  those  of  a  later  age,  and  had  asserted  in  their  utmost 
extent  the  dangerous  principles  of  religious  liberty.  This  latitu- 
dinarian  doctrine  may  have  been  suggested  by  motives  merely 
selfish ;  and  Baxter,  at  least,  could  acknowledge  no  deeper  wisdom 
in  which  such  an  innovation  could  have  had  its  birth.  St.  Paul 
was,  therefore,  made  to  testify  *  against  the  sin  committed  by 
politicians,  in  maintaining  divisions  for  their  own  ends,  that  they 
might  fish  in  troubled  waters.'  He  who  now  occupied  the  throne 
of  the  Stuarts  claimed  one  prerogative  to  which  even  those 
monarchs  had  never  aspired.  It  was  that  of  controverting  the 
argumentation  of  the  pulpit.  His  zeal  for  the  conversion  of  his 
monitor  appears  to  have  been  exceedingly  ardent.  Having  sum- 
moned him  to  his  presence,  '  he  began  by  a  long  tedious  speech  to 
me '  (the  narrative  is  Baxter's)  *  of  God's  providence  in  the  change 
of  the  government,  and  how  God  had  owned  it,  and  what  great 
things  had  been  done  at  home  and  abroad,  in  the  peace  with 
Spain  and  Holland,  &c.  When  he  had  wearied  us  all  with 
speaking  thus  slowly  for  about  an  hour,  I  told  him  it  was  too 
great  a  condescension  to  acquaint  me  so  fully  with  all  these  matters 
which  were  above  me;  but  I  told  him  that  we  took  our  ancient 
monarchy  to  be  a  blessing,  and  not  an  evil,  to  the  land ;  and 
humbly  craved  his  patience  that  I  might  ask  him  how  England  had 
ever  forfeited  that  blessing,  and  unto  whom  that  forfeiture  was 
made.  Upon  that  question  he  was  awakened  into  some  passion, 
and  then  told  me  that  it  was  no  forfeiture,  but  God  had  changed 
it  as  pleased  him ;  and  then  he  let  fly  at  the  Parliament  which 
'thwarted  him,  and  especially  by  name  at  four  or  five  of  those 
members  who  were  my  chief  acquaintances,  whom  I  presumed  to 
defend  against  his  passion,  and  thus  four  or  five  hoinrs  were  spent.' 

During  this  singular  dialogue,  Lambert  fell  asleep,  an  indecorum 
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which,  in  the  court  of  an  hereditary  monarcli,  would  have  been 
fatal  t«  the  prospecta  of  the  transgressor.  But  the  drowsiness  of 
his  old  comrade  was  more  tolerable  to  Cromwell  than  the  pertinacity 
of  his  former  chaplain,  against  whom  he  a  second  time  directed  the 
artillery  of  hia  logic  On  this  occasion  almost  all  the  Privy  Council 
were  present;  liberty  of  conecience  being  the  thesis,  Baxter  the 
respondent,  and  Cromwell  assuming  to  himself  the  double  office  of 
opponent  and  moderator.  '  After  another  slow,  tedious  speech  of 
his,  I  told  him,"  says  the  autobiographer,  '  a  little  of  my  judgment^ 
and  when  two  of  hia  company  bad  spun  out  a  great  deal  more  of 
the  time  in  such  like  tedious,  but  more  ignorant  speeches,  I  told 
him,  that  if  he  would  be  at  the  labour  to  read  it,  I  could  tell  him 
more  of  my  mind  in  writing  two  sheets  than  in  that  way  of  spealdng 
many  days.  He  received  the  paper  afterwards,  but  I  scarcely 
believe  that  he  ever  read  it.  I  saw  tliat  what  he  learnt  must  be 
from  himself,  being  more  disposed  to  speak  many  humu  than  hear 
one,  and  little  heeding  what  another  said  when  he  had  spoken 
himself.' 

Whatever  may  have  been  the  faults,  or  whatever  the  motives  of 
the  Protector,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  under  his  sway  England 
witnessed  a  diffusion,  till  then  unknown,  of  the  piu-est  influence  of 
genuine  religious  principles.  The  popular  historians  of  that  period, 
from  various  motives,  have  disguised  or  misrepresented  the  fact ; 
and  they  who  derive  their  views  on  this  subject  from  Clarendon, 
from  Hume,  or  from  Hudibraa,  mistake  a  caricature  for  a  genuine 
portrait.  To  this  result,  no  single  man  contributed  more  largely 
than  Baxter  himself,  by  his  writings  and  his  pastoral  labours; 
Ilia  residence  at  Kidderminster  during  the  whole  of  the  Protectorate 
was  the  sabbath  of  his  life ;  the  interval  in  which  bis  mind  enjoyed 
the  only  repose  of  which  it  was  capable,  in  labours  of  love,  prompted 
by  a  willing  heart.,  and  unimpeded  by  a  contentious  world. 

Good  Protestants  bold,  that  the  Supreme  Head  of  the  Church 
reserves  to  himself  alone  to  mediate  and  to  reign,  as  his  incom- 
mimlcable  attributes ;  and  that  to  teach  and  to  minister  are  the 
only  offices  be  has  delegated  to  the  pastors  of  his  flock.  Wisdom 
to  scale  the  heights  of  contemplation,  love  to  explore  the  depths  of 
wretchedness— a  science  and  a  servitude  inseparably  combined;  — 
tbe  one  investigating  the  relations  between  mau  and  his  Creator, 
the  other  busied  in  the  cares  of  a  self-denying  philanthropy — such, 
at  least  in  theory,  are  the  endowments  of  that  sacred  institution* 
which,  first  established  by  the  fishermen  of  Galilee,  has  been  ever 
since  maintained  throughout  the  Christian  commonwealth. 
priesthood,  of  which  all  the  members  shall  be  animated  with  this 
spirit,  may  be  expected  when  angeUi  shall  resume  their  visits  to  our 
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earth,  and  not  till  then.  Human  agency,  even  when  employed  to 
distribute  the  best  gifts  of  Providence  to  man,  must  still  bear  the 
impress  of  human  guilt  and  frailty.  But  if  there  be  one  object  in 
this  fallen  world,  to  which  the  eye,  jaded  by  its  pageantries  and  its 
gloom,  continually  turns  with  renovated  hope,  it  is  to  an  alliance, 
such  as  that  which  bound  together  £ichard  Baxter  and  the  people 
among  whom  he  dwelt.  He,  a  poor  man,  rich  in  mental  resources, 
consecrating  alike  his  poverty  and  his  wealth  to  their  sei-vice ;  ever 
present  to  guide,  to  soothe,  to  encourage,  and,  when  necessary,  to 
rebuke ;  shrinking  from  no  aspect  of  misery,  however  repulsive, 
nor  from  the  most  loathsome  forms  of  guilt  which  he  might  hope 
to  reclaim ; — the  instructor,  at  once,  and  the  physician,  the  almoner 
and  the  friend,  of  his  congregation.  They,  repaying  his  labours  of 
love  with  untutored  reverence ;  awed  by  his  reproofs,  and  rejoicing 
in  his  smile ;  taught  by  him  to  discharge  the  most  abject  duties, 
and  to  endure  the  most  pressing  evils  of  life,  as  a  daily  tribute  to 
their  Divine  benefactor;  incurious  of  the  novelties  of  their  con- 
troversial age,  but  meekly  thronging  the  altar  from  which  he 
dispensed  the  symbols  of  their  mystical  union  with  each  other  and 
their  common  Head ;  and,  at  the  close  of  their  obscure,  monotonous, 
but  tranquil  course,  listening  to  the  same  parental  voice,  then 
subdued  to  the  gentlest  tones  of  sympathy,  and  telling  of  bright 
hopes  and  of  a  glorious  reward. 

Little  was  there  in  common  between  Kidderminster  and  the 
*  sweet  smiling'  Auburn.  Still  less  alike  were  the  'village 
preacher,'  who  *  ran  his  godly  race,'  after  the  fancy  of  Oliver  Gold- 
smith, and  the  'painful  preacher,'  whose  emaciated  form,  gaunt 
visage,  and  Geneva  bands,  attested  the  severity  of  his  studies,  and 
testified  against  prelatic  ascendency.  Deeper  yet  the  contrast 
between  the  delicate  hues  and  fine  touches  of  the  portrait  drawn 
from  airy  imagination,  and  Baxter's  catalogue  of  his  weekly 
catechisings,  fasts,  and  conferences  :  of  his  Wednesday  meetings  and 
Thursday  disputations ;  and  of  the  thirty  helps  by  which  he  was 
enabled  to  quicken  into  spiritual  life  the  inert  mass  of  a  rude  and 
vicious  population.  But,  truth  against  fiction,  all  the  world  over, 
in  the  rivalry  for  genuine  pathos  and  real  sublimity !  Though 
ever  new  and  charming,  after  ten  thousand  repetitions,  the  plaintive, 
playful,  melodious  poetry  of  the  '  Deserted  Village '  bears  to  the 
homely  tale  of  the  curate  of  Kidderminster  a  resemblance  like  that 
of  the  tapestried  lists  of  a  tournament  to  the  well-fought  field  of 
Eoncesvalles.  Too  prolix  for  quotation,  and  perhaps  too  sacred  for 
our  immediate  purpose,  it  records  one  of  those  moral  conquests 
which  attest  the  existence  in  the  human  heait  of  faculties  which, 
even  when  most  oppressed  by  ignorance,  or  benumbed  by  guilt. 


may  yet  be  roused  to  their  noblest  exercise,  and  disciplinetl  for 
their  ultimate  perfiictdon. 

Eventful  tidings  disturbed  these  apostolical  labours,  and  but  too 
Boon  proved  bow  precarious  wa^  the  tenure  of  that  religious  liberty 
which  Baxter  at  once  enjoyed  and  condemned.  With  the  Pro- 
tectorate it  commenced  and  ended.  The  death  of  Oliver,  the  abdica- 
tion of  Bichard,  the  revival  of  the  Long  Parliament,  the  reappear- 
ance of  the  ejected  members,  the  asBembling  of  a  new  House  of 
Commons  under  the  auspices  of  Monk,  and  the  restoration  of  the 
Stuarts,  progressively  endangered,  and  at  length  subverted  the 
edifice  of  ecclesiastical  &eedom,  which  the  same  strong  band  had 
founded  and  sustained. 

Yet  the  issue  for  a  while  seemed  doubtful.  The  sectarians  over- 
rated their  own  strength,  and  the  Episcopalians  exaggerated  their 
own  weakness.  Infallible  and  impeccable,  the  Church  of  Rome  is 
a  Tadmor  in  the  wilderness,  miraculously  erect  and  beautiful  in  the 
midst  of  an  otherwise  universal  ruin.  The  Church  of  England  — ■ 
liable  to  err,  but  always  judging  right,  capable  of  misconduct,  but 
never  acting  wrong — is  a  still  more  stupendous  exception  to  the 
weakness  and  depravity  which  in  all  other  human  institutions  sig- 
nalise our  common  nature.  But  for  this  well-established  truth,  a- 
bardy  scepticism  might  have  ventured  to  arraign  her  as  an  habi- 
tual alarmist.  If  she  is  '  in  danger '  at  this  moment,  she  has  been 
so  from  her  cradle.  Puritans  and  Presbyterians,  Armiuians  and 
Calvini.sta,  Independents  and  Methodists,  had  for  three  centuries 
threatened  her  existence,  when  at  last  the  matricidal  hands  of  the 
metropolitan  of  all  England,  and  of  the  prelate  of  England's  metro- 
polis, were  in  our  own  days  irreverently  laid  on  her  prebendal  stalls. 
One  '  whose  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  on  his  throne,'  in  the  pre- 
sence of  all  other  forms  of  peril,  has  on  this  last  fearful  omen  lost 
his  accustomed  fortitude  * ;  though  even  the  impending'  overthrow 
of  the  church  he  adorns,  finds  his  wit  as  brilliant,  and  his  gaiety  ae 
indeatructihle  as  of  yore.  What  wonder,  then,  if  the  canons  ex- 
pectant of  St.  Paul's  at  the  Court  of  Breda,  could  not  survey,  evea 
from  that  Pisgah,  the  fiiir  land  of  promise  lying  before  them,  with-- 
out  many  faint  misgivings  that  the  sons  of  Anak,  who  occupied  thfr 
strongholds,  would  continue  to  enjoy  the  milk  and  honey  of  their' 
I'alestine?  Thousands  of  intrusive  incumbents,  on  whose  headS' 
no  episcopal  hand  had  ever  been  laid,  and  whose  purity  no  surplice 
bad  ever  symbolised,  possessed  the  parsonages  and  the  pulpits  of 
either  episcopal  province.  A  population  bad  grown  up  imbaptized 
with  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  instructed  to  repeat  tJie  longer  and 

*  Hee  tbe  Letters  of  the  Ttev.  Sydney  Smith  to  Archdeacon  Singleton. 
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shorter  catechisms  of  the  Westminster  Divines.  Thirty  thousand 
armed  Covenanters  yielded  to  Monk  and  his  officers  a  dubious  sub- 
mission. Cud  worth  and  Lightfoot  at  Cambridge,  Wilkins  and 
Wallis  at  Oxford,  occupied  and  adorned  the  chairs  of  the  ejected 
loyalists.  The  divine  right  of  Episcopacy  might  yet  be  contro- 
verted by  Baxter,  Howe,  and  Owen ;  and  Smectymnus  might 
awaken  from  his  repose  in  the  persons  of  Marshall,  Calamy,  and 
Spurstow.  Little  marvel  then,  that  their  eternal  charter  inspired 
a  less  exulting  faith  than  of  old  in  the  Bishops  who  had  assembled 
at  Breda;  that  Hyde  and  Southampton  temporised;  or  that  Charles, 
impatient  of  the  Protestant  heresy  in  all  its  forms,  and  of  Christianity 
itself  in  all  its  precepts,  lent  his  royal  name  to  an  experiment  of 
which  deceit  was  the  basis,  and  persecution  the  result. 

Liberty  of  conscience,  and  a  concurrence  in  any  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment which,  on  mature  deliberation,  should  be  oflfered  for  securing 
it,  were  solemnly  promised  by  the  King,  while  yet  uncertain  of  the 
temper  of  the  Commons  he  was  about  to  meet.  Ten  Presbyterian 
ministers  were  added  to  the  list  of  royal  chaplains ;  and,  for  once 
a  martyr  to  the  public  good,  Charles  submitted  himself  to  the 
penalty  of  assisting  at  four  of  their  sermons.  That  with  which 
Baxter  greeted  him,  coidd  not  have  been  recited  by  the  most  rapid 
voice  in  less  than  two  hours.  It  is  a  solemn  contrast  of  the 
sensual  and  the  spiritual  life,  without  one  courtly  phrase  to  relieve 
his  censure  of  the  vices  of  the  great.  More  soothing  sounds  were 
daily  falling  on  the  royal  ear.  The  surplice  and  the  Book  of  Com- 
mon Prayer  had  reappeared  at  the  worship  of  the  Lords  and  Com- 
mons. Heads  and  fellows  of  colleges  enjoyed  a  restoration  scarcely 
less  triumphant  than  that  of  their  sovereign.  Long  dormant 
statutes,  arising  from  their  slumbers,  menaced  the  Nonconformists ; 
and  the  truth  was  revealed  to  the  delighted  hierarchy,  that  the 
Church  of  England  was  still  enthroned  in  the  aflfections  of  the 
English  people  —  the  very  type  of  their  national  character  —  the 
reflection  of  their  calm  good  sense  —  of  their  reverence  for  hoar 
authority — of  their  fjEustidious  distaste  for  whatever  is  scenic,  im- 
passioned, and  self-assuming  —  of  their  deliberate  preference  for 
solid  sense,  %ven  when  oppressively  dull,  to  mere  rhetoric,  however 
animated  —  and  of  their  love  for  those  grave  observances  and 
ancient  forms  which  conduct  the  mind  to  self-communion,  and  lay 
open  to  the  heart  its  long  accumulated  treasure  of  hidden,  though 
profound,  emotions.  Happy  if  the  confidence  in  her  own  strength 
excited  by  this  discovery,  had  been  blended  either  with  the  forgive- 
ness and  the  love  which  the  gospel  teaches ;  or  with  the  toleration 
inculcated  by  human  philosophy;  or  with  the  prudence  which 
should  be  derived  from  a  long  course  of  suffering  1     Twenty-eight 


84S  niCHABD  BAXTER. 

disgraceful  years  had  then  beeii  blotted  from  the  aunija 
AugUcau  Church,  and  perhapB  from  the  seciilar  history  of  Eugs 
land. 

The  time  waa  yet  unripe  for  avowed  retaliation,  but  wrongs  a 
indignities  such  as  those  which  the  Episcopalians  had  auffereo 
were  neithei'  to  be  pardoned  nor  unavenged.  Invited  by  the  1" 
to  prepare  a  scheme  of  future  church  goyernmeut,  Baxter  and  h 
friends,  taking  Usher's  '  Reduction  of  Episcopacy '  as  their  1 
presented  to  Charles  and  the  prelates  a  acheme  of  ecclesiastica 
reform.  *  As  to  Archbishop  Usher's  model  uf  government,'  repliet 
the  bishops,  '  we  decline  it  as  not  consistent  with  his  other  I 
discouraea  on  the  original  of  Episcopacy  and  of  metropolitana,  nor 
with  the  King's  supremacy  in  causes  ecclesiastical.'  '  Had  yon 
read  Gerson,  Bucer,  Parker,  Baynes,  Salmasius,  Blonde],  &c.,'  i 
joined  Baxter,  'you  would  have  seen  just  reason  given  for  out 
dissent  from  the  ecclesiastical  hierarchy  as  established  in  England* 
You  would  easily  grant  that  dioceses  are  too  great,  if  you  had  evei" 
conscionably  tried  the  task  which  Dr.  Hammond  descriheth  j 
bishop's  work,  or  had  ever  beUeved  Ignatius'  and  others'  aQcieud 
descriptions  of  a  bishop's  church.' 

To  what  issue  this  war  of  words  was  tending,  no  bystander  coul^ 
doubt.     To  maiataia  the  splendour  and  the  powers  of  EpiscopacyJ 
to  yield  nothing,  Eind  yet  to  avoid  the  appearance  of  a  direct  brea 
of  the  royal  word,  was  so  glaringly  the  object  of  the  Court,  thi 
wilful  blindness  only  could  fail  to  penetrate  the  transparent  i 
of  '  The  Declaration '  framed  by  Clarendon  with  all  the  astutenea 
of  his  profession,  and  accepted  by  the  Presbyterians  with  the  eager-"' 
nesa  of  expiring  hope.     Baxter  was  not  so  deceived.     In  common 
with  the  other  heads  of  his  party,  he  judged  the  faith  of  Charles 
an  inadequate  security,  and  refused  the  proffered  mitre  of  Hereford  ■ 
as  an  insidious  bribe. 

There  were  abundant  reasons  for  this  distrust.     Thanks  for  hi^ 
gracious  purposes  in  favour  of  the  Nonconformists  had  been  prei 
aented  to  the  Head  of  the  Church  by  the  House  of  Commons,  wh< 
immediately  afterwards,  at  the  instance  of  his  Majesty's  Secret 
of  State,  rejected  the  very  measure  which  had  kindled  their  | 
titude.   Three  months  had  scarcely  passed  since  the  declaration  h 
issued,  when  an  Order  in  Council  proclaimed  the  illegality  of  e 
reUgious  meetings  held  without  the  walls  of  the  parochial  churched 
The  Book  of  Common  Prayer  and  the  Statute  Book  were  dailj 
cementing  their  alliance ;  the  one  enlarged  by  a  supplication  fiJ 
'  grace  carefully   and   studiously  to  imitate  the    example    of  I ' 
blessed  saint  aud  martyr' who  had  now  attained  the  honours  < 
canonization ;  the  other  requiring  the  officers  of  ail  corporate  « 
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port  towns  *  to  take  the  sacrament  of  the  Lord's  supper ; '  and  to 
swear  *  that  it  is  not  lawful,  upon  any  pretence  whatsoever,  to  take 
arms  against  the  king,'  or  against '  those  commissioned  by  him.' 

Amidst  these  parliamentary  thunders  were  opened  the  con- 
ferences of  the  Savoy,  which  were  to  reduce  to  a  definite  meaning 
the  declarations  of  Breda  and  of  Whitehall.  It  was  the  scene  of 
Baxter's  triumph  and  defeat — the  triumph  of  his  promptitude, 
subtlety,  and  boundless  resources  — the  defeat  of  the  last  hope  he 
was  permitted  to  indulge,  of  peace  to  himself  or  to  the  Church  of 
which  he  was  then  the  brightest  ornament.  The  tactics  of  popular 
assemblies  form  a  system  of  licensed  deceit ;  and  their  conventional 
morality  tolerates  the  avowal  of  the  skill  by  which  the  antagonist 
party  has  been  overreached,  and  even  an  open  exultation  in  the 
success  of  such  contrivances.  To  embarrass  the  Presbyterians  by 
the  course  of  the  discussion,  to  invent  plausible  pretexts  for  delays, 
and  to  guide  the  controversy  to  an  impotent,  if  not  a  ludicrous  close, 
were  the  scarcely  concealed  objects  of  the  Episcopalians.  Opposed 
to  these  by  the  feebler  party  were  the  contrivances  by  which  weak- 
ness usually  seeks  to  evade  the  difficulties  it  cannot  stem,  and  the 
captiousness  which  few  can  restrain  when  overborne  by  the  superior 
force  of  numbers  or  of  authority. 

Who  ever  has  seen  a  parliament,  may  easily  imagine  a  Synod. 
Baxter  was  the  leader  of  an  unpopular  opposition, — the  Charles 
Fox  of  the  Savoy,  of  which  Morley  was  the  William  Pitt,  and  Gun- 
ning the  Henry  Dundas.  To  review  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer, 
and  '  to  advise  and  consult  upon  the  same,  and  the  several  objec- 
tions and  exceptions  which  shall  be  raised  against  the  same,'  was  the 
task  assigned  by  Charles  to  twelve  bishops,  nine  doctors  of  divinity, 
and  twenty-one  Presbyterian  divines.  Exalted  by  the  acclamation  of 
the  whole  Episcopalian  party  to  the  head  of  all  human  writings,  not 
without  some  doubts  whether  it  should  not  rather  class  with  those 
of  the  sacred  canon,  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer  was  pronounced 
by  the  bishops,  at  the  opening  of  the  conferences,  to  be  exempt 
from  any  errors  which  they  could  detect,  and  incapable  of  any 
improvements  which  they  could  suggest.  They  could  not  there- 
fore advance  to  the  eu counter  until  their  antagonists  should  have 
unrolled  the  long  catalogue  of  their  hostile  criticisms  and  projected 
amendments. 

P>om  such  a  challenge  it  was  not  in  Baxter's  nature  to  shrink, 
tliough  warned  by  his  associates  of  the  motives  by  which  it  was 
dictated,  and  of  the  dangers  to  which  it  would  lead.  *  Bishop 
Sheldon,'  says  Burnet,  *saw  well  enough  what  the  eflFect  would 
be  of  obliging  them  to  make  all  their  demands  at  once,  that 
the  number  would  raise  a  mighty  outcry  against  them  as  a  people 
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that  could  never  l>e  satisfied.'  In  fourteen  days  Easter  had  pre- 
pared a  new  liturgy.  In  a  few  more  he  had  completed  his  objec- 
tions to  the  former  rubric,  with  an  humble  petition  for  peace  and 
indulgence.  Fast  and  thick  flew  over  the  field  the  miaailee  of 
theological  theses  before  the  closer  conflict  of  oral  debate.  This 
was  waged  in  liigh  dialectic  latitudes.  Take  the  following  ex- 
ample :  — '  That  command '  (we  quote  the  Epiiscopalian  pro~ 
pom'tur)  '  which  enjoins  only  an  act  in  itself  lawful,  and  no  othe* 
act  whereby  an  unjust  penalty  is  enjoined,  or  any  circumstanca 
whence  directly  or  per  acci/iens  any  sin  is  consequent,  which  the 
commander  ought  to  provide  against,  hath  in  it  all  things  requisite 
to  the  lawfulness  of  a  command,  and  particularly  cannot  be  charged 
with  enjoining  an  act  per  a^cUUtie  unlawful,  nor  of  commanding 
an  act  under  an  unjust,  penalty.'  As  an  Indian  listens  to  the  war- 
cry  of  a  hostile  tribe,  Baxter  heard  the  announcement  of  this 
heretical  doctrine,  and  plunged  headlong "  into  the  fight.  Pouring 
forth  his  boundless  stores  of  metaphyBical,  moral,  and  scholastie. 
speculation,  he  alternately  plunged  and  soared  heyond  the  reach  of 
ordinary  vision- — distinguished  and  qualified,  quoted  and  subtilisod^ 
till  his  voice  was  drowned  '  in  noise  and  confusion,  and  high  reflei>- 
tions  on  his  dark  and  cloudy  imagination.'  Bishop  SandarsoHj 
the  Moderator,  ailjudged  the  palm  of  victory  to  his  opponent. 
'Baxter  and  Gunning'  (the  words  are  Burnet's)  'spent  several 
days  in  logical  arguing,  to  the  diversion  of  the  town,  who  looked 
upon  them  as  a  couple  of  fencers,  engaged  in  a  dispute  that  couli] 
not  be  brought  to  any  end.'  It  had,  however,  reached  the  only  end 
which  the  King  and  his  advisers  bad  ever  contemplated.  An 
*P*^lo)|y  had  been  made  for  the  breach  of  the  royal  promise 
Hencefortli  the  Presbyterians  raight  be  denounced  as  men  whom 
reason  could  not  convince,  and  who  were  therefore  justly  given  up 
to  the  coercion  of  penal  laws.  To  cast  on  them  a  still  deeper 
shade  of  contumacy,  some  few  trifling  changes  were  made  in  the 
Rubric  by  the  Convocation,  The  Church  waa  required  to  celebrate 
the  martyrdom  of  the  first  Charles,  and  the  restoration  of  the 
second, —  that  'moat  religious  and  gracious  King'  (the  last  an 
epithet  with  which  in  the  same  sentence  the  monarch  was  compli 
mented  and  the  Deity  invoked);  and,  as  if  still  more  certainly  to 
exclude  from  her  pale  those  who  had  sued  in  vain  for  entrance,  Bd 
and  the  Dragon,  and  other  worthies  of  the  Apocrypha,  were  now 
called  to  take  their  stations  in  her  weekly  services. 

Had  Charles  been  permitted  to  follow  the  dictates  of  hiB  own 
eaay  nature,  or  of  his  religioiis  predilections,  he  would  (though  for 
precisely  opposite  reasons)  have  emulated  the  zeal  of  Cromwell  fof. 
liberty  of  conscience.     He  would  gladly  have  secured  that  freedoi 
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to  his  Roman  Catholic  subjects ;  and  would  still  more  gladly  have 
relieved  himself  from  the  trouble  of  persecuting  the  Protestant 
Dissenters.  But  the  time  was  still  unripe  for  such  hazardous  ex- 
periments. At  the  dictation  of  Clarendon^  he  was  made  to  assiure 
his  Parliament  that  he  was  *  as  much  in  love  with  the  Book  of 
Common  Prayer  as  they  could  wish,  and  had  prejudices  enough 
against  those  who  did  not  love  it.'  Within  two  years  from  his 
return,  the  depth  and  sincerity  of  this  afifection  were  attested  by 
the  imprisonment  of  more  than  four  thousand  Quakers,  and  by  the 
promulgation  of  the  Act  of  Uniformity.  Among  the  two  thousand 
clergymen  whom  this  law  excluded  from  the  Church,  Baxter  was  on 
every  account  the  most  conspicuous.  He  had  refused  the  bishopric 
of  Hereford,  and  the  united  interest  of  Charles  and  Clarendon  had 
been  exerted  in  vain  (so  with  most  elaborate  hypocrisy  it  was  pre- 
tended) to  recover  for  him  a  curacy  at  Kidderminster.  He  for 
ever  quitted  that  scene  of  his  apostolic  labours ;  and,  in  the  forty- 
seventh  year  of  his  age,  bowed  down  with  bodily  infirmities,  was 
driven  from  his  home  and  his  weeping  congregation,  to  pass  the 
remainder  of  his  life  in  loathsome  jails  or  precarious  hiding-places ; 
there  to  achieve,  in  penury  and  almost  ceaseless  pain,  works  without 
a  parallel  in*the  history  of  English  theological  literature,  for  their 
extent,  or  their  prodigality  of  intellectual  wealth. 

Solitude  was  not  amongst  the  aggravations  of  his  lot.  Margaret 
Charlton  was  a  lady  of  gentle  birth,  rich  in  the  gifts  of  nature  and 
of  fortune.  She  dwelt  in  her  mother's  house  at  Kidderminster, 
where  both  parent  and  child  found  in  Baxter  their  teacher  and 
spiritual  guide.  *  In  her  youth,  pride  and  romances,  and  company 
suitable  thereto,  did  take  her  up.'  But  sickness  came,  and  he 
ministered  to  her  anxieties ;  and  health  returned,  and  he  led  the 
thanksgiving  of  the  congregation ;  and  there  were  mental  conflicts 
in  which  he  sustained  her,  and  works  of  mercy  in  which  he  directed 
her,  and  notes  were  made  of  his  sermons,  and  passages  were  trans- 
cribed from  his  consolatory  letters,  and  gradually —  but  who  needs 
to  be  told  the  result  ? 

Margaret  was  no  ordinary  woman.  Her  *  strangely  vivid  wit'  is 
celebrated  by  the  admirable  John  Howe ;  and  her  widowed  hus- 
band, in  *  The  breviate  of  her  life,'  has  drawn  a  portrait  the  original 
of  which  it  would  have  been  criminal  not  to  love.  Timid,  gentle, 
and  reserved,  and  nursed  amidst  all  the  luxuries  of  her  age,  her 
lieart  was  the  abode  of  affections  so  intense,  and  of  fortitude  so 
enduring,  that  her  meek  spirit,  impatient  of  one  selfish  wish,  pro- 
gressively acquired  all  the  heroism  of  benevolence,  and  seemed  at 
length  incapable  of  one  selfish  fear.  In  prison,  in  sickness,  in  evil 
report,  in  every  form  of  danger  and  fatigue,  she  was  still  with  un- 
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abated  cheerfblnesB  at  the  side  of  him  to  whom  she  had  pledged 
her  conjngal  £adth ;  —  {^ompting  him  to  the  discharge  of  every 
duty,  calming  the  asperities  of  his  temper,  his  associate  in  mmum- 
bered  acts  of  philanthropy,  embellishing  his  humble  home  by  the 
little  arts  with  which  a  coltiTated  mind  imparts  its  own  graceful- 
ness to  the  meanest  dwelling-place ;  and  during  the  nineteen  years 
of  their  union  joining  with  him  in  one  unbroken  strain  of  filial 
aflBance  to  the  Divine  mercy,  and  of  a  grateful  adoration  for  the 
Divine  goodness.  Her  tastes  and  habits  had  been  moulded  into  a 
perfect  conformity  to  his.  He  celebrates  her  Catholic  charity  to 
the  opponents  of  their  religious  opinions,  and  her  inflexible  adhe- 
rence to  her  own ;  her  high  esteem  of  the  active  and  passive  virtues 
of  the  Christian  life,  as  contrasted  with  a  barren  orthodoxy ;  her 
noble  disinterestedness,  her  skill  in  casuistry,  her  love  of  music, 
and  her  medicinal  arts. 

Peace  be  to  the  verses  which  he  poured  out  not  to  extol  but  to 
animate  her  devotion.  If  Margaret  was  wooed  in  strains  over 
which  Sacharissa  would  have  slumbered,  Baxter^s  uncouth  rhymes 
have  a  charm  which  Wallers  lyrics  cannot  boast  —  the  charm  of 
purity,  and  reverence,  and  truth.  The  Eloise  of  Abelard  and  the 
Eloise  of  Rousseau,  revealing  but  too  accurately  one  of  the  dark 
chambers  of  the  human  heart,  have  poisoned  the  imagination,  and 
rendered  it  diflficult  to  conceive  of  such  ties  as  those  which  first  drew 
together  the  souls  of  the  Nonconformist  minister  and  his  pupil ; — 
he  approaching  his  fiftieth  and  she  scarcely  past  her  twentieth  year ; 
he  stricken  with  penury,  disease,  and  persecution,  and  she  in  the 
eDJ03rment  of  affluence  and  of  the  world's  alluring  smiles.  It  was 
not  in  the  reign  of  Charles  IL  that  wit  or  will  were  wanting  to 
ridicule  or  to  upbraid  such  espousals.  Grave  men  sighed  over  the 
weakness  of  the  venerable  divine ;  and  gay  men  disported  them- 
selves with  so  efiective  an  incident  in  the  tragi-comedy  of  life. 
Much  liad  the  great  moralist  written  upon  the  benefits  of  clerical 
celi})acy,  but, '  when  he  said  so,  he  thought  that  he  should  die  a 
bficbelor.'  Something  he  wrote  as  follows,  in  defence  of  his  altered 
opinions :  — '  The  unsuitableness  of  our  age,  and  my  former  known 
purposes  against  marriage  and  against  the  conveniency  of  ministers' 
marriage,  who  have  no  sort  of  necessity,  made  our  marriage  the 
matter  of  much  talk  ; '  but  he  most  judiciously  proceeds,  '  the  true 
opening  of  her  case  and  mine,  and  the  many  strange  occurrences 
which  })rought  it  to  pass,  would  take  away  the  wonder  of  her  friends 
and  mine  that  knew  us,  and  the  notice  of  it  would  much  conduce 
to  the  understanding  of  some  other  passages  of  our  lives.  Yet  wise 
fricndH,  by  whom  I  am  advised,  think  it  better  to  omit  such  per- 
gonal particuhirities  at  this  time.     Both  in  her  case  and  in  mine 
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there  was  much  extraordinary,  which  it  doth  not  much  concern  the 
world  to  be  acquainted  with.' 

Under  this  apology,  is  veiled  the  fact  that  Margaret  herself  first 
felt,  or  first  betrayed  the  truth,  that  a  sublunary  aflfection  had 
blended  itself  with  their  devotional  feelings ;  and  that  she  encou- 
raged him  to  claim  that  place  in  her  heart  which  in  the  holiest  of 
human  beings  will  still  remain  accessible  to  a  merely  human  sym- 
pathy. It  was  an  attachment  hallowed  on  either  side  by  all  that 
can  give  dignity  to  the  passions  to  which  all  are  alike  subject.  To 
her  it  aflforded  the  daily  delight  of  supporting  in  his  gigantic 
labours,  and  of  soothing  in  his  unremitted  cares,  a  husband  who 
repaid  her  tenderness  wiih  unceasing  love  and  gratitude.  To  him 
it  gave  a  friend  whose  presence  was  tranquillity,  who  tempered  by 
her  milder  wisdom,  and  graced  by  her  superior  elegance,  and 
exalted  by  her  more  confiding  piety,  whatever  was  austere,  or  rude, 
or  distrustful  in  his  rugged  character.  After  all,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  the  story  will  not  fall  handsomely  into  any  niche  in  the 
chronicles  of  romance ;  though,  even  in  that  light,  Crabbe  or  Mar- 
montel  would  have  made  something  of  it.  Yet,  unsupported  by 
any  powers  of  narrative,  it  is  a  tale  which  will  never  want  its 
interest,  so  long  as  delight  shall  be  felt  in  contemplating  the  sub- 
mission of  the  sternest  and  most  powerful  minds  to  that  kindly 
influence  which  cements  and  blesses,  and  which  should  ennoble 
human  society. 

Over  the  declining  years  of  Baxter's  life,  friendship,  as  well  as 
conjugal  love,  threw  a  glow  of  consolation  which  no  man  ever 
needed  or  ever  valued  more.  His  afiectionate  record  of  his  asso- 
ciates has  rescued  some  of  their  names  from  oblivion.  Such  is  the 
case  with  *  good  old  Simon  Ash,  who  went  seasonably  to  heaven  at 
the  very  time  he  was  to  be  cast  out  of  the  church ;  who,  having  a 
good  estate,  and  a  very  good  wife,  inclined  to  entertainments  and 
liberality,  kept  a  house  much  frequented  by  ministers,  where, 
always  cheerful,  without  profuse  laughter  or  levity,  and  never 
troubled  with  doubtings,'  he  imparted  to  others  the  gaiety  of  his 
own  heart,  and  died  as  he  had  lived,  *in  great  consolation  and 
cheerful  exercise  of  faith,  molested  with  no  fears  or  doubts,  exceed- 
ingly glad  of  the  company  of  his  friends,  and  greatly  encouraging 
all  about  him.'  Such  also  was  *  good  Mr.  James  Walton,  commonly 
called  the  weeping  prophet;  of  a  most  holy  blameless  life,  and, 
though  learned,  greatly  averse  to  controversy  and  dispute ; '  a  man 
who  had  struggled  successfully  against  constitutional  melancholy, 
imtil,  *  troubled  with  the  sad  case  of  the  Church  and  the  multitude 
of  ministers  cast  out,  and  at  his  own  unserviceableness,  he  consumed 
to  death.' 

A  A 


To  the  DemocritTTS  and  the  Heraclitus  of  nonconformity,  « 
far  greater  name  siicceeda  in  the  catalogue  of  Easter's  friends. 
In  the  village  of  Acton,  Sir  Matthew  Hale  had  found  an  occasional 
retreat  from  the  cares  of  his  judicial  life ;  and  devoted  his  leisure 
to  science  and  theology,  and  to  social  intercourse  with  the  ejected. 
Nonconformist.  In  an  age  of  civil  strife,  he  had  proposed 
himself  tfhe  example  of  Atticus,  and  like  that  accomplished  persi 
endeavoured  to  avert  the  enmity  of  the  contending  parties  by 
fearless  discharge  of  his  duties  to  all,  without  ministering  to  thi 
selfish  ends  of  any.  The  frugal  simplicity  of  his  habits,  hia  un* 
affected  piety  and  studious  pursuits,  enabled  him  to  keep  thiS' 
hazardous  path  with  general  esteem,  though  he  was  more  indebted 
for  safety  to  bis  unrivalled  eminence  as  a  lawyer  and  a  judge. 
Though  Cromwell  and  Ludlow  revolted  against  the  Papal  autho- 
rity of  Westminster  Hall,  their  i^e  la^ed  far  behind  them.  In 
the  overthrow  of  all  other  institutions,  the  courts  in  which  For- 
tescue  and  Coke  had  explained  or  invented  the  immemorial  customs 
of  England,  were  still  the  objects  of  universal  veneration  ;  and  ths't 
supremacy  of  the  law  secured  to  its  sages  the  homage  of 
people.  Never  was  it  rendered  more  justly  than  to  Hale.  1" 
the  exception  of  Roger  North  we  remember  no  historian  of 
day  who  does  not  bear  an  unqualified  testimony  to  bis  uprightness^ 
to  the  surpassing  compass  of  his  professional  learning,  and 
exquisite  skill  with  which  it  was  employed.  That  ^reeable, 
1  most  prejudiced  writer,  refuses  him  not  only  this,  but  the 
still  higher  praise  of  spotless  patriotism,  and  ridicules  his  preten- 
s  a  philosopher  and  divine.  Easter,  an  incomparably  better 
judge,  thought  far  otherwise.  In  the  learning  in  which  he  himself; 
excelled  all  others,  he  assigned  a  high  station  to  Hale ;  and  hasj 
;ordcd  that  his  '  conference,  mostly  about  the  immortality  of  the 
Boul  and  other  philosophical  and  foundation  points,  was  so  edifying, 
that  his  very  questions  and  objections  did  help  me  to  more  light 
than  other  men's  solutions.'  Differing  on  those  subjects  which 
then  agitated  society,  their  minds,  enlarged  by  nobler  contemplai- 
tions,  rose  far  above  the  controversies  of  their  age ;  and  were 
imited  in  efforts  for  their  mutual  improvement,  and  for  advancinjp- 
the  interests  of  religion,  truth,  and  virtue.  It  was  a  grave  anfi' 
severe,  but  an  affectionate  friendship ;  such  as  can  subsist  only 
between  men  who  have  lived  in  the  habitiial  restraint  of  their 
lower  faculties,  and  in  the  strenuous  cultiu'e  of  those  powerH 
which  they  believe  to  be  destined  hereafter,  and  to  be  ripening 
now,  for  an  indefinite  expansion  and  an  immortal  existence, 

From  such  intercourse  Easter  was  rudely  called  away.      Not, 
satisfied  with  the  rigid  uniformity  of  professed  belief  and  ext«mali 
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observances  amongst  the  clergy  of  the  Established  Church,  Parlia- 
ment had  denounced  a  scale  of  penalties,  graduated  from  fine  to 
banishment  to  the  plantations,  against  laics  who  should  attend 
any  other  form  of  religious  worship,  even  in  private  houses,  where 
more  than  five  strangers  should  be  present.  At  Acton,  a  per- 
sonage of  no  mean  importance  watched  over  the  ecclesiastical  dis- 
cipline of  the  parish.  *  Dr.  Eyves,  rector  of  that  church  aud  of 
Hadley,  dean  of  Windsor  and  of  Wolverhampton,  and  chaplain 
in  ordinary  to  the  King,'  could  not  patiently  endure  the  irregu- 
laiities  of  his  learned  neighbour.  The  Dean  indeed  officiated  by 
deputy,  and  his  curate  was  a  raw  and  ignorant  youth ;  and  Baxter 
(an  occasional  conformist)  was  a  regular  attendant  on  all  the 
sacred  offices.  But  he  refused  the  Oxford  oath,  and  at  his  do- 
mestic worship  there  were  sometimes  found  more  than  the  sta- 
tutable addition  to  the  family  circle.  Such  offences  demanded 
expiation.  He  was  committed  to  Clerkenwell  gaol ;  and  when 
at  length  discharged  from  it,  was  compelled  to  seek  a  new  and 
more  hospitable  residence.  He  had  his  revenge.  It  was  to  obtain, 
through  the  influence  of  one  of  his  most  zealous  disciples,  the 
charter  which  incorporates  the  origvncd  Society  for  the  Propaga- 
tion of  the  Gospel*  —  a  return  of  good  for  evil  for  which  his 
name  might  well  displace  those  of  some  of  the  saints  in  ^he 
calendar. 

While  the  plague  was  depopulating  London,  and  the  silenced 
clergymen  were  discharging  the  unenvied  office  of  watching  over  the 
multitude  appointed  to  death,  the  King  and  Clarendon,  at  a  secure 
distance  from  the  contagion,  were  employed  in  framing  the  statute 
which  denounced  the  most  rigid  punishment  against  any  noncon- 
formist minister  who  should  approach  within  five  miles  of  any 
town  in  England,  or  of  any  parish  in  which  he  had  formerly  offi- 
ciated. Totteridge,  a  hamlet,  round  which  a  circle  of  ten  miles 
diameter  could  be  drawn  without  including  any  of  the  residences 
thus  prescribed  to  Baxter,  became  his  next  abode,  but  was  not  per- 
mitted to  be  a  place  of  security  or  rest.  His  indefatigable  pen  had 
produced  a  paraphrase  on  the  New  Testament,  where  the  keen 
scrutiny  of  his  enemies  detected  libels,  to  be  refuted  only  by  the 
logic  of  the  court  and  prison  of  the  King's  Bench.  From  the  re- 
cords of  that  court,  Mr.  Orme,  the  editor  of  Baxter's  works,  has  ex- 
tracted the  indictment,  which  sets  forth  that  *  Richardus  Baxter, 

*  The  society  which  now  bears  that  name  is  an  institution  of  later  date, 
founded  on  the  model  of  that  for  the  establishment  of  which  Baxter  laboured, 
and  designed  to  supersede  it ;  just  as  the  "  National  School  Society  "  followed 
on  the  "  British  and  Foreign  School  Society,"  or  King*s  College,  London,  on  the 
London  University. 
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persona  eeditiosa  et  factiosA,  pravse  tuentis,  impi^  inquiete, 
bulent'   disporition'   et   conversation';' ^'falso,   illidte,   iaji 
nequit',  &ctiose,  eeditiose,  et  irreli^ose,  fecit,  composuit,  scri] 
quendam  felsum,  Eeditiosum,  libellosum,  (actiosuiD,  et  irreligi< 
librum.'     The  classical  pleader  proceeds  in  a  Tein  of  uncouscioi 
humour  to  justify  these  hard  words  by  the  use  of  the  figure  called, 
we  beheve,  a '  scilicet '  by  those  who  now  inhabit  the  ancient 
of  the  Knights  Templars.     '  It  is  folly,'  saya  the  paraphrase,  '  tA^ 
doubt   whether   there    be   devils,   while   devils    incarnate    dwe! 
amongst  us  here'  (clericos   pred'   hujus  regni  Angl'  innuendo' 
'  What  else  but  devils  could  make  ceremonious  hypocrites '  (cleri) 
pred'  innuendo)?  *  men  that  preach  in  Christ's  name,'  (seipsiim 
B.  et  al'  eeditioeas  et  factiosas  person'  innuendo),  '  therefore, 
not  to  be  silenced  if  they  do  more  harm  than  good.     Dreadful 
then  is  the  case  of  men '  (episcopos  et  ministros  justitise  inir'  hujua 
regni  Angl'  innuendo)  'that  silence  Christ's  faithful  ministers' 
(seipsum  K.  B.  et  al'  seditiosas  et  factioeas  person'  innuendo). 

Anstey  and  George  Stevens  were  dull  fellows  compared  with  the 
great  originals  from  which  they  drew.     L'EsErange  himself  might^ 
have  taken  a  lesson  in  the  art  of  defamation,  &om  this  innuendoii 
special  pleader.     But  the  absurdity  was  crowned  by  the  conduct 
the'  trial.     There  were  paeeagee  in  the  judicial  career  of  Jeffries  in^ 
which  abhorrence,  disgust,  indignation,  and  all  other  feetiuigs  (WTJ 
the  sterner  kind,  gave  way  to  the  irresistible  sense  of  the  ludicrous 
and, '  to  be  grave  exceeds  all  powers  of  face,'  even  when  reading  tha 
narrative  of  this  proceeding,  which  was  drawn  up  by  one  of  the  speo^l 
tators.    The  judge  entered  the  court  with  his  face  flaming,  'h< 
snorted  and  squeaked,  blew  his  nose  and  clenched  his  hands,  and'] 
lifted  up  his  eyes,  mimicking  their  manner,  and  running  on  furiously,! 
as,  he  said,  they  used  to  pray.'  The  ermined  buffoon  extorted  a  smile^ 
even  from  the  Nonconformists  themselves.     PoUesfen,  the  leadinj 
counsel  for  the  defence,  gave  in  to  the  humour,  and  attempted 
gain  attention  for  bis  argument  by  a  jest.     'My  Lord,'  he  said, 
*  some  will  think  it  a  hard  measure  to  stop  these  men's  mouths, 
and  not  to  let  them  speak  through  their  noses,'     '  Pollexfen,'  said 
Jeffries,  '  I  know  you  well.     You  are  the  patron  of  the  faction ; 
this  is  an  old  rogue,  who  has  poisoned  the  world  with  his  Kidder- 
minster doctrine.     He  encouraged  all  the  women  to  bring  their 
bodkins  and  thimbles,  to  carry  on  the  war  against  their  King,  of 
ever  blessed  memory.     An  old  schismatical  knave  —  a  hypocritical 
villain  I '     '  My  Lord,'  replied  the  counsel,  '  Mr.  Baxter's  loyal  and 
peaceable  spirit.  King  Charles  would  have  rewarded  with  a  bisliopric, 
when  he  came  in,  if  be  would  have  conformed.'     'Aye,'  said  the 
judge,  'we  know  that;  but  what  ailed  the  old  blockhead,  the 
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thankful  villain,  that  he  would  not  conform  ?  Is  he  wiser  or  better 
than  other  men?  He  hath  been,  ever  since,  the  spring  of  the 
faction.  I  am  sure  he  hath  poisoned  the  world  with  his  linsey-* 
woolsey  doctrine — a  conceited,  stubborn  fanatical  dog ! '  After  one 
counsel,  and  another,  had  been  overborne  by  the  fury  of  Jeffries, 
Baxter  himself  took  up  the  argument.  *  My  Lord,'  he  said,  *  I  have 
been  so  moderate  with  respect  to  the  Church  of  England,  that  I 
have  incurred  the  censure  of  many  of  the  Dissenters  on  that  ac- 
coimt.'  *  Baxter  for  Bishops,'  exclaimed  the  judge, '  is  a  merry 
conceit  indeed  I  Turn  to  it,  turn  to  it ! '  On  this  one  of  the 
counsel  turned  to  a  passage  in  the  libel,  which  stated,  *  that  great 
respect  is  due  to  those  truly  called  bishops  amongst  us.'  *  Aye,'  said 
Jeffries,  '  this  is  your  Presbyterian  cant,  truly  called  to  be  bishops; 
that  is  of  himself,  and  such  rascals,  called  the  Bishops  of  Kidder- 
minster, and  other  such  places.  The  bishops  set  apart  by  such  fac- 
tious, snivelling  Presbyterians  as  himself ;  a  Kidderminster  bishop 
he  means,  when,  according  to  the  saying  of  a  late  learned  author, 
every  parish  shall  maintain  a  tithe-pig  metropolitan.'  Baxter  offer- 
ing to  speak  again,  Jeffries  exploded  in  the  following  apostrophe : 
*  Richard!  EichardI  dost*thou  think  here  to  poison  the  court? 
Eichard,  thou  art  an  old  fellow — an  old  knave ;  thou  hast  written 
books  enough  to  load  a  cart,  every  one  as  full  of  sedition,  I  might 
say  treason,  as  an  egg  is  full  of  meat.  Hadst  thou  been  whipped 
out  of  thy  writing  trade  forty  years  ago,  it  had  been  happy.  I 
know  thou  hast  a  mighty  party,  and  I  see  a  great  many  of  the 
brotherhood  in  corners,  waiting  to  see  what  wiU  become  of  their 
mighty  Don,  and  a  doctor  of  your  party  at  your  elbow ;  but  I  will 
crush  you  all.  Come,  what  do  you  say  for  yourself,  you  old  knave 
—  come,  speak  up,  what  doth  he  say  ?  I  am  not  afraid  of  him,  or 
of  all  the  snivelling  calves  you  have  got  about  you,'  —  alluding  to 
some  persons  who  were  in  tears  at  this  scene.  *  Your  Lordship 
need  not,'  said  Baxter,  *  for  I'll  not  hurt  you.  But  these  things 
will  surely  be  understood  one  day ;  what  fools  one  sort  of  Protest- 
ants are  made,  to  prosecute  the  other.'  Then  lifting  up  his  eyes 
to  Heaven,  he  said,  *  I  am  not  concerned  to  answer  such  stuff,  but 
am  ready  to  produce  my  writings,  in  confutation  of  all  this ;  and 
my  life  and  conversation  are  known  to  many  in  this  nation.' 

The  jury  returned  a  verdict  of  guilty,  and,  but  for  the  resistance 
of  the  other  judges,  Jeffries  would  have  added  whipping  through 
the  city,  to  the  sentence  of  imprisonment.  It  was  to  continue 
imtil  the  prisoner  should  have  paid  five  hundred  marks.  Baxter 
was  at  that  time  in  his  seventieth  year.  A  childless  widower, 
groaning  under  agonies  of  bodily  pain,  and  reduced  by  former  per- 
secutions to  sell  all  that  he  possessed,  he  entered  the  King's  Bench 
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;  and  remained  tliere  for  c 


priBon  in  utter  poverty 

hopeless  of  any  other  abode  on  earth.  iJut  the  hope  of  a  maDsion 
of  eternal  peace  and  love  raised  him  beyond  the  reach  of  human 
tyranny.  He  posaeseed  his  soul  in  patience.  Wise  and  good  men 
resorted  to  his  prison,  and  brought  ba^k  from  Lim  greetings  to  his 
distant  friends,  and  maxims  of  piety  and  prudence.  Happy  in  the 
review  of  a  well-spent  life,  and  still  happier  in  the  prospect  of  its 
early  close,  his  spirit  enjoyed  a  calm  for  which  his  enemies  might 
have  joyfully  reajgned  their  mitres  and  thuir  thrones.  Hia  pen,  the 
faithful  companion  of  his  troubles,  as  of  his  joys,  stil!  plied  the 
Herculean  tasks  which  habit  had  rendered  not  merely  easy,  but 
delightfid  to  him ;  and  what  mattered  the  gloomy  walla  or  the 
obscene  riot  of  a  gaol,  while  he  was  free  to  wander  from  early 
dawn  to  nightfall  over  the  sublime  heights  of  devotion,  or  through 
the  interminable,  but,  to  him,  not  pathless,  wilderness  of  psycho- 
logy? There  pain  and  mortal  sickness  were  unheetled,  and  even 
his  long-lost  wife  forgotten,  or  remembered  only  that  he  might 
rejoice  in  the  nearer  approach  of  their  indissoluble  re-imion.  The 
altered  policy  of  the  Court,  restored  him  for  awhile  to  the  quea- 
tionable  advantage  of  bodily  freedom.  'At  this  time,'  says  the 
younger  Calamy,  '  he  talked  about  another  world  like  one  that  had 
been  there,  and  was  come  as  an  express  from  thence  to  make  a 
report  concerning  it.'  But  age,  sickness,  and  persecution  had 
done  their  work.  His  material  frame  gave  way  to  the  pressure  of 
disease,  though,  in  the  language  of  one  of  his  last  associates, '  Ms 
soul  abode  rational,  strong  in  faith  and  hope.'  That  his  dying 
hours  were  agitated  by  the  doubts  which  had  clouded  hia  earlier 
days,  has  been  often,  but  erroneously,  asserted.  With  manly  truth, 
he  rejected,  as  affectation,  the  wish  for  death,  to  which  some  pretend. 
He  assumed  no  stoical  indifference  to  pain,  and  indulged  in  no 
unhallowed  familiarity  on  those  awful  subjects  which  occupy  the 
thoughts  of  him  whose  eye  is  closing  on  sulfluuary  things,  and  ia 
directed  to  an  instant  eternity.  In  profound  lowliness,  with 
settled  reliance  on  the  Divine  mercy,  repeating  at  frequent  inter- 
vals the  prayer  of  the  Redeemer  on  whom  his  hopes  reposed,  and 
breathing  out  benedictions  on  those  who  encircled  his  dying  bed, 
he  passed  away  from  a  life  of  almost  imequalled  toil  and  Buffering, 
to  a  new  condition  of  existence,  where  he  doubtud  not  to  enjoy 
that  perfect  conformity  of  the  human  to  the  Divine  will,  to  which, 
during  his  long  and  painful  pilgrimage,  it  had  been  his  ceaseless 
labour  to  attain. 


1 

{ 


The  record  of  the  solitary,  rather  than  of  the  social,  hours  of  a 
man  of  letters,  muat  form  the  staple  of  hia  biography ;  yet  he  muE 
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be  a  strenuous  reader^  who  should  be  able,  from  his  own  know- 
ledge, to  prepare  such  a  record  of  the  fruits  of  Sichard  Baxter's 
solitude.  After  a  familiarity  of  many  years  with  his  writings,  we 
must  avow,  that  of  the  one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  volumes  com- 
prised in  the  catalogue  of  his  printed  works,  there  are  many  which 
we  have  never  opened,  and  many  with  which  v^e  can  boast  but 
a  very  slight  acquaintance.  These,  however,  are  such  as  (to  borrow 
a  phrase  from  Mr.  Hallam)  have  ceased  to  belong  to  men,  and 
have  become  the  property  of  moths.  From  the  recesses  of  the 
library  in  Eed  Cross  Street  they  lower,  in  the  sullen  majority  of 
the  folio  age,  over  the  pigmies  of  this  duodecimo  generation  —  the 
expressive,  though  neglected  monuments  of  occurrences,  which  can 
never  lose  their  place,  or  their  interest,  in  the  history  of  theological 
literature. 

The  English  Beformation  produced  no  Luther,  Calvin,  Zuingle, 
or  Knox — no  man  who  imparted  to  the  national  mind  the  impress 
of  his  own  character,  or  the  heritage  of  his  religious  creed.  Our 
Beformers,  Cranmer  scarcely  excepted,  were  statesmen  rather  than 
divines.  Neither  he,  nor  those  more  properly  called  the  martyrs  of 
the  Church  of  England,  ever  attempted  the  stirring  appeals  to  man- 
kind at  large,  which  awakened  the  echoes  of  the  presses  and  the  pul- 
pits of  Germany,  Switzerland,  and  France.  From  the  papal  to  the 
royal  supremacy — from  the  legantine  to  the  archiepiscopal  power 
—  from  the  Roman  missal  to  the  Anglican  liturgy,  the  transition 
was  easy,  and,  in  many  respects,  not  very  perceptible.  An  ambi- 
dexter controversialist,  the  English  Church  warred  at  once  with 
the  errors  of  Bome  and  of  Geneva ;  until,  relenting  towards  her 
first  antagonist,  she  turned  the  whole  power  of  her  arms  against 
her  domestic  and  more  dreaded  enemy.  To  the  resources  of  piety, 
genius,  and  learning,  she  added  less  legitimate  weapons ;  and  the 
Puritans  underwent  confiscation,  imprisonment,  exile,  compulsory 
silence,  —  everything,  in  short,  except  conviction.  When  the  civil 
wars  set  loose  their  tongues  and  gave  freedom  to  their  pens,  the 
Nonconformists  found  themselves  without  any  established  standard 
of  religious  belief;  every  question  debatable ;  and  every  teacher 
conscience-bound  to  take  his  share  in  the  debate.  Presbyterians, 
Independents,  Anabaptists,  Seekers,  Familists,  Behmenists,  and 
Quakers,  were  agreed  only  in  cementing  a  firm  alliance  against 
their  common  enemies,  the  Prelatists  and  Papists.  Those  foes 
subdued,  they  turned  against  each  other,  some  contending  for 
supremacy,  and  some  for  toleration,  but  all  for  what  they  severally 
regarded,  or  professed  to  regard,  as  truth.  Nor  were  theirs  the 
polemics  of  the   schools  or   the   cloister.     The  war  of  religious 
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opinion  was  accompanied  liy  the  roar  of  CioniwcU'a  aitilleiy,  liy  J 
the  fall  of  ancient  dynasties,  and  by  the  growth  of  a  miljtjuy,  T 
though  a  forbearing  despotism. 

It  was  an  age  of  deep  earnestness.  Frivolous  and  luxnnous  men 
had  for  a  while  retreated  to  make  way  for  impafifiioned  and  high- 
wrought  spirits ;  for  the  interpreters  at  once  of  the  ancient  revela- 
tions, and  of  the  present  judgments,  of  heaven ;  for  the  monitors 
of  an  ungodly  world ;  and  for  the  comforters  of  those  who  bent  , 
beneath  the  weight  of  national  and  domestic  calamities.  Such  m 
■were  that  memorable  race  of  authors  to  whom  is  given  collectively  I 
the  name  of  tlie  Puritan  divines ;  and  such,  above  all  the  rest,  wafl  J 
llichnrd  Baxter.  Intellectual  efforts  of  such  severity  as  bis,  re»  1 
lieved  by  not  bo  much  as  one  passing  smile — public  services  of  such  I 
extent,  interrupted  by  no  one  recorded  relaxation — thoughts  sal 
sleeplessly  intent  on  those  awful  subjects,  in  the  presence  of  which  I 
all  earthly  interests  are  annihilated — might  seem  a  weight  too  vast  -I 
for  human  endurance;  as  assuredly  it  forms  an  example  which  {e\r  1 
would  have  the  power,  and  fewer  still  would  find  the  will,  to  imi-  1 
tate.  His  seventy-five  years,  unbroken  by  any  transient  glance  at  I 
this  world's  gaieties ;  his  one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  volumes,  I 
where  the  fancy  never  once  disports  herself;  a  mortal  man  absorbed  I 
in  the  solemn  reabties,  and  absolutely  independent  of  all  the  illu-  1 
sions,  of  life,  appears  like  a  iiction,  and  a  dull  one  too.  Yet  it  is  I 
an  exact,  and  not  an  uninviting,  truth.  I 

Never  wns  the  alliance  of  soul  and  body  formed  on  terms  of  J 
greater  inequality  than  in  Baxter's  peraou.  It  was  like  the  compact  I 
in  the  fable,  where  all  the  spoils  and  honours  fall  to  tlie  giant's  I 
share,  while  the  poor  dwarf  puts  up  with  all  the  danger  and  the  I 
blows.  The  mournful  list  of  hia  chronic  diseases  renders  almost  J 
miraculous  the  mental  vigour  which  bore  him  through  exertiona  1 
resembling  those  of  a  disembodied  spirit.  But  bis  ailments  were  1 
such  as,  without  affecting  bis  mental  powers,  gave  repose  to  liia  J 
animal  appetites,  nnd  quenched  the  thirst  for  all  the  emolumenta  I 
and  honours  of  this  sublunary  state.  Death,  though  delaying  to  1 
strike,  stood  continually  before  him,  ever  quickening  bis  attention  I 
to  that,  awful  presence,  by  approaching  the  victim  under  some  new  1 
or  varied  aspect  of  disease.  Under  this  influence  be  wrote,  and  1 
spoke,  and  acted  —  a  dying  man,  convei-sant  with  the  living  in  all  I 
their  pursuits,  but  taking  no  shaj-e  in  their  transient  hopes  and  ] 
fugitive  emotions.  Kvery  returning  day  was  welcomed  and  im-  i 
proved,  as  though  it  were  to  be  his  last.  Each  sermon  which  he 
delivered  might  not  improbably  be  a  farewell  admonition  to  hiq  ■ 
audience.  The  sheets  which  lay  before  bim  were  rapidly  fiUetS 
with  the  first  suggestions  of  his  mind  in  the  first  words  whiclfl 
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oflfered ;  for  to-morrow's  sun  might  find  him  unable  to  complete 
the  momentous  taek.  All  the  graces  and  the  negligences  of  com- 
position were  alike  unheeded ;  for  how  labour  as  an  artist  when 
the  voice  of  human  applause  might  in  a  few  short  hours  become 
inaudible  J 

In  Baxter,  the  characteristics  of  his  age,  and  of  his  associates, 
were  thus  heightened  by  the  peculiarities  of  his  own  physical  and 
mental  constitution.  Their  earnestness  passed  in  him  into  a  pro- 
found solemnity ;  their  diligence  into  an  unrelaxing  intensity  of 
employment;  their  disinterestedness  into  a  fixed  disdain  of  the 
objects  for  which  other  men  contend.  Even  the  episode  of  his 
marriage  is  in  harmony  with  the  rest.  He  renounced  the  property 
with  which  it  would  have  encumbered  him,  and  stipulated  for  the 
absolute  command  of  his  precarious  and  inestimable  time.  Had 
this  singular  concentration  of  thought  and  purpose  befallen  a  man 
of  quick  sympathies,  it  would  have  overborne  his  spirits,  if  it  had 
not  impaired  his  reason.  But  Baxter  was  naturally  stern.  Had 
it  overtaken  a  man  of  excitable  imagination,  it  would  have  engen- 
dered a  troop  of  fantastic  and  extravagant  day-dreams.  But  to 
Baxter's  vision  all  the  objects  which  fascinate  ordinary  observers, 
presented  themselves  with  a  hard  outline,  colourless,  and  with  no 
surrounding  atmosphere.  Had  it  been  united  to  a  cold  and  selfish 
heart,  the  result  would  have  been  a  life  of  ascetic  fanaticism.  But 
Baxter  was  animated  by  an  enlarged,  though  a  calm  philanthropy. 
His  mind,  though  never  averted  from  the  remembrance  of  his  own 
and  of  others'  eternal  doom,  was  still  her  own  sovereign ;  diligently 
examining  the  foundations,  and  determining  the  limits  of  belief; 
methodising  her  opinions  with  painful  accuracy,  and  expanding 
them  into  all  their  theoretical  or  practical  results,  as  patiently  as 
ever  analyst  explored  the  depths  of  the  diflTerential  calculus.  Still 
every  thing  was  practical  and  to  the  purpose.  *  I  have  looked,'  he 
says,  *  over  Hutton,  Vives,  Erasmus,  Scaliger,  Salmasius,  Casaubon, 
and  many  other  critical  grammarians,  and  all  Gruter's  critical 
volumes.  I  have  read  almost  all  the  physics  and  metaphysics  I 
could  hear  of.  I  have  wasted  much  of  my  time  among  loads  of 
historians,  chronologers,  and  antiquaries.  I  despise  none  of  their 
learning  —  all  truth  is  useful.  Mathematics,  which  I  have  least 
of,  I  find  a  pretty  and  manlike  sport;  but  if  I  had  no  other  kind 
of  knowledge  than  these,  what  were  my  understanding  worth? 
What  a  dreaming  dotard  should  I  be  !  I  have  higher  thoughts  of 
the  schoolmen  than  Erasmus  and  our  other  grammarians  had.  I 
much  value  the  method  and  sobriety  of  Aquinas,  the  subtlety  of 
Scotus  and  Ockam,  the  plainness  of  Durandus,  the  solidity  of  Ari- 
minensis,  the  profundity  of  Bradwardine,  the  excellent  acuteness 
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of  many  of  their  followers;  of  Aureolus,  Capreolua,  BanQes,  Alva- 
rez, Ziimel,  &C. ;  of  Mayro,  Lyclietua,  Tronibeta,  Faber,  Meurisse, 
Sada,  &c. ;  of  Ruiz,  Pennattes,  Saurez,  Vaaques,  &c. ;  of  Hurtado, 
of  Albertinus,  of  Lud  a  Dola,  and  many  others.  But  how  loth 
ehoiild  I  be  to  take  such  sauce  for  my  food,  and  such  recreationa 
for  my  business  I  The  jingling  of  too  much  and  false  philosophy 
among  them  often  drowns  the  noise  of  Aaron's  bells.  I  feel  myself 
much  better  in  Herbert's  "  Temple." ' 

Within  the  precincts  of  that  temple,  and  to  the  melody  of  those 
bells,  he  accordingly  proceeded  to  erect  the  vaat  monument  of  his 
theological  works.  Their  basis  was  laid  in  a  series  of  'Aphorisms 
on  Justification'— an  attempt  to  fix  the  sense  of  the  sacred  volume 
on  those  topics  which  constitute  the  essential  peculiarities  of  the 
Christian  sjrstem.  The  assaults  with  which  the  Aphorisms  had 
been  encountered  were  repelled  by  his  'Apology,'  a  large  volume 
in  quarto.  The  '  Apology  '  was,  within  a  few  months,  reinforced 
by  another  quarto,  entitled  his  '  Confession  of  Faith.'  Between 
four  and  five  hundred  pages  of '  Disputations '  came  to  the  succour 
of  the  '  Confession.'  Then  appeared  four  treatises  on  the  '  Doctrine 
of  Perseverance,'  on  '  Saving  Faith,'  on  '  Justifying  Eighteousness,' 
and  on  '  Universal  Redemption,'  Next  in  order  is  a  foho  of  seven 
hundred  pages,  entitled  'Catholic  Theology,  plain,  pure,  peaceable,' 
unfolding  and  resolving  all  the  controversies  of  the  Schoolmen,  the 
Papists,  and  the  Protestants.  This  was  echpaed  by  a  still  more 
ponderous  foUo  in  Latin,  entitled  '  Methodus  TheologiaB  Chris- 
tianee,'  composed,  to  quote  his  own  words,  '  in  my  retirement  at 
Totteridge,  in  a  tronblesorae,  smoky,  suffocating  room,  in  the 
midst  of  daily  pains  of  sciatica,  and  many  worse.'  After  laying 
down  the  nature  of  Deity,  and  of  things  in  general,  he  discloses  all 
the  relations,  eternal  and  historical,  between  God  and  man,  with 
all  the  abstract  truths,  and  all  the  moral  obligations,  deducible 
from  them ;  — detecting  the  universal  presence  of  a  Trinity,  not  iu 
the  Divine  Being  only,  but  in  all  things  spiritual  and  material 
which  flow  from  the  great  fountain  of  life.  With  another  book, 
entitled  'An  End  of  Doctrinal  Controversies,' — a  title,  be  observes, 
'  not  intended  as  a  prognostic,  but  as  didactical  and  corrective,'  — 
terminated  his  efforts  to  close  up  the  mighty  questions  which 
touch  on  man's  highest  hopes  and  interests.  He  had  thrown  upon 
them  such  an  incredible  multitude  and  variety  of  cross  lights,  aa 
effectually  to  dazzle  any  intellectual  vision  less  aquiline  than  bis 

His  next  enterprise  was  to  win  mankind  to  religious  concord. 
A  progeny  of  twelve  books,  most  of  them  of  considerable  volume, 
attest  bis  zeal  in  this  arduo  s  cause.     Blessed,  we  are  told,  are  the 
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peacemakers ;  but  the  benediction  is  unaccompanied  with  the 
promise  of  tranquillity.  He  found,  indeed,  a  patron  in  '  His  High- 
ness, Bichard,  Lord  Protector,'  whose  rule  he  acknowledged  as 
lawful,  though  he  had  denied  the  authority  of  his  father.  Ad- 
dressing that  wise  and  amiable  man,  *  I  observe,'  he  says,  *  that 
the  nation  generally  rejoice  in  your  peaceable  entrance  upon  the 
government.  Many  are  persuaded  that  you  have  been  strangely 
kept  from  participating  in  any  of  our  late  bloody  contentions,  that 
God  might  make  you  the  healer  of  our  breaches,  and  employ  you 
in  that  temple  work  which  David  himself  might  not  be  honoured 
with,  though  it  was  in  his  mind,  because  he  shed  blood  abundantly, 
and  made  great  wars.' 

Stronger  minds,  and  less  gentle  hearts,  than  that  of  Richard 
repelled  with  natural  indignation  counsels  which  rebuked  all  the 
contending  parties.  Amongst  these  was  *  one  Malpas,  an  old 
scandalous  minister,'  *  and  Edward  Bagshawe,  a  young  man  who 
had  written  formerly  against  monarchy,  and  afterwards  against 
Bishop  M orley,  and  being  of  a  resolute  Roman  spirit,  was  sent  first 
to  the  Tower,  and  then  lay  in  a  horrid  dungeon ; '  and  who  wrote 
a  book  *  full  of  imtruths,  which  the  furious  temerarious  man  did 
utter  out  of  the  rashness  of  his  mind.'  In  his  dungeon,  poor 
Bagshawe  died,  and  Baxter  closes  the  debate  with  tenderness  and 
pathos.  *  MTiile  we  wrangle  here  in  the  dark,  we  are  dying,  and 
passing  to  the  world  that  will  decide  all  our  controversies,  and  the 
safest  passage  thither  is  by  peaceable  holiness.'  Dr.  Owen,  one  of 
the  foremost  in  the  first  rank  of  the  divines  of  his  age,  had  borne 
much ;  but  these  exhortations  to  concord  he  could  not  bear ;  and 
he  taught  his  monitor,  that  he  who  undertakes  to  reconcile  enemies 
must  be  prepared  for  the  loss  of  friends.  It  was  on  every  account 
a  desperate  endeavour.  Baxter  was  opposed  to  every  sect,  and 
belonged  to  none.  He  can  be  properly  described  only  as  a  Bax- 
terian  —  at  once  the  foimder  and  the  single  member  of  an  eclectic 
school,  within  the  portals  of  which  he  invited  all  men,  but  per- 
suaded none,  to  take  refuge  from  their  mutual  animosities. 

Had  Baxter  been  content  merely  to  establish  truth,  and  to  de- 
cline the  refutation  of  error,  many  might  have  listened  to  a  voice 
so  affectionate,  and  to  counsels  so  profoimd.  But  *  while  he 
spake  to  them  of  peace,  he  made  him  ready  for  battle.'  Ten 
volumes,  many  of  them  full-grown  quartos,  vindicated  his  secession 
from  the  Church  of  England.  Five  other  batteries,  equally  well 
served,  were  successively  opened  against  the'  Antinomians,  the 
Quakers,  the  Baptists,  the  Millenarians,  and  the  Grrotians.  The 
last,  of  whom  Dodwell  was  the  leader,  prefigured,  in  the  reign  of 
Charles,  the  divines  who  flourish  at  Oxford  in  the  reign  of  Victoria. 
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Long  it  were,  and  not  very  profitable,  to  record  the-  eveuts  of  tliese- 
theological  campaigns.  Ttiey  brought  into  the  field  Tillotaon, 
StillingSeet,  and  Dodwell.  The  men  of  learning  were  aided  by 
the  men  of  wit,  Womack,  the  Bishop  of  St,  David's,  had  incurred 
Baxter's  censure  for  his  '  abusive,  virulent  accusations '  of  the 
Synod  of  Dort,  in  a  book  which  the  Bishop  had  published  under 
the  name  of  '  Tilenus  Junior.'  To  this  attack  appeared  an  ajiswer, 
entitled  '  The  Examination  of  Tilenus  before  the  Triers,  in  order 
to  his  intended  settlement  in  the  office  of  a  public  preacher  in  the 
commonwealth  of  Utopia.'  Among  the  jurors  empannelled  for 
the  trial  of  Tilenus,  are  '  Messrs.  Absolute,'  '  Fatality,'  '  Preten- 
tion,' '  Narrow  Grace,  aliae  Stint  Grace,'  '  Take  o'  Trust,'  '  Know 
Little,'  and  'Dubious,' — the  last  the  established  sobriquet  for 
Richard  Baxter. 

But  neither  smile  nor  sigh  could  be  extorted  from  the  veteraji 
polemic ;  nor,  in  truth,  had  he  much  right  to  be  angry.  H  not 
with  equal  pleasantry,  he  had,  with  at  least  equal  freedom,  in- 
vented appellations  for  his  opponents; — designating  Dodwell,  or 
his  system,  as  '  Leviathan,  absolute  destructive  Prelacy,  the  son  of 
Abaddon,  ApoUyon,  and  not  of  Jesus  Christ.'  Statesmen  joined  ia 
the  aSray.  Morice,  Charles's  first  Secretary  of  State,  contributed 
a  treatise :  and  Lauderdale,  who,  with  all  his  faults,  was  an  ac- 
complished scholar,  and  amidst  all  his  inconsistencies  a  staiinoh 
Presbyterian,  accepted  the  dedication  of  one  of  Baxter's  contro- 
versial pieces,  and  presented  him  with  twenty  guineas,  The  un- 
varying kindness  to  the  persecuted  Nonconformist  of  one  who  was 
himself  a  relentless  persecutor,  is  less  strange  than  the  fact,  that 
the  future  courtier  of  Charles  read,  during  his  imprisonment  at 
Wiudsor,  the  whole  of  Baxter's  then  published  works,  and,  as  their 
grateful  author  records,  remembered  them  bett«r  than  himself. 
While  the  pens  of  the  wise,  the  witty,  and  the  great,  were  thua 
employed  against  the  universal  antagonist,  the  Quakers  assailed 
him  with  their  tongues.  Who  could  recognise,  in  the  gentle  and 
benevolent  people  who  now  bear  that  name,  a  trace  of  their 
ancestral  character,  of  which  Baxter  has  left  the  following  singular 
record? — 'The  Quakere  in  their  shops,  when  I  go  along  London 
Streets,  say,  "  Alaa !  poor  man,  thou  art  yet  in  darkness."  They 
Lave  oft  come  to  the  congregation,  when  I  had  liberty  to  preach 
Christ's  gospel,  and  cried  out  against  me  as  a  deceiver  of  the 
people.  They  have  followed  me  home,  crying  out  in  the  streets, 
"  the  day  of  the  Lord  is  coming,  and  thou  shalt  perish  as  a  de- 
ceiver." They  have  s*tood  in  the  market-place,  and  iiuder  my 
window,  year  after  year,  crying  to  the  people,  "  take  heed  of  your 
priests,  they  deceive  yoiu'  souls  ;■'   and  if  any  one  wore  a  laca 
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or  neat  clotliing,  ihey  cried  out  to  me,  **  these  are  the  fruits  of 
your  ministry." ' 

Against  the  divorce  of  divinity  and  politics,  Baxter  vehemently 
protested,  as  the  putting  asunder  of  things  which  a  sacred  ordinance 
had  joined  together.  He  therefore  published  a  large  volume,  en- 
titled *  The  Holy  Commonwealth ;  a  Plea  for  the  Cause  of  Mon- 
archy, but  as  under  Grod,  the  Universal  Monarch.'  Fai*  better  to 
have  roused  against  himself  all  the  quills  which  had  ever  bristled 
on  all  the  *  fretful  porcupines '  of  theological  strife.  For,  while 
vindicating  the  ancient  government  of  England,  he  hazarded  a 
distinct  avowal  of  opinions,  which,  with  their  patrons,  were  about 
to  be  proscribed  with  the  return  of  the  legitimate  Sovereign.  He 
taught  that  the  laws  of  England  are  above  the  King ;  *  that  Par- 
liament was  his  highest  court,  where  his  personal  will  and  word 
were  not  sufficient  authority.'  He  vindicated  the  war  against 
Charles,  and  explained  the  apostolical  principle  of  obedience  to  the 
higher  powers  as  extending  to  the  senate  as  well  as  to  the  emperor. 
The  royal  power  had  been  given  *  for  the  common  good,  and  no 
cause  could  warrant  the  king  to  make  the  commonwealth  the 
party  which  he  should  exercise  hostility  against.' 
^  All  this  was  published  at  the  moment  of  the  fall  of  Bichard 
Cromwell.  Amidst  the  multitude  of  answers  which  it  provoked 
may  be  especially  noticed  those  of  Harrington,  the  author  of  the 

*  Oceana,'   and   of  Edward   Pettit.     *The   former,'   says   Baxter, 

*  seemed  in  a  Bethlehem  rage,  for,  by  way  of  scorn,  he  printed  half 
a  sheet  of  foolish  jests,  in  such  words  as  idiots  or  dnmkards  use, 
railing  at  ministers  as  a  pack  of  fools  and  knaves,  and,  by  his 
gibberish  derision,  persuading  men  that  we  deserve  no  other 
answer  than  such  scorn  and  nonsense  as  beseemeth  fools.  With 
most  insolent  pride,  he  carried  it  as  neither  I  nor  any  minister 
understood  at  all  what  policy  was;  but  prated  against  we  knew 
not  what,  and  had  presumed  to  speak  against  other  men's  art, 
which  he  was  master  of,  and  his  knowledge,  to  such  idiots  as  we, 
incomprehensible.' 

Pettit  places  Baxter  in  hell,  where  Bradshawe  acts  as  President 
of  an  infernal  tribunal,  and  Hobbes  and  Neville  strive  in  vain  to 
obtain  from  his  adjudication  the  crown  for  pre-eminence  of  evil 
and  mischief  on  earth;   which  he  awards  to  the  Nonconformist* 

*  Let  him  come  in,'  exclaims  the  new  Ehadamanthus,  *  and  be 
crowned  with  wreaths  of  serpents  and  chaplets  of  adders.  Let  his 
triumphant  chariot  be  a  pulpit  drawn  on  the  wheels  of  cannon  by 
a  brace  of  wolves  in  sheep's  clothing.  Let  the  ancient  fathers  ot 
the  Church,  whom  out  of  ignorance  he  has  vilified ;  the  reverend 
and  learned  prelates,  whom  out  of  pride  and  malice  he  has  belied. 
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fibueed]  and  persecuted ;  the  moat  righteous  King,  whose  murder 
he  has  justified — let  them  u.11  be  bound  ia  chains  to  attend  Lis 
infernal  triumph  to  hia  "Saint's  Everlaating  Reat;"  then  make 
room,  scribes  and  pharisees,  hypocrites,  atheists,  and  politicians,' 
for  the  greatest  rebel  on  earth,  and  next  to  him  that  fell  from 
heaven.' 

Nor  was  this  all.  The  'Holy  Commonwealth '  was  amongst  the 
books  which  the  University  of  Oxford  sentenced  to  the  Samea 
■which,  in  a  former  generation,  had  been  less  innocently  kindled  at 
the  same  place,  against  the  persons  of  men  who  had  dared  to  pro- 
claim unwelcome  tniths.  Morley,  and  many  others,  branded  it  as 
treason ;  and  the  King  was  taught  to  regard  the  author  as  one  of 
the  moat  inveterate  enemies  of  the  royal  authority.  South  joined 
in  the  universal  clamour ;  and  Baxter,  in  his  autobiography,  re- 
cords, that  when  that  great  wit  and  author  bad  been  called  to 
preach  before  the  King,  and  a  vast  congregation  drawn  together  by 
his  high  celebrity,  he  was  compelled,  after  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  to 
desist  and  to  retire  from  the  pulpit,  exclaiming,  '  the  Lord  be  mer- 
ciful to  our  infirmities  I'  The  sermon,  which  should  have  been 
recited,  was  afterwards  published,  and  it  appeai'ed  that  the  paaaage 
at  which  South'a  presence  of  mind  had  failed  him,  was  an  invective 
^ainat  the '  Holy  Commonwealth  I' 

After  enduring  for  ten  years  the  storm  which  his  book  bad  pro- 
voked, Baster  took  the  very  singular  course  of  publishing  a  revo- 
cation, desiring  the  world  to  consider  it  as  non  scnptum  ; — main- 
taining, nevertheless,  the  general  principles  of  his  work,  and  '  pro- 
testing against  the  judgment  of  Posterity,  and  all  others  that  were 
not  of  the  same  time  and  place,  as  to  the  mental  censure  eitlier  of 
the  book  or  revocation,  as  being  ignorant  of  the  true  reason  of  theta 
both.'  We  of  this  age,  therefore,  who,  for  the  preaent,  constitute 
the  Posterity,  against  whose  rash  judgment  this  protest  was  entered, 
must  be  wary  ia  censuring  what,  it  must  be  confessed,  is  not  very' 
intelligible ;  except,  indeed,  as  it  is  not  difficult  M  perceive,  th^ 
he  had  motives  enough  for  retreating  from  an  unprofitable  strife^ 
even  though  the  retreat  could  not  be  very  skilfully  accomplished. 

Two  volumes  of  Ecclesiastical  History,  the  first  a  quarto  of  five 
hundred  p^es,  the  second  a  less  voluminous  vindication  of  ita 
predecessor,  attest  the  extent  of  Baxter's  labours  in  this  department 
of  theological  Uterature,  and  the  stupendous  compass  of  his 
reading.  The  authorities  he  enumerates,  and  from  a  diligent  study 
of  which  his  work  is  drawn,  would  form  a  considerable  library. 

Such  labours  as  those  we  have  mentioned,  might  seem  to  have, 
left  no  vacant  apace  in  a  life  otherwise  ao  actively  employed.  But 
these  books,  and  the  vast  mass  of  unpublished  manuscripts,  are 
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the  most  extensive,  as  they  are  incomparably  the  least  valuable,  of 
the  produce  of  his  solitary  hours. 

With  the  exception  of  Grotius,  Baxter  is  the  earliest  of  that  long 
series  of  eminent  writers  who  have  undertaken  to  establish  the 
truth  of  Christianity,  by  a  systematic  exhibition  of  the  evidence 
and  the  arguments  in  favour  of  the  divine  origin  of  our  faith.  All 
homage  to  their  cause,  for  we  devoutly  believe  it  to  be  the  cause  of 
truth  1  Be  it  acknowledged  that  their  labours  could  not  have 
been  declined,  without  yielding  a  temporary  and  dangerous 
triumph  to  sophistry  and  presumptuous  ignorance.  Admit  (as 
indeed  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  exaggerate)  their  boundless  an- 
periority  to  their  antagonists  in  learning,  in  good  faith,  in  sagacity, 
in  range  and  in  depth  of  thought,  and  in  whatever  else  was  re- 
quisite in  this  momentous  controversy ; — concede,  as  for  ourselves 
we  delight  to  confess,  that  they  have  advanced  their  proofs  to  the 
utmost  heights  of  probability  which  by  such  reasonings  it  is 
possible  to  scale ; — and  yet  with  all  these  concessions  may  not  in- 
consistently be  combined  some  distaste  for  these  inquiries,  and 
some  doubt  of  their  real  value. 

The  sacred  writers  have  none  of  the  timidity  of  their  modem 
apologists.  They  never  sue  for  an  assent  to  their  doctrines,  but 
authoritatively  command  the  acceptance  of  them.  They  denounce 
unbelief  as  guilt,  and  insist  on  faith  as  a  virtue  of  the  highest 
order.  In  their  Catholic  invitations,  the  intellectual  not  less  thaji 
the  social  distinctions  of  mankind  are  unheeded.  Every  student 
of  their  writings  is  aware  of  these  facts ;  but  the  solution  of  them 
is  less  commonly  observed.  It  is,  we  apprehend,  that  the  Apostolic 
authors  assume  the  existence  in  all  men  of  a  *  Spiritual  Discern- 
ment,' enabling  the  mind,  when  unclouded  by  appetite  or  passion, 
to  recognise  and  distinguish  the  Divine  voice,  whether  uttered  from 
within  by  the  intimations  of  conscience,  or  speaking  from  without 
in  the  language  of  inspii*ed  oracles.  They  presuppose  that  vigour 
of  reason  may  consist  with  feebleness  of  imderstanding ;  and  that 
the  power  o^  discriminating  between  religious  truth  and  error, 
does  not  chiefly  depend  on  the  culture  or  on  the  exercise  of  the 
mere  argumentative  faculty.  The  especial  patrimony  of  the  poor 
and  the  illiterate,  the  Gospel  has  been  the  stay  of  countless 
millions  who  never  framed  a  syllogism.  Of  the  great  multitudes 
whom  no  man  can  number,  who,  before  and  since  the  birth  of 
Grotius,  have  lived  in  the  peace,  and  died  in  the  consolations,  of 
our  faith,  how  incomparably  few  are  they  whose  convictions  have 
been  derived  from  the  study  of  works  like  his  I  Of  the  numbers 
who  have  addicted  themselves  to  such  studies,  how  small  is  the 
proportion  of  those  who  have  brought  to  the  task  either  learning. 


or  leisure,  or  imiuatry  anfficient  to  enable  thera  to  form  an  iude^fV 
pendent  judgment  on  the  questions  in  debate !  Called  to  thaJ 
exerciaeof  a  judicial  fnnctioa  for  which  he  is  but  ill  prepared — ad-l 
dressed  by  pleadings  on  an  issue  where  his  prepossessions  are  all  ■ 
but  unalterable,  —bidden  to  examine  evidences  which  he  has  mostl 
rarely  the  skill,  the  learning,  or  the  leisure  to  verify,— and  pressed  "1 
by  ai^umenta,  sometimes  overstrained,  and  sometimes  fallacious —  I 
be  who  lays  the  foundations  of  his  faith  in  such  '  evidences,'  will  j 
but  too  commonly  end  either  in  yielding  a  credulous,  and  there-  J 
fore  an  infirm,  assent,  or  by  reposing  in  a  Belf-sufficient,  and  fat  ■ 
more  hazaj-dous,  incredulity.  I 

For  these  reasons  we  attach  less  value  to  the  long  series  of'l 
Baxter's  works  in  support  of  the  foundations  of  the  Christian  faith,  ■ 
than  to  the  rest  of  his  books  which  have  floated  in  safety  down  the  9 
tide  of  time  to  the  present  day.  Yet  it  would  be  difficult  to  select  1 
from  the  same  class  of  writings  any  more  eminently  distinguished.! 
by  the  earnest  love  and  the  fearless  pursuit  of  truth ;  or  to  name  1 
an  inquirer  into  these  subjects,  who  posseased,  and  exercised  to  a  1 
greater  extent,  the  power  of  suspending  his  long  cherished  opinions,  I 
and  of  closely  interrogating  every  doubt  by  which  they  were  I 
obstructed.  I 

In  his  solicitude  to  sustain  the  conclusions  he  had  so  laboriously  I 
formed,  Baxter  unliappily  invoked  the  aid  of  arguments,  which,  I 
however  impressive  in  his  own  days,  are  answered  in  ours  by  a   ' 
smile,  if  not  by  a  sneer,     The  sneer,  however,  would  be  at  once 
unmerited  and  unwise.      When  Hale  was  adjudging  witches  to 
death,  and  More  preaching  against  their  guilt,  and  Boyle  investi- 
gating the  sources  of  their  power,  it  is  not  surprising  that  Baxter  J 
availed  himself  of  the  evidence  afforded  by  witchcraft  and  appa^V 
ritions  in  proof  of  the  existence  of  a  world  of  spirits ;  and  tbere<1 
fore  in  support  of   one  of  the  fundamental   tenets   of  revealed'! 
religion.     Marvellous,  however,  it  is,  in  running  over  his  his*)rical  I 
discoiu'se  on  that  subject,  to  find  him  giving  so  unliesitating  an  assent  I 
to  the  long  list  of  extravagances  and  nursery  talesivhich  be  hafM 
there  brought  together;  unsupported,  as  they  almost  all  are,  by  J 
any  proof  that  such  facta  occurred  at  all,  or  by  any  decorous  pre- 
text for  referring  them  to  pretematm'al  E^ency. 

Simon  Jones,  a  stout-hearted  and  able-bodied  soldier,  standing 
sentinel  at  Worcester,  was  driven  away  from  his  post  by  the  ap" 
pearance  of  something .  Uke  a  headless  bear.  A  drunkard  " 
warned  against  intemperance  by  the  lifting  up  of  his  shoes  by  a 
invisible  hand.  One  of  the  witches  condemned  by  Hale  threw  d 
girl  into  fits.  Mr.  Emlin,  a  bystander, '  suddenly  felt  a  force  pul" 
one  of  the  hooks  from  his  breeches,  and,  while  he  looked  witj 
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wonder  what  had  become  of  it,  the  tormented  girl  vomited  it  up 
out  of  her  mouth.'  At  the  house  of  Mr.  Beecham,  there  was  a 
tobacco  pipe  which  had  the  habit  of  *  moving  itself  from  a 
shelf  at  one  end  of  the  room  to  a  shelf  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room.'  When  Mr.  Munn,  the  minister,  went  to  witness  the  pro- 
digy, the  tobacco  pipe  remained  stationary;  but  a  great  Bible  made 
a  spontaneous  leap  into  his  lap,  and  opened  itself  at  a  passage,  on 
the  hearing  of  which  the  evil  spirit  who  had  possessed  the  pipe  was 
exorcised.  *  This  Mr.  Munn  himself  told  me,  when  in  the  sick- 
ness year,  1665,  I  lived  in  Stockerson  Hall.  I  have  no  reason  to 
suspect  the  veracity  of  a  sober  man,  a  constant  preacher,  and  a 
good  scholar.' 

Baxter  was  credulous  and  incredulous  for  precisely  the  same 
reason.  Possessing,  by  long  habit,  a  mastery  over  his  thoughts, 
such  as  few  other  men  ever  acquired,  a  single  effort  of  the  will  was 
,  sufficient  to  exclude  from  his  view  whatever  recollections  he  judged 
hostile  to  his  immediate  purpose.  Every  prejudice  was  at  once 
banished  when  any  debatable  point  was  to  be  scrutinised ;  and, 
with  equal  fecility,  every  reasonable  doubt  was  exiled  when  his 
only  object  was  to  enforce  or  to  illustrate  a  doctrine  of  the  truth 
of  which  he  was  assured.  The  perfect  submission  of  the  will  to 
the  reason  may  belong  to  some  higher  state  of  being  than  ours. 
On  mortal  man  that  gift  is  not  bestowed.  In  the  best  and  the 
wisest,  inclination  will  often  grasp  the  reins  by  which  she  ought 
to  be  guided,  and  misdirect  the  judgment  which  she  should  obey. 
Happy  they  who,  like  Baxter,  have  so  disciplined  the  affections,  as 
to  disarm  their  temporary  usurpation  of  all  its  more  dangerous 
tendencies ! 

Controversies  are  ephemeral.  Ethics,  metaphysics,  and  political 
philosophy  are  doomed  to  an  early  death,  unless  when  bom  of 
genius  and  nurture<l  by  intense  and  self-denying  industry.  Even 
the  theologians  of  one  age  must,  alas!  too  often  disappear  to 
make  way  for  those  of  later  times.  But  if  there  is  an  exception  to 
the  general  decree  which  consigns  man  and  his  intellectual  off- 
spring to  the  same  dull  forgetfulness,  it  is  in  favour  of  such 
writings  as  those  which  fill  the  four  folio  volumes  bearing  the  title 
of  *  Baxter's  Practical  Works.'  Their  appearance  in  twenty-three 
smart  octavos  is  nothing  short  of  a  profanation.  Hew  down  the 
Pyramids  into  a  range  of  streets !  divide  Niagara  into  a  succession 
of  water  privileges  1  but  let  not  the  spirits  of  the  mighty  dead  be 
thus  evoked  from  their  majestic  shrines  to  animate  the  dwarfish 
structures  of  our  bookselling  generation. 

Deposit  one  of  those  grey  folios  on  a  resting-place  equal  to  that 
venerable  burden,  then  call  up  the  patient  and  serious  thoughts 
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which  its  very  aspect  Bhould  inspire,  and  confess  that,  amoDg  the 
wiitingB  of  uninspired  men,  there  are  none  better  fitted  to  awaken, 
to  invigorate,  to  enlarge,  or  to  console  the  mind,  which  can  raise 
itself  to  such  celestial  colloquy.  True,  they  ahound  in  iindia- 
tinguishable  distinctious ;  the  current  of  emotion,  when  flowing 
moat  freely,  ia  but  too  often  obstructed  by  metaphysical  rocka  and 
shallowa,  or  diverted  from  its  course  into  some  dialectic  winding ; 
one  while  the  argument  is  obscured  by  fervent  expostulation ;  at 
another  the  passion  is  dried  up  by  the  analysis  of  the  ten  thousand 
springs  of  which  it  ia  compounded  ;  here  is  a  maze  of  subtleties  to 
be  unravelled,  and  there  a  crowd  of  the  obscurely  learned  to  be 
refuted ;  the  unbroken  soieniuity  may  now  and  then  shed  some 
gloom  on  the  traveller's  path,  and  the  length  of  the  way  may 
occasionally  entice  him  to  slumber.  But  where  else  can  he  found 
an  exhibition,  at  once  so  vivid  and  so  chaste,  of  the  diseases  of  the 
human  heart — a  detection  so  fearfully  exact.,  of  the  sophistries  of 
which  we  are  first  the  voluntary,  and  then  the  unconscious  victims 
— a  light  thrown  with  such  intensity  on  the  madness  and  the  woe 
of  every  departure  from  the  rules  of  virtue — a  development  of 
those  rules  at  once  bo  comprehensive  and  so  elevated  —  counsels 
more  shrewd  or  more  persuasive  —  or  a  proclamation  more  conso- 
latory of  the  resources  provided  by  Christianity  for  escaping  the 
dangers  by  which  we  are  surrounded,  of  the  eternal  rewards  she 
promises,  or  of  the  temporal  blessings  she  imparts,  as  an  earnest 
and  a  foretaste  of  them  ? 

'  LargioT  hk  campia  cctker.^  Charles,  and  Laud,  and  Cromwell 
are  forgotten.  We  have  no  more  to  do  with  anti-piedobaptism  or 
prelacy.  L'Ewtrange  and  Slorley  disturb  not  this  higher  region; 
but  mau,  and  his  noblest  pursuits  —  Deity,  in  the  highest  con- 
ceptions of  hia  attributes  which  can  be  extracted  from  the  poor 
materials  of  human  thought  —  the  world  we  inhabit,  divested  of 
the  illusions  which  ensnare  us  —  the  world  to  which  we  look 
forward,  bright  with  the  choicest  colours  of  hope  —  the  gloriona 
witnesses,  and  the  Divine  Example  and  the  Divine  Supporter  of 
our  conflict — throng,  and  animate,  and  inform  every  crowded  page. 
In  this  bonndlesa  repository,  the  intimations  of  inspired  wisdom 
are  pursued  into  all  their  bearings  on  the  various  conditions  and 
exigencies  of  life,  with  a  fertility  which  would  inimdate  and  over- 
power the  most  retentive  mind,  had  it  not  been  balanced  by  a 
method  and  a  discrimination  even  painfully  elaborate.  Through 
the  vast  accumulation  of  topics,  admonitions,  and  inquiries,  the 
love  of  truth  is  universally  conspicuous.  To  every  precept  is  ap- 
pended the  limitations  it  seems  to  demand.  No  difficulty  ta 
evaded.     Dogmatism  is  never  permitted  to  usurp  the  province  of  i 
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argument.  Each  equivocal  term  is  curiously  defined,  and  each 
plausible  doubt  narrowly  examined.  Not  content  to  explain  the 
results  he  has  reached,  he  exhibits  the  process  by  which  they  were 
excogitated,  and  lays  open  all  the  secrete  of  his  mental  laboratory. 
And  a  wondrous  spectacle  it  is.  Calling  to  his  aid  an  extent  of 
theological  and  Bcholaatic  lore  sufficient  to  equip  a  whole  college  of 
divines,  and  moving  beneath  the  load  with  unencumbered  freedom, 
he  expatiates  and  rejoices  in  all  the  intricacies  of  hia  way — now 
plunging  into  the  deepest  thickets  of  casuistic  and  psychological 
speculation — and  then  emerging  from  them  to  resume  his  chosen 
t«sk  of  probing  the  conscience,  by  remonstrances  from  which  there 

no  escape  —  or  of  quickening  the  sluggish  feelings,  by  strains  of 
otion  in  which  it  is  impossible  not  to  join. 

That  expostulations  and  arguments  of  which  almost  all  admit 
the  justice,  and  the  truth  of  which  none  can  disprove,  should  fall 
so  ineffectually  on  the  ear,  and  should  so  seldom  reach  the  heart, 
is  a  phenomenon  worthy  of  more  than  a  passing  notice,  and  merit- 
ing an  inquiry  of  greater  exactness  than  it  usually  receives  even 
from  those  who  profess  the  art  of  healing  our  spiritual  maladies. 
To  resolve  it  '  into  the  corruption  of  human  nature,'  is  but  to 
change  the  formula  in  which  the  difficulty  is  proposed.  To  affirm 
ttiat  a  corrupt  nature  always  gives  an  undue  preponderance  to  the 
JBesent  above  the  fijture,  is  untrue  in  fact ;  for  some  of  oiu-  worst 
passions  —  avarice,  for  example,  revenge,  ambition,  and  the  like — 
chiefly  manifest  their  power  in  the  utter  disregard  of  immediate 
privations  and  sufferings,  with  a  view  to  a  supposed  remote  ad- 
vant^e.  To  represent  the  world  as  generally  incredulous  as  to 
the  reality  of  a  retributive  state,  is  to  contradict  imiversal  experi- 
ence, which  shows  how  firmly  that  persuasion  is  incorporated  with 
the  language,  habits,  and  thoughts  of  mankind ; — manifesting  itself 
most  distinctly  in  those  great  exigencies  of  life,  when  disguise  is 
the  least  practicable.  To  refer  to  an  external  spiritual  agency, 
determining  the  will  to  a  wise  or  a  foolish  choice,  is  only  to  repro- 
duce the  original  question  in  another  form^what  is  that  structure 
or  mechanism  of  the  human  mind  by  means  of  which  such  influ- 
ences operate  to  control  or  to  guide  our  voUtions  ? 

The  best  we  can  throw  out  as  an  answer  to  the  problem  is,  that 
the  constitution  of  our  frames,  partly  sensitive  and  partly  rational, 
and,  corresponding  with  this,  the  condition  of  our  sublunary  ex- 
istence, pressed  by  animal  as  well  as  by  spiritual  wants,  condemns 
us  to  a  constant  oscillation  between  the  sensual  and  the  divine,_ 
between  the  propensities  which  we  share  with  the  brute  creation, 
and  the  aspirations  which  connect  us  with  the  Author  of  our  being. 
The  rational  soul  contemplates  means  only  in  reference  to  their 


enila ;  whilst  the  sensuous  nature  reposes  in  meaaa  alone,  and  looks 
no  further.  I  raagi  nation,  alternately  the  ally  of,  each,  nioet 
readily  lends  her  powerful  aid  to  the  ignobter  party.  Her  golden 
hues  are  more  easily  employed  to  eitalt  and  retine  the  grossness 
of  appetite,  than  to  impart  brilliancy  and  allurement  to  ohjecta 
brought  within  the  sphere  of  human  vision  by  the  exercise  of  faith 
and  hope.  Her  draperies  are  adjusted  with  greater  facility  to 
clothe  the  uakednesa  aud  to  conceal  the  shame  of  those  things 
with  which  she  is  most  conversant,  than  to  embellish  the  forma 
and  a^ld  grace  to  the  proportions  of  things  obscurely  disclosed  at 
few  and  transient  intervals. 

It  is  with  this  formidable  alliance  of  Sense  and  Imagination 
that  Religion  has  to  contend.  Her  aim  is  to  win  over  to  her  side 
that  all-powerful  mental  faculty  which  usually  takes  part  with  her 
antf^onist,  and  thus  to  shed  over  each  of  our  steps  the  colours 
borrowed  from  its  idtimate,  as  contrasted  with  ita  immediate,  ten- 
dency ;  to  teach  us  to  regard  the  pleasures  and  the  pains  of  our 
mortal  state  in  the  light  in  which  we  shall  view  them  in  our  im- 
mortal existence ;  to  make  things  hateful  or  lovely  now,  according 
as  they  impede  or  promote  our  welfare  hereafter.  He  is  a  reli- 
gious, or,  in  the  a^ropriate  language  of  theology,  a  '  regenerate  ' 
man,  who,  trained  to  this  discipline,  habitually  transfers  to  the 
means  he  employs  the  aversion  or  the  attachment  due  to  the  end 
he  contemplates;  who  discerns  and  loathes  the  poison  in  the  other- 
wise tempting  cup  of  unhallowed  indulgence,  and  perceives  and 
loves  the  medicinal  balm  in  the  otherwise  bitter  draught  of  hardy 
self-deniaL  Good  Richard  Baxter  erected  his  four  folio  volumes 
as  a  dam  with  which  to  stay  this  confluent  flood  of  sense  and  im- 
t^ination,  and  to  turn  aside  the  waters  into  a  more  peaceful  and 
salutary  channel.  \\'hen  the  force  of  the  torrent  is  correctly  esti- 
mated, it  is  more  reasonable  to  wonder  that  he  aud  bis  fellow- 
labourers  have  succeeded  so  well,  than  that  their  success  has  been 
no  greater. 

On  his  style  as  an  author,  Baxter  himself  is  the  best  critic 
'  The  commonness  and  the  greatness  of  men's  necessity,*  he  says, 
*  commanded  rae  to  do  anything  that  I  could  for  their  relief,  and 
to  bring  forth  some  water  to  cast'  upon  this  fire,  though  I  had  not 
at  hand  a  silver  vessel  to  carry  it  in,  nor  thought  it  the  most  fit. 
The  plainest  words  are  the  most  profitable  oratory  in  the  weightiest 
matters.  Fineness  for  ornament,  and  delicacy  for  delight;  b\it 
they  answer  not  necessity,  though  sometimes  they  may  modestly 
attend  that  which  answers  it.'  He  wrote  to  give  utteiance  to  a 
full  mind  and  a  teeming  spirit.  Probably  he  never  consumed! 
forty  minutes  in  as  many  years  in  the  mere  selection  and  adjust' 
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potent  of  words.  So  to  tiave  employed  hia  time,  would  in  his  jiidc- 
'inent  have  been  a  sinful  waste  of  that  precioiia  gift,  *I  thought 
to  have  acquainted  the  world  with  nothing  but  what  was*  the  work 
of  ftrae  and  diligence,  but  my  conscience  soon  told  me  that  there 
was  too  much  of  pride  and  selfishness  in  this,  and  that  humility 
and  self-denial  required  me  to  lay  by  the  affectation  of  that  style, 
and  spare  that  industry,  which  tended  but  to  advance  my  name 
with  men,  when  it  hindered  the  main  work  and  crossed  my  end.' 
Such  is  his  own  account ;  and,  had  he  coD8ult«d  Quinctilian,  he 
could  have  found  no  better  precept  for  writing  well  than  that 
■which  hia  conscience  gave  him  for  writing  usefully.  The  first  of 
all  the  requisites  for  excelling  in  the  art  of  composition  is,  aA  one 
of  the  greatest  masters  of  that  art  in  modem  times  (Sir  Walter 
Scott)  informs  us,  '  t*i  have  something  to  say.'  When  there  are 
thoughts  that  burn,  there  never  will  be  wanting  words  that  breathe. 
Baxter's  language  is  plain  and  perspicuous  when  his  object  is 
merely  to  inform ;  copious  and  flowing  when  he  exhorts ;  and 
when  he  yields  to  the  current  of  his  feelings,  it  becomes  redun- 
<dant  and  impassioned,  and  occasionally  picturesque  and  graphic. 
There  are  innumerable  passages  of  the  most  touching  pathoa  and 
unconscious  eloquence,  but  not  a  single  sentence  written  for  effect, 
His  chief  merit  as  an  artist  is,  that  he  ia  perfectly  artless ;  and 
that  he  employs  a  style  of  great  compass  and  flexibility,  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  demonstrate  that  he  never  thought  about  it,  and  as 
to  prevent  the  reader,  so  long  at  least  as  he  ia  reading,  from  think- 
ing about  it  either. 

The  canona  of  criticism,  which  the  great  Nonconformist  drew 
from  hi.i  conscience,  are,  however,  sadly  inapplicable  to  verae. 
Mr,  James  Montgomery  has  given  his  high  suSrage  in  favour  of 
Baxter's  poetical  powers,  and  justifies  hia  pi-aise  by  a  few  passages 
selected  from  the  rest  with  equal  tenderness  and  discretion.  It  is 
impossible  to  subscribe  to  this  heresy  even  in  deference  to  such  an 
authority ;  or  to  resist  the  suspicion  that  the  piety  of  the  critic  ha» 
played  false  with  his  judgment.  Nothing  short  of  an  actual  and 
plenary  inapiration  will  enable  any  man  who  composes  as  rapidly 
as  he  writea,  to  give  meet  utterance  to  those  ultimate  secretions  of 
the  deepest  thoughts  and  the  purest  feelings  in  which  the  essence 
of  poetry  consists.  Moat  of  Baxter's  verses,  which  however  are  not 
very  numerous,  would  be  decidedly  improved  by  being  shorn  of 
ptheir  rhyme  and  rhythm,  in  which  state  they  would  look  like  very 

ivout  and  judicious  prose ;  as  they  really  are. 

Every  man  must  and  will  have  some  relief  from  hia  more  severe 
lita.  His  faithful  pen  attended  Baxter  in  his  pastime  as  in  bis 
lies;  and  produced  an  autobiography,  which  appeared  after  his 
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death  in  a  li^e  folio  volume.  Calamy  desired  to  throw  these 
posthumous  sheets  into  the  editorial  crucible,  uid  to  reproduce 
them  in  Ihe  form  of  a  corrected  and  well-arranged  abridgment. 
Mr.  Orme  lamenta  the  obgtinacy  of  the  author's  litenuy  executor, 
which  forbade  the  execution  of  this  desiga.  Few  who  know  the 
book  will  agree  with  him.  A  strange  chaos  indeed  it  is.  But 
Grrainger  has  well  said  of  the  writer,  that '  men  of  his  size  are  not 
to  be  drawn  in  miniature.'  Large  as  life,  and  finished  to  the  most 
minute  detail,  his  own  portrait,  from  his  owd  hand,  exhibits  to  the 
curious  in  such  things  a  delineation,  of  which  they  would  not 
willingly  spare  a  single  stroke,  and  which  would  have  lost  all  its 
force  aud  freedom  if  reduced  and  varnished  by  any  other  limner, 
however  practised,  or  however  felicitous. 

There  he  stands,  an  intellectual  giant  as  he  was,  playing  with  hia 
qoill  as  Hercules  with  the  distaff,  hia  very  sport  a  labour  under 
which  any  one  but  himself  would  have  staggered.  Towards  the 
close  of  the  first  hook  occurs  a  passage,  which,  though  otXeo  re- 
published, and  familiar  to  most  students  of  English  literature, 
must  yet  be  noticed  as  the  moat  impressive  record  in  our  own  lan- 
gut^e,  if  not  in  any  tongue,  of  the  gradual  ripening  of  a  powerful 
mind  under  the  culture  of  incessant  study,  wide  experience,  and 
anxious  self-observation.  Mental  anatomy,  conducted  by  a  hand 
at  once  ho  delicate  and  so  firm,  and  comparisons,  so  exquisitely 
just,  between  the  impressions  and  impulses  of  youth  and  the  tran- 
quil conclusions  of  old  age,  bring  his  career  of  strife  and  trouble 
to  a  close  of  unexpected  and  welcome  serenity.  In  the  full 
maturity  of  such  knowledge  as  is  to  be  acquired  on  earth  of  the 
mysteries  of  oiu-  mortal  and  of  our  immortal  existence,  the  old  man 
returns  at  last  for  repose  to  the  elementary  truths,  the  simple 
lessons,  and  the  confiding  affections  of  his  childhood ;  and  writes 
an  unintended  commentary,  of  unrivalled  force  and  beauty,  on  the 
inspired  declaration,  that  to  '  become  as  little  children '  is  the  in- 
dispensable, though  arduous,  condition  of  attaining  to  true  heavenly 
wisdom. 

To  substitute  for  this  aelf-portiBiture  any  other  analysis  of 
Baxter's  intellectual  and  moral  character  would  indeed  be  a  vain 
attempt.  If  there  be  any  defect  or  error  of  which  he  was  un- 
conscious, and  which  he  therefore  has  not  avowed,  it  was  the  com- 
bination in  hia  mind  of  an  undue  reliance  on  his  own  powers  of  ^ 
investigating  truth,  with  an  imdue  distrust  in  the  result  of  his 
inquiries.  He  proposed  to  himself,  and  executed,  the  task  of  ex- 
ploring the  whole  circle  of  the  moral  sciences,  logic,  ethics,  divinity, 
politics,  and  metaphysics;  and  this  toil  he  accomplished  amidst 
public  employments  of  ceaseless  importunity,   and  bodily  pains 
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almost  unintermitted.  Intemperance  never  assumed  a  more  venial 
form ;  but  that  this  insatiate  thirst  for  knowledge  was  indulged  to 
a  faulty  excess,  no  reader  of  his  life,  or  of  his  works,  can  doubt. 

In  one  of  his  most  remarkable  treatises  ^  On  Falsely  Pretended 
Knowledge,'  the  dangerous  result  of  indulging  this  omnivorous 
appetite  is  peculiarly  remai'kable.  Probabilities,  the  only  objects 
of  such  studies,  will  at  length  become  evanescent,  or  scarcely  per- 
ceptible, when  he  who  holds  the  scales  refuses  to  adjust  the 
balance,  until  satisfied  that  he  has  laden  each  with  every  sug- 
gestion and  every  argument  which  can  be  derived  firom  every 
author  who  has  preceded  him  in  the  same  inquiries.  Yet  more 
hopeless  is  the  search  for  truths  when  this  adjustment,  after 
having  been  once  made,  is  again  to  be  verified  as  often  as  any  new 
speculations  are  discovered ;  and  when  the  very  faculty  of  human 
understanding,  and  the  laws  of  reasoning,  are  themselves  to  be 
questioned  and  examined  anew  as  frequently  as  any  doubt  can  be 
raised  of  their  adaptaticm  to  their  appointed  ends.  Busied  with 
this  immense  apparatus,  and  applying  it  to  this  boundless  field  of 
inquiry,  Baxter  would  have  been  bewildered  by  his  own  efforts, 
and  lost  in  the  mazes  of  an  universal  scepticism,  but  for  the  ardent 
piety  which  possessed  his  soul,  and  the  ever  recurring  expectation 
of  approaching  death,  which  dissipated  his  ontological  dreams,  and 
roused  him  to  the  active  duties,  and  the  instant  realities,  of  life. 
Even  as  it  is,  he  has  left  behind  him  much,  which,  in  direct  oppo- 
sition to  his  own  purposes,  might  cherish  the  belief  that  himian 
existence  was  some  strange  chimera,  and  himian  knowledge  an 
illusion,  did  it  not  fortunately  happen  that  he  is  tedious  in  pro- 
portion as  he  is  mystical.  Had  he  possessed  and  employed  the  wit 
and  gaiety  of  Bayle,  there  are  some  of  his  writings  to  which 
a  place  must  have  been  assigned  in  the  Inidex  ExpwrgatoHus  of 
Protestantism. 

Amongst  his  contemporaries,  Baxter  appears  to  have  been  the 
object  of  general  reverence,  and  of  as  general  unpopularity.  His 
temper  was  austere  and  irritable,  his  address  ungracious  and  un- 
couth. While  cordially  admitting  the  merits  of  each  rival  sect,  he 
concurred  with  none,  but  was  the  common  censor  and  opponent  of 
all.  His  own  opinions  on  church  government  coincided  with  the 
later  judgment,  or,  as  it  should  be  rather  said,  with  the  conces- 
sions, of  Archbishop  Usher.  They  adjusted  the  whole  of  that  in- 
terminable dispute  to  their  mutual  satisfaction  at  a  conference 
which  did  not  last  above  half  an  hour ;  for  each  of  them  was  too 
devoutly  intent  on  the  great  objects  of  Christianity  to  differ  with 
each  other  very  widely  as  to  mere  ritual  observances.  The  conten- 
tions by  which  our  forefathers  were  agitated  on  these  subjects, 
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have  DOW  happily  subsided  into  a  speculative  &ud  comparatively 
uninteresting  debate.  They  produced  their  best,  and  perhaps  their 
only  desirable  result,  in  diffusing  through  the  Church,  and  amongst 
the  people  of  England,  an  indestructible  conviction  of  the  folly  of 
attempting  to  coerce  the  human  mind  into  a  servitude  to  any 
Bystem  or  profession  of  belief;  or  of  endeavouring  to  produce 
amongst  men  any  real  uniformity  of  opinion  on  subjects  beyond 
the  cognisance  of  the  bodily  senses,  and  of  daily  observation. 
They  have  taught  us  all  to  acknowledge  in  practice,  though  some 
may  yet  deny  in  theory,  that  as  long  aa  men  are  permitted  to  avow 
the  truth,  the  inherit  diversities  of  their  understandings,  and  of 
their  circumstances,  must  impel  them  to  the  acknowledgment  of 
corresponding  variations  of  judgment,  on  all  questions  which  touch 
the  mysteries  of  the  present,  or  of  the  future,  life.  If  no  man 
laboured  more,  or  with  less  success,  to  induce  mankind  to  think 
alike  on  these  topics,  no  one  ever  exerted  himself  more  zealously, 
or  more  effectually,  than  did  Eichard  Baxter,  both  by  his  life  aud 
hia  writings,  to  divert  the  world  from  those  petty  disputes  which 
feJsely  assume  the  garb  of  religious  zeal,  to  those  eternal  and 
momentous  truths,  in  the  knowledge,  the  love,  and  the  practice  of 
which,  the  essence  of  religion  consists. 

One  word  respecting  the  edition  of  his  works,  to  which  we 
referred  in  the  outset.  For  the  reason  already  mentioned,  we 
have  stuck  to  our  long-revered  folios,  without  reading  so  much  as 
a  page  of  their  diminutive  representatives,  and  can  therefore  re- 
port nothing  about  them.  But  after  diligently  and  repeatedly 
reading  the  two  introductory  volumes  by  Mr.  Orme,  we  rejoice  in 
the  opportimity  of  bearing  testimony  to  the  merits  of  a  learned, 
modest,  and  laborious  writer,  who  is  now,  however,  beyond  the 
reach  of  human  praise  or  censure.  He  has  done  everything  for 
Baxter's  memory  which  could  be  accomplished  by  a  skilful  abridg- 
ment of  his  autobiography,  and  a  careful  analysis  of  the  theological 
library  of  which  he  was  the  author;  aided  by  an  acquaintance 
with  the  theological  literature  of  the  seventeenth  century,  such  aa 
no  man  but  himself  has  exhibited,  and  which  it  may  safely  be  con- 
jectured no  other  man  possesses.  Had  Mr.  Orme  been  a  member 
of  the  Established  Church,  and  had  he  chosen  a  tqjic  more  in 
harmony  with  the  studies  of  that  learned  body,  his  literary  abilities 
would  have  been  far  more  correctly  estimated,  and  more  widely 
celebrated.  They  who  dissent  from  her  communion,  and  who  are 
therefore  excluded  from  her  universities  and  her  literary  circles, 
are  not,  however,  to  expect  for  their  writings  the  same  toleration 
which  is  BO  firmly  secured  for  their  persons  and  theii-  ministry. 
But  let  them  not  be  dejected.     Let  them  take  for  their  examples 
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those  whom  they  have  selected  as  their  teachers;  and  learning 
from  Bichard  Baxter  to  live  and  to  write,  they  will  either  achieve 
his  celebrity,  or  will  be  content,  as  he  was,  to  labour  without  any 
other  recompense  than  the  tranquillity  of  his  own  conscience,  the 
love  of  the  people  among  whom  he  dwelt,  and  the  approbation  of 
the  Master  to  whom  every  hour  of  his  life,  and  every  page  of  his 
books,  were  alike  devoted. 
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If  the  enemies  of  Christianity  in  the  commencement  of  the  laet 
century  failed  to  accomplish  its  overthrow,  they  were  at  least  suc- 
cessful in  producing  what  at  present  appears  to  have  been  a  strange 
and  unreasonable  panic.  Middleton,  Bolingbroke,  and  Mandeville, 
have  now  lost  their  terrors ;  and  Chubb,  Toland,  Collins,  and  Wool- 
ston,  are  remembered,  like  the  heroes  of  the  Dunciad,  only  on 
account  of  the  brilliancy  of  the  Auto-da-fe  at  which  they  suffered. 
To  these  writers,  however,  belongs  the  credit  of  having  suggeated 
to  Clarke  his  inquiries  into  the  elementary  truth  on  which  all  reli- 
gion depends.  By  them  Warburton  waa  provoked  to  '  demonstrate' 
the  Divine  legation  of  Moses.  They  excited  Bishop  Newton  to 
show  the  fulfilment  of  Prophecy,  and  Lardner  to  accumulate  the 
proofs  of  the  Credibility  of  the  Gospels.  A  greater  than  any  of 
these,  Joseph  Butler,  was  induced,  by  the  same  adversaries,  to  in- 
vestigate the  analogy  of  natural  and  revealed  religion  ;  and  Berke- 
ley and  Sherlock,  with  a  long  catalogue  of  more  obscure  writers, 
crowded  to  the  defence  of  the  menaced  citadel  of  the  Faith.  But 
in  this  anxiety  to  strengthen  their  ramparts  the  garrison  not  only 
declined  to  attempt  new  conquests,  but  withdrew  from  much  of 
their  ancient  dominion.  In  this  its  apologetic  age,  English  The- 
ology was  distinguished  by  an  unwonted  timidity  and  coldness. 
There  was  an  end  of  the  alliance  which  it  had  maintained  from  the 
days  of  Jewell  to  those  of  Leighton,  with  philosophy  and  eloquence, 
with  wit,  and  poetry.  Taylor  and  Hall,  Donne  and  Hooker,  Bax- 
ter and  Howe,  had  spoken  as  men  having  authority,  and  with  an 
unclouded  faith  in  their  Divine  Mission.  In  that  confidence  they 
had  grappled  with  every  difficulty,  and  had  wielded  with  equal  ease 
and  vigour  all  the  resources  of  genius  and  of  learning.  Alternately 
searching  the  depths  of  the  heart,  and  playing  over  the  mere  sur- 
face of  the  mind,  they  relieved  the  subtleties  of  logic  by  a  quibble 
or  a  pun,  and  illuminated,  by  intense  flashes  of  wit,  the  metaphy- 
sical abysses  which  it  was  their  delight  to  tread.     Even  when 
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directing  the  spirituaJ  affections  to  their  highest  exercise,  they 
hazarded  any  qiiaint  conceit  which  crossed  their  path,  and  gave 
way  to  every  impulse  of  fancy  or  of  passion.  But  Divinity  was  no 
longer  to  retain  the  foremost  place  in  Englinh  literature.  The 
Tillotsons  and  Seekers  of  a  later  age  were  alike  distrustful  of  their 
readers  and  of  tliemselves.  Tame,  cautious,  and  correct,  they  roee 
above  the  Tatiers  and  Spectators  of  their  times,  because  on  such 
themes  as  theirs  it  waa  impossible  to  be  frivolous ;  but  they  can 
hardly  be  said  to  have  contributed  as  largely  as  Steele  and  Ad- 
dison to  guide  the  opinions,  or  to  form  the  character  of  their 
generation. 

This  depression  of  theology  was  aided  by  the  state  of  political 
parties  under  the  two  first  princes  of  the  House  of  Brunswick- 
Low  and  High  Church  were  but  other  names  for  Whigs  and  Tories ; 
and  while  Hoadley  and  Atterbury  wrangled  about  the  pnnciplea  of 
the  Revolution,  the  sacred  subjects  which  formed  the  pretext  of 
their  disputes  were  desecrated  in  the  feelings  of  the  multitude, 
who  witnessed  and  enjoyed  the  controversy.  Secure  from  further 
persecution,  and  deeply  attached  to  the  new  order  of  things,  the 
Dissenters  were  no  longer  roused  to  religious  zeal  by  invidioua 
secular  distinctions ;  and  Doddridge  and  Watts  lamented  the  de- 
cline of  their  comgregatioos  from  the  standard  of  their  ancient 

I  piety.     The  former  victims  of  bigotry  had  become  its  proselytes, 
uid  joiued   in  directing   anathemas   against  the   Pope   and   the 
retender,   with   still   greater   acrimony   than   against  the    Evil 
,  with   whom   good   Protestants   of  all   denominations   asso- 

'  dated  them. 

The  theology  of  any  age  at  once  ascertains  and  regulates  it« 
moral  stature ;  and,  at  the  period  of  which  we  speak,  the  austere 
virtues  of  the  Puritans,  and  the  more  meek  and  social,  though  not 

I  lees  devout,  spirit  of  the  Worthies  of  the  Church  of  England,  if 

[  still  to  be  detected  in  the  recesses  of  private  life,  were  discoun- 
tenanced by  the  general  habits  of  society.  The  departure  of  the 
more  piire  and  generous  influences  of  earlier  times  may  be  traced 
nowhere  more  clearly  than  in  those  works  of  fiction,  in  which  the 
prevailing  profligacy  of  manners  was  illustrated  by  Fielding,  Sterne, 
and  Smollett ;  and  proved,  though  with  more  honest  purposes,  by 
Richardson  and  Defoe. 

It  was  at  this  period  that  the  Ahna  Mater  of  Laud  and  Sache- 
verel  was  nourishing  in  her  bosom  a  little  band  of  pupils  destined 
to  accomplish  a  momentous  revolution  in  the  national  character. 
Wesley  had  already  attained  the  dawn  of  manhood,  when,  in  1714, 
his  future  rival  and  coadjutor,  George  Whitfield,  was  born  at  & 
tavern  in  Gloucester,  of  which  his  father  was  the  host.     The  death 
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of  the  elder  Whitfield  mthiu  two  years  fioni  that  time,  left  the 
child  to  the  care  of  Lis  mother,  who  took  upon  herself  the  manage-  i 
ment  of  the  '  Beil  Inn  ;'  though,  as  her  son  hae  gratefiilly  recorded,  1 
she  '  pnidently  kept  him,  in  hia  tender  years,  from  intermeddling  I 
with  the  tavern  biiainess.'  In  such  a  situation  he  almost  inevit- 
ably fell  into  vices  and  follies,  which  have  been  exa,ggerated  as 
much  by  the  vehemence  of  his  own  confeasiona,  as  by  the  ma- 
lignity of  his  enemies.  They  exhibit  some  curious  indications  of 
hifi  future  character.  He  filched  hia  mother's  purse,  but  gave  part 
of  the  money  to  the  poor.  He  stole  hooks,  but  they  were  books 
of  devotion.  Irritated  by  the  unlucky  tricks  of  his  playfellows, 
who,  he  says,  in  the  language  of  David,  '  compassed  him  about  like 
bees,'  he  converted  into  a  prayer  the  prophetic  imprecation  of  the 
Psalmist  — '  In  the  name  of  the  Lord  I  will  destroy  them.'  The 
mind  in  which  bod  passions  and  devotional  feelings  were  thus 
strongly  knit  together,  was  consigned,  in  early  youth,  to  the  culture 
of  the  master  of  the  grammar-school  of  St.  Mary  de  Crypt,  in  his 
native  city ;  and  there  were  given  the  first  indications  of  his  future 
eminence.  He  studied  the  English  dramatic  writers,  and  repre- 
sented their  female  characters  with  applause ;  and  when  the  mayor 
and  aldermen  were  to  be  harangued  by  one  of  the  scholars,  the 
embryo  field-preacher  was  selected  to  extol  the  merits,  and  to 
gratify  the  taste,  of  their  worships.  His  erratic  propensities  were 
developed  almost  as  soon  as  his  powers  of  elocution.  Wearied 
with  the  studies  of  the  grammar-Bchool,  he  extorted  bis  mother's 
reluctant  consent  to  return  to  the  tavern  ;  and  there,  he  says,  '  I 
put  on  my  blue  apron  and  my  snuffers,  washed  mops,  cleaned 
rooms,  and,  in  one  word,  became  professed  and  common  Drawer 
for  nigh  a  year  and  a-half,'  The  Tapster  was,  of  course,  occasion- 
ally tipsy,  and  always  in  request ;  but  as  even  the  flow  of  the  tap 
may  not  be  perennial,  he  found  leisure  to  compose  sermons,  and 
stole  from  the  night  some  hours  for  the  study  of  the  Bible. 

At  the  Bell  Inn  there  dwelt  a  sister-in-law  of  WTiitfield's,  with 
whom  it  was  his  fortime  or  hia  fault  to  quarrel ;  and  to  soothe  his 
troubled  spirit  he  '  would  retire  and  weep  before  the  Lord,  as 
itagar  when  flying  from  Sarah.'  From  the  presence  of  tWs  Sarah 
he  accordingly  fled  to  Bristol,  and  betook  himself  to  the  study  of  ] 
Thomas  k  Kempis ;  but  returning  once  more  to  Gloucester,  first 
exchanged  Divinity  for  the  drama,  and  then  abandoned  the  drama- 
tists for  his  long  neglected  school-books.  For  now  had  opened 
a  prospect  inviting  him  to  the  worthy  use  of  those  falenta  whidi 
might  othei-wise  have  been  consumed  either  in  sordid  occupations, 
or  in  some  obscure  and  fruitless  efforts  to  assert  his  native  eupe- 
riority  to  ordinary  men.     Intelligence  had  reached  his  mother  ttiat 
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ImisBion  might  be  obtained  at  Pembroke  College,  Osfoi'd,  for  her 
capricuouH  and  thoughtful  boy ;  and  the  intuitive  wisdom  of  a 
mother's  love  assured  her  that  through  this  avenue  he  might  ad- 
vance to  distinction,  if  not  to  fortune.  A  few  more  oscillations 
between  dissolute  tastes  and  heavenward  desires,  and  the  yonth 
finally  gained  the  mastery  over  his  lower  appetites.  From  his 
seventeenth  year  to  his  dying  day  he  lived  amongst  embittered 
enemies  and  jealous  friends,  without  a  stain  on  his  reputation. 

In  1731  the  gates  of  Pembroke  College  had  finally  closed  on  the 
rude  figure  of  one  of  her  illustrious  eons,  expelled  by  poverty  to 
seek  a  precarious  subsistence,  and  to  earn  a  lasting  reputatiou,  in 
the  obscure  alleys  of  London.  In  the  following  year  they  were 
opened  to  a  pupil  as  ill  provided  with  this  world's  wealth  as  Samuel 
Johnson,  but  destined  to  acquire  B  still  more  extensive  and  a  more 
endiiring  celebrity.  The  waiter  at  the  Bell  Inn  hod  become  a 
servitor  at  Oxford  —  no  great  advancement  in  the  socisd  scale, 
according  to  the  habits  of  that  age — yet  a  change  which  conferred 
the  means  of  elevation  on  a  mind  too  ardent  to  leave  any  such  ad- 
vantage unimproved.  He  became  the  associate  of  Charles,  and  the 
disciple  of  John  Wesley,  wlio  had  at  that  time  taken  as  their  spi- 
ritual guide  the  celebrated  mystic  William  Law.  These  future 
chiefs  of  a  religious  revolution  were  then  '  interrogating  themselves 
whether  they  had  Iwen  simple  and  collected;  whether  they  bad 
prayed  with  fervour  Monday,  Wednesday,  and  Friday,  and  on 
Saturday  noon ;  if  they  had  used  a  collect  at  nine,  twelve,  and 
three  o'clock ;  duty  meditated  on  Sunday  from  three  to  four  on 
Thomas  a  Kempis ;  or  mused  on  Wednesday  and  Friday  from 
twelve  to  one  on  the  Passion.' 

But  Quietism,  indigenous  in  the  East,  is  an  exotic  in  this  cold 
and  busy  land  of  ours,  bearing  at  the  best  but  sorry  fnut,  and  has- 
tening to  a  premature  decay.  Never  was  mortal  man  less  fitted 
for  the  contemplative  state  than  Geoi^e  Whitfield.  It  was  an 
attempt  as  hopeful  as  that  of  converting  a  balloon  into  an  observa- 
tory. He  dressed  the  character  indeed  to  admiration,  for  '  he 
thought  it  unbecoming  a  penitent  to  have  his  hair  powdered,  and 
wore  woollen  gloves,  a  patched  gown,  and  dirty  shoes.'  But  the 
eulilime  abstractions  which  should  people  the  cell  and  haunt  the 
spirit  of  the  hermit  he  wooed  in  vain.  In  the  hopeless  attempt  to 
do  nothing  but  meditate,  '  the  power  of  meditating  or  even  think- 
ing was,'  he  says,  '  taken  from  him.'  Castanza  on  the  '  Spiritual 
Comljat '  advised  him  to  talk  but  little :  and  *  Satan  said  he  must 
not  talk  at  all.'  The  Divine  Redeemer  had  been  surrounded  in  his 
temptations  by  deserts  and  wild  beasts,  and  to  approach  this  exam- 
ple as  closely  as  the  localities  allowed,  Whitfield  was  accustomed  to 


select  Christ  Church  Meadow  as  the  scene,  and  a  stormy  night  aa  ] 
the  timCj  of  his  mental  conflicts.  He  prostrated  hie  body  on  the 
bare  earth,  liasted  during  Lent,  and  esposed  himself  to  the  cold  till 
his  hands  began  to  blacken,  and  '  by  abstinence  and  inward  atriig- 
glea  80  emaciated  his  body  aa  to  be  scarcely  able  to  creep  upatairR.' 
In  this  deplorable  state  he  received  from  the  Wesleys  books  and 
ghostly  counsels.  Hia  tutor,  more  wisely,  sent  him  a  physician, 
and  for  seven  weeks  he  laboured  under  a  severe  illness.  It  was,  in 
his  own  language,  'a  glorious  visitation.'  It  gave  him  time  and 
composure  to  make  a  written  record  and  a  penitent  confession  of 
his  youthful  sins ;  to  examine  the  New  Testament ;  to  read  Bishop 
Hall's  Contemplations ;  and  to  seek  by  prayer  for  wisdom  and  for 
peace.  The  blessings  thus  invoked  were  not  denied.  'The  day- 
star,'  he  says,  '  arose  in  my  heart.  This  spirit  of  mourning  was 
taken  from  me.  For  some  time  I  could  not  avoid  singing  Psalms 
wherever  I  was,  but  my  joy  became  gradually  more  settled.  Thus 
were  the  days  of  my  mourning  ended,' 

And  thus  also  was  ended  bis  education.  Before  the  completion 
of  his  twenty-first  year,  Whitfield  returned  to  Gloucester;  and 
such  was  the  fame  of  his  piety  and  talents,  that  Dr.  Benson,  the 
then  Bishop  of  the  Diocese,  offered  to  dispense,  in  his  favour,  with 
the  rule  which  forbade  the  ordination  of  Deacons  at  so  unripe  an 
age.  The  mental  agitation  which  preceded  his  acceptance  of  this 
proposal,  is  described  in  these  strange  but  graphic  terms  in  one  of  | 
his  latest  sermons. 

'  I  never  prayed  against  any  corruption  I  had  in   my  life,  so  , 
much  as  I  did  against  going  into  holy  orders  so  soon  as  my  triends  I 
were  for  having  me  go.     Bishop  Benson  was  pleased  to  honour  me  | 
with  peculiar  friendship,  so  as  to  offer  me  preferment,  or  to  do  any- 
thing for  me.     My  friends  wanted  me  to  mount  the  Church  be-  I 
times.     They  wanted  me  to  knock  my  head  against  the  pulpit  too  I 
young ;  but  how  some  young  men  stand  up  here  and  there  and  [ 
preach  I  do  not  know.     However  it  be  to  them,  God  knows  how  | 
deep  a  concern   entering  into  the   ministry  and  preaching  was  to  1 
me,     I  have  prayed  a  thousand  times,  till  the  sweat  has  dropped  J 
from  my  face- like  rain,  that  God  of  bis  infinite  mercy  would  noli  I 
let  me  ent«r  the  Church  till  be  called   me  to  and  thrust  me  forth  J 
in  his  work,     I  remember  once  in  Gloucester,  I  know  the  room  - 
I  look  up  to  the  window  when  I  am  there,  and  walk  along  the  } 
street — I  know  the  window  upon  which  I  have  laid  prostrate. 
said,  Lord,  I  cannot  go,  I  aliall  be  puffed  up  with  pride,  and  &U 
into  the  condemnation  of  the  Devil.     Lord,  do  not  let  me  go  yet, 
I  pleaded  to  be  at  Oxford  two  or  three  years  more.     I  intended  to 
make  150  sermons,  and  thought  that  I  would  set  up  with  a  good 


xk  in  trade.     I  remember  praying,  wrestJing,  and  striving  with 
■^&od.     I  said,  I  am  undone.     I  am  unfit  to  preach  in  thy  great 
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name.  Send  me  not.  Lord, — send  me  not  yet.  1  wrote  t 
friends  in  town  and  country  to  pray  against  the  Bishop's  solicita- 
tion, but  they  insisted  I  should  go  into  orders  before  I  was  twenty- 
two.  After  all  their  solicitations,  these  words  came  into  my  mind, 
"  Nothing  shall  pluck  you  out  of  my  hands ;"  they  came  warm  to 
my  heart.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  I  said,  Lord,  I  tvill  go ;  send 
me  when  thou  wilt,'  He  was  ordained  accordingly  ;  and  '  when  he 
Bishop  laid  his  hands  upon  my  head,  my  heart,'  he  says,  '  was 
melted  down,  and  I  offered  up  my  whole  spirit,  soul,  and  body.' 

A  roan  within  whose  bosom  resides  an  oracle  directing  hia  steps 
in  the  language  and  with  the  authority  of  inspiration,  had  needs 
te  thus  self-devoted,  in  aoul  and  body,  to  some  honest  purpose.  If 
not,  he  will  but  too  often  mistake  the  voice  of  the  Pythoness  for 
that  which  issues  from  the  sanctuary.  But  the  uprightness  and  in- 
fiesible  constancy  of  Whitfield's  character  rendered  even  its  super- 
stitions comparatively  harmles*! ;  and  the  sortilege  was  ever  in 
'&vour  of  some  new  effort  to  accomplish  the  single  object  for  which 
le  henceforward  lived. 

The  nest  words  which  'came  to  his  soul  with  power'  were, 
Speak  out,  Paul,'  and  never  was  injunction  more  strictly  obeyed. 
Immediately,'  he  says,  '  my  heart  was  enlarged,  and  I  preached  on 
the  Sunday  morning  to  a  very  crowded  audience  with  as  much 
freedom  as  if  I  had  been  a  preacher  for  some  years.  As  I  pro- 
ceeded I  perceived  the  fire  kindled,  till  at  last,  though  so  young, 
and  amidst  a  crowd  of  those  who  knew  me  in  my  infant  childi^ 
days,  I  tnist  I  waa  enabled  to  speak  with  some  degree  of  gospel 
authority.  Some  few  mocked,  birt  most  for  the  present  seemed 
struck,  and  I  have  heard  since  that  a  Complaint  had  been  made  to 
the  BLsfaop  that  I  drove  fifteen  mad  by  the  first  sermon.  The 
Worthy  Prelate,  as  I  am  informed,  wished  that  the  madness  might 
"not  be  forgotten  before  next  Sunday.' 

Thus  early  conscious  of  bis  own  rare  powers,  delighting  in  the 
exercise  of  them,  charmed  with  the  admiration  which  they  excited, 
and  exulting  in  the  belief  that  he  had  been  commissioned  from  on 
high  to  quicken  a  torpid  generation  into  life,  he  was  urged  into  ex- 
ertions which,  if  not  attested  by  irrefragable  proofs,  might  appear 
incredible  and  fabulous.  It  was  the  statement  of  one  who  knew 
hira  well,  and  who  was  incapable  of  wilful  exaggeration  —  and  it  is 
confirmed  by  his  letters,  his  journals,  and  a  whole  cloud  of  wit- 
nesses—  that,  *  in  the 'compass  of  a  single  week,  and  that  for  years, 
he  spoke  in  general  forty  hours,  and  very  many  sixty,  and  that  to 
thousands ;  and  after  his  labours,  instead  of  taking  any  rest,  he  waa 
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engaged  in  offering  up  prayers  and  intercessions,  with  Iiymna  sad 
gpiritual  Bonga,  as  his  manner  was,  in  every  bouse  to  which  he  was 
invited.' 

Given,  a  preacher,  who,  during  the  paas£^e  of  the  sun  through 
the  ecliptic,  addresses  hia  audience  every  seventh  day  in  two  dis- 
courses of  the  dwarfish  size  to  which  sermons  attain  in  this  degene- 
rate ^e,  and  multiply  his  efforts  by  forty,  and  you  do  not  reach  tbe 
measure  of  Wtiitfield's  homiletical  labours,  during  each  of  his  next 
five  and  thirty  years.  Combine  this  with  tbe  fervour  with  which 
he  habitually  spoke,  tbe  want  of  all  aids  to  tbe  voice  in  the  fields 
and  tbe  thoroughfares  he  frequented,  and  the  toil  of  rendering  him- 
self distinctly  audible  to  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands,  and, 
considered  merely  as  a  physical  phenomenon,  the  result  is  amongst 
the  most  cnrious  of  all  well-authenticated  majvels.  If  the  time 
spent  in  travelling  from  place  to  place,  and  some  brief  intervals 
of  repose  and  preparation  be  subtracted,  his  whole  life  may  be  s^d 
to  have  been  consumed  in  the  delivery  of  one  continuous  or 
scarcely  interrupted  sermon.  Strange  as  ia  such  an  example  of 
bodily  and  mental  energy,  still  stranger  is  the  power  he  possessed 
of  fascinating  the  attention  of  bearers  of  every  rank  of  life  and  of 
every  variety  of  understanding.  Not  only  were  the  loom,  the  forge, 
the  plough,  the  collieries,  and  the  workshops  deserted  at  his  ap- 
proach, but  the  spell  was  acknowledged  by  Hume  and  fVanklin— 
by  Puiteney,  Boliugbroke,  and  Chesterfield — by  maids  of  honour 
and  lords  of  the  bedchamber.  Such  indeed  was  its  force,  that  when 
the  scandal  could  be  concealed  behind  a  well-adjusted  curtain, '  e'en 
mitred  "  auditors  "  would  nod  the  head.'  Neither  English  reserve, 
nor  the  theological  discrimination  of  the  Scotch,  nor  tbe  callous 
nerves  of  the  slave-dealers  of  America,  nor  the  stately  self- 
possession  of  her  aborigines,  could  resist  tbe  enchantment  Never 
was  mortal  man  gifted  with  such  an  incapacity  of  fatiguing  or  of 
being  fatigued. 

It  is  impossible  to  award  any  similar  praise  to  the  Reverend 
Robert  Philip,  Whitfield's  latest  biographer.  He  has  followed  the 
steps  of  tbe  great  itinerant  from  tbe  cradle  to  tbe  grave,  in  a 
volume  of  nearly  six  hundred  closely  printed  pt^es,  compiled  on 
the  principle  that  nothing  can  be  superfluous  in  the  narrative  of  a 
great  man's  life  which  was  of  any  real  importance  to  the  man  him- 
self, or  to  his  associates.  The  chronicle  so  drawn  up,  illuminated 
by  no  eloquence  or  philosophy,  human  or  divine,  and  arranged  on 
no  intelligible  method,  ia  a  sore  exercise  for  the  memory  and  the 
patience  of  the  reader.  It  records,  without  selection  or  forbear- 
ance, thirteen  successive  voyages  across  the  Atlantic 
incalculable  in  every  part  of  the  North  American  continent,  from 
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Georgia  to  Boston  —  controversies  with  Wesley  on  predestination 
and  perfection,  and  with  the  Bishops  on  still  deeper  mysteries  — 
chapel  buildings  and  subscriptions — preachings  and  the  excitement 
which  followed  them  —  and  characteristic  sayings  and  imcharac- 
teristic  letters — meetings  and  partings — and  every  other  incident, 
great  and  small,  which  has  been  preserved  by  the  oral  or  written 
traditions  of  Whitfield's  followers.  His  life  still  remains  to  be 
written  by  some  one  who  shall  bring  to  the  task  other  qualifications 
than  an  honest  zeal  for  his  fame,  and  a  cordial  adoption  of  his 
opinions. 

From  the  conflict  with  the  enemies  who  had  threatened  her 
existence,  the  Church  militant  turned  to  resist  the  imwelcome  ally 
who  menaced  her  repose.  Warburton  led  the  van,  and  behind 
him  many  a  mitred  front  scowled  on  the  audacious  innovator. 
Divested  of  the  logomachies  which  chiefly  engaged  the  attention  of 
the  disputants,  the  controversy  between  Whitfield  and  the  Bishops 
lay  in  a  narrow  compass.  It  being  mutually  conceded  that  the 
virtues  of  the  Christian  life  can  result  only  from  certain  divine 
impulses,  and  that  to  lay  a  claim  to  this  holy  inspiration  when  its 
legitimate  fruits  are  wanting,  is  a  fatal  delusion  —  he  maintained, 
and  they  denied,  that  the  person  who  is  the  subject  of  this  sacred 
influence  has  within  his  own  bosom  an  independent  attestation  of 
its  reality.  So  abstruse  a  debate  required  the  zest  of  some  more 
pungent  ingreiiients ;  and  the  polemics  with  whom  Whitfield  had 
to  do,  were  not  such  sciolists  in  their  calling  as  to  be  ignorant  of 
the  necessity  of  fastening  upon  him  some  epithet  at  once  oppro- 
brious and  vague.  WTiile,  therefore,  milder  spirits  arraigned  him 
as  an  Enthusiast,  Warburton,  with  constitutional  energy  of  invec- 
tive, denoimced  him  aa  a  Fanatic*  In  vain  he  demanded  a  defi- 
nition of  these  reproachful  terms.  To  have  fixed  their  meaning 
would  have  been  to  destroy  their  point.  They  afforded  a  solution 
at  once  compendious,  obscure,  and  repulsive,  of  whatever  was  re- 
markable in  his  character,  and  have  accompanied  his  name  from 
that  time  to  the  present. 

The  currents  of  life  had  drifted  Warburton  on  divinity  as  his 
profession,  but  his  satirical  propensities  were  too  strong  to  yield  • 
even  to  the  study  of  the  Gospels.  From  them  he  might  have  dis- 
covered the  injustice  of  his  censure ;  for  the  real  nature  of  religious 
fanaticism  can  be  learnt  with  equal  clearness  from  no  other  source. 
They  tell  of  some  men  who  compassed  sea  and  land  to  make  one 
proselyte,  that,  when  made,  they  might  train  him  up  as  a  perse- 
cutor and  a  bigot;  of  some,  who  erected  sepulchral  monuments 
to  the  martyrs  of  a  former  age,  while  unsheathing  the  sword  which 
was  to  augment  their  number ;  of  some  who  would  have  called 
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down  fire  from  heaven  to  pvmiali  the  inhospitable  city  which  re-  I 
jectetl  their  Maater;  and  of  some  who  exhausted  their  bodies  with  I 
fasting,  and  their  minds  with  study,  tliat  they  might  with  deeper  I 
emphaais  curse  the  ignorant  multitude.     These  all  laboured  under  9 
a  mental  disease,  which,  amongst  fanatics  of  every  generation,  has  1 
assumed  the  same  distinctive  type.     It  consists  in  an  unhallowed  I 
alHance  of  the  morose  and  vindictive  passions  with  devotional  or  I 
religious   excitement.      Averting  the  mental   eye   from   what   is  I 
cheerful,  affectionate,  and  animating  in  piety,  the  victims  of  thig  I 
malady  regard  the  sects  opposed  to  them  not  as  the  children,  but  I 
as  the  enemies  of  God ;  and  while  looking  inward  with  melancholy  I 
alternations  of  self-complacency  and  self-reproach,  learn  to  con-  % 
template  their  brethren  as  their  enemies,  and  Deity  itself  with  but  I 
haif-suppressed   aversion.      To  connect   the   name  of  the   kind-  J 
hearted  George  Whitfield  with  such  a  reproach  as  this  I     To  call  I 
on  the  indolent  of  all  future  generations  who  should  believe  in  I 
Warburton,  to  associate  the  despised  itinerant  of  his  times  with  1 
the  Dominies  and  the  Bonuers  of  former  ages !     Tndy  the  in- 
dignant prelate  knew  not  what  manner  of  spirit  he  was  of.     If 
ever  philanthropy  burued  in  the  human  heart  with  a  pure  and 
intense  flame,  embracing  the  whole  family  of  man  in  the  spirit  of  J 
universal    charity,  it  was  in  the   heart  of  George  Whitfield.     His  I 
predestiuarian    speculations    perplexed    his    mind,    but  could  nofcj 
check  the   expansion  of  his  Christian   feelings.     *He  loved  thol 
world  that  hated  him.'     He  had  no  preferences  but  in  favour  of  I 
the  ignorant,  the  miserable,  and  the  poor.      In   their  cause  hel 
shrunk  from  no  privation,  and  declined  neither  insult  nor  hostility.  ] 
To  such  wrongs  he  opposed  tlie  weapons  of  an  ail-enduring  meek-^ 
ness,  and  a  love  which  would  not  be  repulsed.     The  springs  of  Idsv 
benevolence   were   inesliaustible,  and  could  not  choose  but  flow.T 
Assisted  it  may  have  been  by  natural  disposition,  and  by  many-l 
external  influences ;  but  it  ultimately  reposed  on  the  fixed  per-" 
suaflion  that  he  was  engaged  in  a  sacred  duty,  the  faitliful  discharge  ' 
of  which  would  be  followed  by  an  imperishable  recompense,    With 
whatever  undigested  subtleties  his  religious  creed  was  encumbered, 
they  could  not  hide  from  him,  though  they  might  obscure,  the 
truth,  that,  between  the  virtues  of  this  life  and  the  rewards  of  i 
future  state,  the  connexion  is  necessary  and  indissoluble.     Refet 
ring  this  retributive  dispensation  exclusively  to  the  Pivine  benevo- 
lence, his  theology  inculcated  humility,  while  it  inspiretl  love,  andl 
fortitude,  and  iiope.     It  taught  hira  self-distrust,  and  reliance  on  4  i 
strength  superior  to  his  own ;  and  instnicted  him  in  the  myrteryJ 
wliich  reconciles  the  elevation  and  the  piuity  of  disinterested  Ioti 
with  those  lower  motives  of  action  which  more  immediately  r 
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the  future  advantage  of  the  agent.  Whatever  else  Whitfield  may 
have  been,  a  Fanatic,  in  the  proper  sense  of  that  term,  he  assuredly 
was  not. 

The  charge  of  Enthusiasm  was  so  ambiguous,  that  it  mighty 
with  equal  propriety,  be  understood  as  conveying  either  com- 
mendation or  reproach.  Hope  is  the  element  in  which  all  the 
great  men  of  the  world  move  and  have  their  being.  Engaged  in 
arduous  and  lofty  designs,  they  must,  to  a  certain  extent,  live  in 
an  imaginary  world,  and  reanimate  their  exhausted  strength  with 
ideal  prospects  of  the  success  which  is  to  repay  their  labours.  But, 
like  every  other  emotion,  Hope,  when  long  indulged,  yields  but  a 
precarious  obedience  to  the  reasoning  powers ;  and  Beason  herself, 
even  when  most  enlightened,  will  not  seldom  make  a  voluntary 
abdication  of  her  sovereignty  in  favour  of  this  her  so  powerful 
minister ;  —  surrendering  up  to  the  guidance  of  bright  and  ardent 
anticipations,  a  mind  whose  lofty  aims  cannot  be  realised  by  obe- 
dience to  her  own  sober  counsels.  For  in  *  this  little  state  of  man' 
the  passions  must  be  the  free  subjects,  not  the  slaves  of  the  Season ; 
and  while  they  obey  her  precepts,  should  impart  to  her  some  of 
their  own  spirit,  warmth,  and  energy.  It  is,  however,  essential  to 
a  well-constituted  nature,  that  the  subordination  of  the  lower  to 
the  superior  faculties,  though  thus  occasionally  relaxed,  should  be 
habitually  maintained.  Used  with  due  abstinence,  Hope  acts  as 
an  healthful  tonic ;  intemperately  indulged,  as  an  enervating  opiate. 
The  visions  of  future  triumph,  which  at  first  animate  exertion,  if 
dwelt  upon  too  intently,  will  usurp  the  place  of  the  stem  reality, 
and  noble  objects  will  be  contemplated,  not  for  their  own  inherent 
worth,  but  on  accoimt  of  the  day-dreams  they  engender.  Thus,  Hope 
aided  by  Imagination  makes  one  man  a  hero,  another  a  somnambu- 
list, and  a  third  a  lunatic ;  while  it  renders  them  all  Enthusiasts. 
And  thus  are  classed  together,  under  one  generic  term,  characters 
wide  asunder  as  the  poles,  and  standing  at  the  top  and  at  the 
Ijottom  of  the  scale  of  human  intellect.  The  same  epithet  is 
applied  indiflFerently  to  Francis  Bacon  and  to  Emanuel  Swe- 
denborg. 

Eeligious  men  are,  for  obvious  reasons,  more  subject  than  others 
to  Enthusiasm,  both  in  its  invigorating  and  in  its  morbid  forms. 
They  are  aware  that  there  is  about  their  path  and  about  their  bed 
a  real  presence,  which  yet  n5  sense  attests.  They  revere  a  spiritual 
inmate  of  the  soul,  of  whom  they  have  no  definite  consciousness. 
They  live  in  communion  with  one,  whose  nature  is  chiefly  defined 
by  negatives.  They  are  engaged  in  duties  which  can  be  performed 
acceptably  only  at  the  bidding  of  the  deepest  affections.  They 
rest  their  faith  on  prophetic  and  miraculous  suspensions,  in  times 
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past,  of  the  nsnal  course  of  nature ;  and  derive  their  hopes  and  i 
fearR  from  tlie  dim  shadows  cast  by  things  eternal  oq  the  troubled 
mtiTor  of  this  transient  -scene.  What  wonder  if,  under  the  in- 
cumbent weight  of  Buch  thoughts  as  these,  the  course  of  active 
virtue  be  too  often  arrested ;  or  if  a  religious  romance  sometimes 
tabes  the  place  of  contemplative  piety;  or  if  the  fictitious  gra- 
dually supersedes  the  real ;  or  if  a  world  of  dreams,  a  system  of 
opinions,  and  a  code  of  morals,  which  religion  disavows,  occasionally 
shed  their  narcotic  influence  over  a  spirit  excited  and  oppressed  by  i 
the  shapeless  forms  and  the  fearful  powers  with  which  it  is  con-' 
versant  ? 

Both  in  the  more  and  in  the  less  favourable  sense  of  the  ex-   ' 
pression  Whitfield  was  on  Enthusiast.     The  thraldom  of  the  active 
to  the  meditative  powers  was  indeed  abhorrent  from  his  natnre ; 
but  he  was  unable  to  maintain  a  just  equilibrium  between  them. 
His  life  was  one  protracted  calenture ;  and  the  mental  fever  diB- 
coloured  and  distorted  the  objects  of  his  pursuits.     Witliout  in- 
tellectual discipline  or  sound  learning,  he  confounded  his  narrow^ 
range  of  elementary  topics  with  the  comprehensive  scheme  and 
science   of  divinity.      leaping   over   the   state   of    pupilage,   he 
became  at  once  a  teacher  and  a  dogmatist.     The  lessons  which  he  j 
never  drew  from  books  were  never  taught  him  by  living  men.     He 
allowed  himself  no  leisure  for  social  intercourse  with  his  superiors,   i 
or  with  his  equals,  but  underwent  the  debilitating  effects  of  c 
versing,  almost  exclusively,  with  those  who  sat  as  disciples  at  his 
feet.     Their  homage,  and  the  impetuous  tumult  of  his  career,  left  | 
him   but  superficially  acquainted  with   himself.     Unsuspicious 
his  own  ignorance,  and  exposed  to  flattery  far  more  intoxicating  I 
than  the  acclamations  of  the  theatre,  he  laid  the  foundatioi 
new  religioiis  system  with  less  of  profound  thought,  and  in  a  greater 
penury  of  theological  research,  than  had  ever  fallen  to  the  lot  of  a 
reformer  or  heresiarch  before.     The  want  of  learning  was  concealed 
under  the  dazzhng  veil  of  popular  eloquence,  and  supplied  by  the 
assurance  of  Divine  illumination ;  and  the  spiritual  influence  c 
which  he  thus  relied,  woiild,  if  real,  have  been  little  else  than  a  I 
continually  recurring  miracle.     It  was  not  a  power  like  that  which  I 
acts  throughout  the  material  world — the  unseen  and  inaudible' I 
source  of  life,  sustaining,  cementing,  and  invigorating  all  things,  I 
hiding  itself  from  the  heedless  beneath  the  subordiuate  agent^  it>  I 
employs,  and  disclosed  to  the  thoughtful  by  its  prolific  and  plastial 
energies.     The  access  of  the  Sacred  presence,  which  Wbit6eld  ao-1 
kiiowledged,  was  perceptible  by  an  inward  consciousness,  and  waB-| 
not  merely  different,  but  distinguishable,  from  the  movements  o 
that  iutollectuat  and  sensitive  meuhauism  of  his  own  nature,  b 
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means  of  wliich  it  operated.  He  discerned  it  not  only  in  the 
growth  of  the  active  and  passive  virtues,  and  in  progressive  strength 
and  wisdom  and  peace,  but  in  sudden  impulses  which  visited  his 
bosom,  and  unex{)ected  suggestions  which  directed  his  path.  A 
truth  of  all  others  the  most  consolatory  and  the  most  awful,  was 
thus  degraded  almost  to  a  level  with  superstitions,  which,  in  their 
naked  form,  no  man  would  have  more  vehemently  disclaimed; 
and  the  great  mystery  which  blends  together  the  human  and  the 
divine  in  the  Christian  dispensation,  lost  much  of  its  sublime 
character,  and  with  it  much  of  its  salutary  influence. 

It  was  indeed  impossible  that  a  mind  feeding  upon  such  visiona 
as  he  invited  and  cherished  should  entirely  escape  their  practical 
mischief.  He  would  have  rejected  with  horror  the  impious  dream 
that  the  indwelling  Deity  would  absolve  him  from  any  obligation  of 
justice,  mercy,  or  truth.  Yet  he  could  persuade  himself  that  he 
enjoyed  a  dispensation  from  the  duty  of  canonical  obedience  to  his 
ecclesiastical  superiors.  His  revolt  against  the  authority  of  the 
Church  of  which  he  was  a  presbyter,  is  at  once  avowed  and  de- 
fended by  his  latest  biographer.  ^  If,'  he  says,  ^a  bishop  did  good, 
.  or  allowed  good  to  be  done,  Whitfield  venerated  him  and  his  office 
too ;  but  he  despised  both  whenever  they  were  hostile  to  truth  or 
zeal  —  I  have  no  objection  to  say,  whenever  they  were  hostile  to 
his  own  sentiments  and  measiures.  What  honest  man  would  respect 
an  unjust  judge,  or  an  ignorant  physician,  because  of  their  pro- 
fessional titles  ?     It  is  high  time  to  put  an  end  to  this  nonsense.' 

Mr.  Philip's  boast  is  not,  or  at  least  should  not  be,  that  he  is 
well  found  in  tlie  principles  of  casuistry.  He  is  no  Dudor  Dubi- 
tantium,  but  a  spiritual  pugilist,  who  uses  his  pen  as  a  cudgel. 
Whatever  may  be  the  valu«  of  hard  words,  they  are  not  sufficient 
to  adjust  such  a  question  as  this.  Under  sanctions  of  th«  most 
awful  solemnity,  WTiitfield  had  bound  himself  to  submit  to  the 
lawful  commands  of  his  bishop.  His  *  measures '  being  opposed  to 
the  law  ecclesiastical,  were  interdicted  by  his  diocesan;  but,  his- 
'sentiments'  telling  him  that  he  was  right,  and  the  bishop  wrong, 
the  vow  of  obedience  was,  it  seems,  cancelled.  If  so,  it  was  but 
an  impious  mockery  to  make,  or  to  receive,  it.  If  it  be  really 
*  nonsense '  to  respect  so  sacred  an  engagement,  then  is  there  less 
sound  sense  than  has  usually  been  supposed  in  good  faith  and 
plain  dealing.  Even  on  the  hazardous  assumption  that  the  allegi- 
ance voluntarily  assumed  by  the  clergy  of  the  Anglican  church  is 
dissoluble  at  the  pleasure  of  the  inferior  party,  it  is  at  least  evi- 
dent that  Wliitfield  was  bound  to  abandon  the  advantages,  when 
he  repudiated  the  duties,  of  the  relation  in  which  he  stood  to  his 
bishop.     But,  *  despising'  the  episcopal  office^  he  still  kept  his. 
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station  in  tlie  episcopal  chxirch ;  and,  if  he  had  no  share  in  her 
emoluments,  continued  at  least  to  enjoy  the  rank,  tlie  worship,  the 
infiuence,  and  the  privileges  which  attend  her  ministers.  In  the;; 
midst  of  his  revolt  he  performed  her  offices,  and  ministered  in  her 
temples,  as  often  aa  opportunity  offered.  It  was  the  dishonest  pn 
ceeding  of  a  good  man  bewildered  by  dreams  of  the  Bpecial  gi 
ance  of  a  Divine  Monitor.  The  apology  of  his  biographer  is 
error  of  a  religious  man  led  away  by  a  sectarian  spirit. 

The  sinister  influence  of  "WTiitfleld's  imagination  on  his  opinions, 
and,  through  them,  on  his  conduct,  may  be  illustrated  by  another 
example.     He  not  only  became  the  purchaser  of  slaves,  but 
demned  the  restriction  which  at  that  time  forbade  their  iutroduo-j 
tion  into  Georgia.     There  is  extant,  in  his  handwriting,  an  inven- 
tory of  the  effects  at  the  Orphan  House,  in  that  province,  in  whici 
these  miserable  captives  take  their  place  between  the  cattle  and  th0' 
carts.     '  Blessed  be  God,'  he  exclaimed,  '  for  the  increaae  of  the^ 
negroes.     I  entirely  approve  of  reducing  the  Orphan  House  as  low 
OS  possible,  and  I  am  determined  to  take  no  more  than  the  planta- 
tion will  maintain  till  I  can  buy  more  negroes.'     It  is  true  that  it 
was  only  as  founder  of  this  siaylum  for  destitute  children  that  ho 
made  these  purchases ;  and  true  also,  that  in  these  wretched  bonds- 
men he  recognised  immortal  beings  for  whose  eternal  welfare  be 
laboured ;  and  it  is  further  true  that  the  morality  of  his  age 
lax  on  this  subject.     But  the  American  Quakers  were  already  bear- 
ing testimony  against  the  guilt  of  slavery  and  the  slave-trade;  and' 
even  had  they  been  silent,  bo  eminent  a  teacher  of  Christianity 
Whitfield  could  not,  without  just  censure,  have  so  far  descended. 
from  scriptural  to  conventional  virtue.. 

To  measure  such  a  man  as  George  Whitfield  by  the  standards  of 
refined  society  might  seem  a  very  strange,  if  not  a  ludicrous  at- 
tempt. Yet,  as  Mr.  Philip  repeatedly,  and  with  emphasis,  ascribes 
to  him  the  character  of  a  '  gentleman,'  it  must  be  stated  that  he 
was  guilty  of  high  crimes  and  misdemeanours  against  the  laws  of 
that  aristocratic  commonwealth  in  which  the  assertion  of  social 
equality,  and  the  nice  observance  of  the  privileges  of  sex  and 
rank,  are  so  ciuiously  harmonised.  Such  was  his  want  of  animal 
courage,  that  in  the  vigour  of  his  days  he  coiJd  tamely  acquiesca 
in  a  severe  personal  chastisement ;  and  fly  to  the  hold  of  his  vesseli 
for  safety  at  the  ptospect  of  on  approaching  sea-fight.  Such  hit 
failure  in  self-respect,  that  a  tone  of  awkward  adulation  distin- 
guishes nearly  all  hia  letters  to  the  ladies  of  high  degree  who  par- 
took and  graced  his  triumph.  But  his  capital  offence  agmnst  the 
code  of  manners  was  the  absence  of  that  pudicity  which  shrinkaj 
from  exposing  to  public  gaze  the  deepest  emotions  of  the  hi 
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In  Journals  originally  divulged,  and  at  last  published,  by  himself, 
and,  throughout  his  voluminous  correspondence,  he  is  *  naked  and 
is  not  ashamed.'  Some  very  coarse  elements  must  have  entered 
into  the  composition  of  a  man  who  could  thus  scatter  abroad 
disclosures  of  the  secret  communings  of  his  spirit  with  his  Maker. 

Akin  to  this  fault  is  his  seeming  unconsciousness  of  the  oppres- 
sive majesty  of  the  topics  with  which  he  was  habitually  occupied. 
The  seraph  in  the  prophetic  vision  was  arrayed  with  wings,  of 
which  some  were  given  to  urge  his  flight,  and  others  to  cover  his 
face.  Vigorous  as  were  the  pinions  with  which  Whitfield  moved, 
he  appears  to  have  been  unprovided  with  those  beneath  which  his 
eyes  should  have  shnmk  from  too  familiar  a  contemplation  of  the 
ineflFable  glory.  Where  prophets  and  apostles  *  stood  trembling,' 
he  is  at  his  ease ;  where  they  adored,  he  declaims.  This  is,  indeed, 
one  of  the  besetting  sins  of  licentiates  in  divinity.  But  few  ever 
moved  among  the  infinitudes  and  eternities  of  invisible  things  with 
less  embarrassment  or  with  less  of  silent  awe.  Illustrations  might 
be  drawn  from  every  part  of  his  writings,  but  hardly  without  com- 
mitting the  irreverence  we  condemn. 

To  the  lighter  graces  of  taste  and  fancy  WTiitfield  had  no  pre- 
tension. He  wandered  from  shore  to  shore  unobservant  of  the 
wonders  of  art  and  nature,  and  of  the  strange  varieties  of  men 
and  manners  which  solicited  his  notice.  In  sermons  in  which  no 
resource  within  his  reach  is  neglected,  there  is  scarcely  a  trace  to 
be  found  of  such  objects  having  met  his  eye  or  arrested  his  atten- 
tion. The  poetry  of  the  inspired  volume  awakens  in  him  no  cor- 
responding raptures ;  and  the  rhythmical  quotations  which  over- 
spread his  letters  never  rise  above  the  cantilena  of  the  tabernacle. 
In  polite  literature,  in  physical  and  moral  science,  he  never  ad- 
vanced much  beyond  the  standard  of  the  grammar-school  of  St. 
Mary  de  Crypt.  Even  as  a  theologian,  he  has  no  claims  to  erudi- 
tion. He  appears  to  have  had  no  Hebrew  and  little  Greek,  and 
to  have  studied  neither  ecclesiastical  antiquity  nor  the  great  divines 
of  modem  times.  His  reading  seems  to  have  been  confined  to  a 
few,  and  those  not  the  most  considerable,  of  the  works  of  the  later 
nonconformists.  Neither  is  it  possible  to  assign  him  a  place  among 
profound  or  original  thinkers.  He  was,  in  fact,  almost  an  unedu- 
cated man ;  and  the  powers  of  his  mind  were  never  applied,  and 
perhaps  could  not  have  been  applied  successfully,  either  to  the 
acquisition  of  abstruse  knowledge,  or  to  the  enlargement  of  its 
boundaries. 

*  Let  the  name  of  George  Whitfield  perish  if  God  be  glorified,' 
was  Ijih  own  ardent  and  sincere  exclamation.  His  disciples  will 
hardly  acquiesce  in  their  teacher's  self-abasement.    They  will  per- 
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haps  resent,  as  mjurious  to  him  aud  to  their  caose,  theee  imputa- 
tions of  enthusiasm,  of  personal  timidity,  of  irreverence  and 
coarseness  of  niind,  of  ignorance  and  of  a  mediocrity  or  a  total 
absence  of  the  powers  of  fancy,  invention,  and  research.  But  the 
"apotheosis  of  saints  is  no  less  idolatrous  than  that  of  heroes ;  and 
they  have  not  imbibed  "ftliitfield's  spirit  who  cannot  brook  to  be 
told  that  he  had  his  share  of  the  faults  and  infirmities  which  no 
man  more  solemnly  ascribed  to  the  whole  human  race. 

Such,  however,  was  his  energy  and  self-devotion,  that  even  the 
defects  of  his  character  were  rendered  subservient  to  the  one  end 
for  which  he  lived.  From  the  days  of  the  Apostles  to  our  own, 
history  records  the  career  of  no  man  who,  with  a  less  alloy  of 
motives  terminating  in  self,  or  of  passions  breaking  loose  from  the 
control  of  reason,  concentrated  all  the  faculties  of  his  soul,  with 
intensity  and  perseverance,  for  the  accomplishment  of  one  great 
design.  He  belonged  to  that  rare  variety  of  tlie  human  species  of 
whicli  it  has  been  said  that  the  liberties  of  mankind  depend  on 
their  inability  to  combine  in  erecting  an  universal  monarchy. 
"With  nerves  incapable  of  fatigue,  and  a  confidence  in  himself, 
which  no  authority,  neglect,  or  opposition  could  abate,  opposing  an 
impenetrable  skin  to  all  the  missiles  of  scorn  and  contumely,  and 
yet  exquisitely  sensitive  to  the  affection  which  cheered,  and  the 
applause  which  rewarded  his  labours;  unembarrassed  either  by  the 
learning  which  reveals  difficulties,  or  by  the  meditative  powers 
which  suggest  doubts;  with  an  insatiable  thirst  for  active  occupa- 
tion, and  an  unhesitating  fwth  in  whatever  cause  he  undertook  ; 
he  might  have  been  one  of  the  most  dangerous  enemies  of  the 
peace  and  happiness  of  the  world,  if  powers  so  formidable  iu  their 
possible  abuse  had  not  been  directed  to  a  beneficent  end.  Judged 
by  the  wisdom  which  is  of  the  earth,  earthy,  Whitfield  would  be 
pronounced  a  man  whose  energy  ministered  to  a  vulgar  ambition, 
of  which  the  triumph  over  his  ecclesiastical  superiors,  and  the  ad- 
miration of  unlettered  multitudes,  were  tbe  object  and  the  recom- 
pense. Estimated  by  those  whose  religious  opinions  and  observances 
are  derived  from  him  by  liereditary  descent,  he  is  nothing  less  than 
an  apostle,  inspired  in  the  latter  ages  of  the  Church  to  purify  her 
faith,  and  to  reform  her  morals.  A  more  impartial  survey  of  hia 
life  and  writings  may  suggest  the  conclusion,  that  the  homage  of 
admiring  crowds,  and  the  blandishments  of  courtly  dames,  were 
neither  unwelcome  nor  unsolicited ;  that  a  hierarchy  subdued  to 
inaction,  if  not  to  silence,  gratified  his  self-esteem ;  and  that,  when 
standing  on  what  he  delighted  to  call  his  '  throne,'  the  current  of 
devout  and  holy  thoughts  was  not  uncontaminated  by  the  admix-  , 
tnre  of  some  human  exultation.  But  ill  betide  him  who  delights 
in  (Jie  too  curious  dissection  of  the  motives  of  others,  ir  even  of  i 
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his  own.  Such  anatomists  breathe  an  impure  air,  and  imcon- 
Bciously  contract  a  sickly  mental  habit.  Whitfield  was  a  great  and 
a  holy  man ;  among  the  foremost  of  the  •  heroes  of  philanthropy ; 
and  as  a  preacher  without  a  superior  or  a  rival. 

If  eloquence  be  Justly  defined  by  the  emotions  it  excites,  or  by 
the  activity  it  quickens,  the  greatest  orator  of  our  times  was  he 
who  first  announced  the  victory  of  Waterloo, — if  that  station  be 
not  rather  due  to  the  learned  President  of  the  College  of  Physicians, 
who  daily  makes  the  ears  to  tingle  of  those  who  listen  to  his  prog- 
nostics. But  the  converse  of  the  rule  may  be  more  readily  ad- 
mitted, and  we  may  confidently  exclude  from  the  list  of  eloquent 
speakers  him  whose  audience  is  impassive  whilst  he  addresses  them, 
and  inactive  afterwards.  Every  seventh  day  a  great  company  of 
preachers  raise  their  voices  in  the  land  to  detect  out  sins,  to  ex- 
plain our  duty,  to  admonish,  to  alarm,  and  so  console.  Compare 
the  prodigious  extent  of  this  apparatus  with  its  perceptible  results, 
and,  inestimable  as  they  are,  who  will  deny  that  they  disappoint 
the  hopes  which,  antecedently  to  experience,  the  least  sanguine 
would  have  indulged  ?  The  preacher  has,  indeed,  no  novelties  to 
communicate.  His  path  has  been  trodden  hard  and  dry  by  constant 
use  ;  yet  he  speaks  as  an  ambassador  from  heaven,  and  his  hearers 
are  frail,  sorrowing,  perplexed,  and  dying  men.  The  highest  interests 
of  both  are  at  stake.  The  preacher's  eye  rests  on  his  manuscript ; 
the  hearer's  turns  to  the  clock;  the  half-hour  glass  runs  out  its 
sand ;  and  the  portals  close  on  well-dressed  groups  of  critics,  look- 
ing for  all  the  world  as  if  just  dismissed  from  a  lecture  on  the 
tertiary  strata. 

Taking  his  stand  on  some  rising  knoll,  his  tall  and  graceful 
figure  dressed  with  elaborate  propriety,  and  composed  into  an  easy 
and  commanding  attitude,  Whitfield's  *  clear  blue^ye'  ranged  over 
thousands,  and  tens  of  thousands,  drawn  up  in  close  files  on  the 
plain  below,  or  clustering  into  masses  on  every  adjacent  eminence. 
A  *  rabble  rout '  hung  on  the  skirts  of  the  mighty  host ;  and  the 
feelings  of  the  devout  were  disturbed  by  the  scurril  jests  of  the 
illiterate,  and  the  cold  sarcasms  of  the  more  polished  spectators  of 
their  worship.  Eut  the  rich  and  varied  tones  of  a  voice  of  un- 
equalled depth  and  compass  quickly  silenced  every  ruder  sound, — 
as  in  rapid  succession  its  ever-changing  melodies  passed  from  the 
calm  of  simple  narrative,  to  the  measured  distinctness  of  argument, 
to  the  vehemence  of  reproof,  and  the  pathos  of  heavenly  con- 
solation. *  Sometimes  the  preacher  wept  exceedingly,  stamped 
loudly  and  passionately,  and  was  frequently  so  overcome  that  for  a 
few  seconds  one  would  suspect  he  could  never  recover,  and,  when 
he  did,  nature  required  some  little  time  to  compose  herself.'  In 
words  originally  applied  to  one  of  the  first  German  Reformers — 


vwidua imltua,  vividi  Muli,vlvid<B7nanuB,  dmuque  omnia,  vwida. 
Th«  agitated  assembly  caught  the  pasaiuuB  of  the  speaker,  and 
exulted,  wept,  or  trembled  at  hia  bidding.  He  stood  before  them, 
in  popular  belief,  a  persecuted  man,  spumed  and  rejected  by 
lordly  prelates,  yet  still  a  presbyter  of  the  Ohurch,  and  clothed 
with  her  authority, — hia  meek  and  lowly  demeanour  chaateueii 
and  elevated  by  the  conscious  grandeur  of  the  apostolic  succession. 
The  thoughtful  gazed  earnestly  on  a  scene  of  solemn  interest, 
pregnant  with  some  strange  and  enduring  influence  on  the  future 
condition  of  mankind.  But  the  wise  and  the  simple  alike  yielded 
to  the  enchantment ;  and  the  thronging  multitude  gave  utterance 
to  their  emotions  in  every  form  in  which  nature  seeks  relief  from 
feelings  too  strong  for  mastery. 

WTiitfield  had  cultivated  the  histrionic  art  to  a  perfection  which 
has  rarely  been  obtained,  even  by  the  most  eminent  of  those  who 
have  trodden  the  stage  in  sock  or  buskin.  Foote  and  Garrick 
were  his  frequent  hearers,  and  brought  away  with  them  the  cha- 
racteristic and  very  jnat  remark,  that  '  hia  oratory  was  not  at  its 
full  height  until  he  had  repeated  a  discourHe  forty  times.'  The 
transient  delirium  of  Franklin,  (attested  by  the  surrender  on  one 
occasion  of  all  the  contents  of  bis  purse  at  a  '  charity  sermon,'  and 
by  a  Quaker's  refusal  to  lend  more  to  a  man  who  had  lost  hia  wits,) 
did  not  prevent  his  investigating  the  causes  of  this  unwonted  es- 
citement,  '  I  came,'  he  says,  '  by  hearing  him  often,  to  distinguL^h 
between  sermons  newly  composed  and  those  he  had  preached  often 
in  the  course  of  his  travels.  His  deHvery  of  the  latter  was  so  im- 
proved by  frequent  repetition,  that  every  accent,  eveiy  emphasis, 
every  modulation  of  the  voice  was  so  perfectly  timed,  that,  without 
being  interested  in  the  subject,  one  could  not  help  being  pleased 
with  the  discourse,  —  a  pleasuie  of  much  tlie  same  kind  as  that 
received  from  an  excellent  piece  of  music.' 

The  basis  of  the  singular  dominion  which  was  thus  exercised  by 
^Tiitfield  during  a  period  equal  to  that  assigned  by  ordinary  cal- 
culation for  the  continuance  of  human  life,  would  repay  a  more 
careful  iuvestigation  than  we  have  space  or  leisure  to  attempt. 
Amongst  subordinate  influences,  the  faintest  of  all  is  that  whicli 
may  have  been  occasionally  exercised  over  the  more  refined  mem- 
bers of  his  congregations  by  the  romantic  scenery  in  which  they 
assembled.  The  tears  shaping  '  white  gutters  down  the  black  faces 
of  the  colliers,  black  as  they  came  out  of  the  coal-pits,'  were  cer- 
tainly not  abed  under  any  overwhelming  sense  of  the  pichiresque, 
but  the  preacher  himself  felt  and  courted  this  excitement.  *  The 
open  firmament  above  me,  the  prospect  of  the  adjacent  fields,'  '  to 
which  sometimes  was  added  the  solemnity '  '  of  the  approaching 
evening,'  was,  he  says, '  almost  too  much  for  me.'     But  a  far  n 
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effectual  resource  was  found  in  the  art  of  diverting  into  a  new  and 
unexpected  channel,  the  excited  feelings  of  a  multitude  already 
brought  together  for  purposes  the  most  strangely  contrasted  to  his 
own.  Journeying  to  Wales,  he  passes  over  Hampton  Common,  and 
finds  himself  surrounded  by  twelve  thousand  people  collected  to 
see  a  man  hung  in  chains,  and  an  extempore  pulpit  is  immediately 
provided  within  sight  of  this  deplorable  objects  On  another  similar 
occasion,  the  wretched  culprit  was  permitted  to  steal  an  hour  from 
the  eternity  before  him,  while  listening,  or  seeming  to  listen,  to  a 
sermon  delivered  by  Whitfield  to  himself,  and  to  the  spectators  of 
his  approaching  doom.  He  reaches  Basingstoke,  when  the  inh^ 
bitants  are  engaged  in  all  the  festivities  of  a  country  fair,^d  thus 
records  the  use  he  made  of  so  tempting  an  opportunity.  ^  As  I 
passed  on  horseback  I  saw  the  stage,  and  as  I  rode  further  I  met 
divers  coming  to  the  revel,  which  affected  me  so  much,  that  I  had 
no  rest  in  my  spirit^  and  therefore  having  asked  counsel  of  God, 
and  perceiving  an  unusual  warmth  and  power  enter  my  soul,  though 
I  was  gone  above  a  mile,  I  could  not  bear  to  see  so  many  dear  souls 
for  whom  Christ  had  died  ready  to  perish,  and  no  minister  or  magis- 
trate interpose ;  iipon  this,  I  told  my  dear  fellow-travellers  that  I 
was  resolved  to  follow  the  example  of  Howell  Harris  in  Wales,  and 
bear  my  testimony  against  such  lying  vanities,  let  the  consequences 
to  my  own  private  person  be  what  they  would.  They  immediately 
assenting,  I  rode  back  to  the  town,  got  upon  the  stage  erected  for 
the  wrestlers,  and  began  to  show  them  the  error  of  their  ways.' 

The  often^told  tale  of  Whitfield's  controversy  with  the  Merry- 
Andrew  at  Moorfields,  still  more  curiously  illustrates  the  skill  and 
intrepidity  with  which  he  contrived  to  divert  to  his  own  ends  an 
excitement  running  at  high  tide  in  the  opposite  direction.  The 
following  is  an  extract  from  his  own  narrative  of  the  encounter. 

*  For  many  .years,  from  one  end  of  Moorfields  to  the  other,  booths 
of  all  kinds  have  been  erected  for  mountebanks,  players,  puppet- 
shows,  and  such  like.  With  a  heart  bleeding  with  compassion  for 
so  many  thousands  led  captive  by  the  devil  at  his  wiU,  on  Whit- 
Monday,  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  attended  by  a  large  congre- 
gation of  praying  people,  I  ventured  to  lift  up  a  standard  amongst 
them,  in  the  name  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth*  Perhaps  there  were 
about  ten  thousand  in  waiting,  not  for  me,  but  for  Satan's  instru- 
ments to  amuse  them.  Grlad  was  I  to  find  that  I  had  for  once,  as 
it  were,  got  the. start  of  the  devil.  I  mounted  my  field  pulpit; 
almost  all  flocked  immediately  around  it;  I  preached  on  these 
words — "As  Moses  lifted  up  the  serpent  in  the  wilderness,"  &c. 
They  gazed,  they  listened,  they  wept,  and  I  believe  that  many  felt 
themselves  stung  with  the  deep  conviction  for  their  past  sins.  All 
was  hushed  and  solemn.     Being  thus  encouraged,  }  ventured  out 
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again  at  noon.  The  wliole  fields  seemed,  in  a  bad  sense  of  tlie- 
word,  all  white,  ready  not  for  the  Redeemer's,  but  for  Beelzebub's 
harvest  All  bis  agents  were  in  full  motion.  Drummers,  trum- 
peters. Merry- Andrews,  masters  of  puppet-shoWs,  exhibitions  of 
wild  beasts,  players,  &c,  &c.  all  busy  in  entertaining  their  respective 
auditors.  I  suppose  there  could  not  be  less  than  twenty  or  thirty 
thousand  people.  My  pulpit  was  fixed  on  the  opposite  side,  and 
imtDediately,  to  their  great  mortification,  they  found  the  number  of 
their  attendants  sadly  lessened.  Judging  that,  like  St.  Pan),  I 
should  now  be  called,  as  it  were,  to  fight  with  beasts  at  Epbesiis,  I 
preaehed  from  these  words,  "Great  is  Diana  of  the  Ephesians." 
You  majt  easily  guess  that  there  was  some  noise  among  the  crafts- 
men, and  that  I  was  honoured  with  having  a  few  stones,  dirt,  rotten 
^ga,  and  pieces  of  dead  cats  thrown  at  me,  whilst  engaged  in  call- 
ing them  from  their  favourite  but  lying  vanities.  My  soul  was" 
indeed  among  lions,  but  far  the  greatest  part  of  my  congregption, 
which  was  very  large,  seemed  for  a  while  turned  into  lambs.  This 
iSatan  could  not  brook.  One  of  bis  choicest  sei-vanta  was  exhibiting, 
trumpeting  on  a  large  stage,  but  as  soon  as  the  people  saw  me  in 
my  black  robes  and  my  pulpit,  I  think  all  to  a  man  left  him  and 
ran  to  me.  For  a  while  I  was  enabled  to  lift  up  my  voice  like 
a  trumpet,  and  many  heard  the  joyful  sound.  God's  people  kept 
praying,  and  the  enemy's  agents  made  a  kind  of  roaring  at  some 
distance  from  our  camp.  At  length  they  approached  near,  and  the 
Merry-Andrew  got  up  on  a  man's  shoulders,  and,  advancing  near 
the  pulpit,  attempted  to  slash  me  with  a  long  heavy  whip  several 
times,  but  always  \vith  the  violence  of  his  motion  tumbled  down. 
I  think  I  continued  in  praying,  preaching,  and  singing  (for  the 
noise  was  too  great  to  preach)  for  about  three  hours.  We  then 
retired  to  the  Tabernacle,  with  ray  pockets  full  of  notes  from  per- 
sona brought  under  concern,  and  read  them  amidst  the  praises  and 
spiritual  acclamations  of  thousands.  Three  hundred  and  fifty 
awakened  souls  were  received  in  one  day,  and  I  believe  the  number 
of  notes  exceeded  a  thousand.' 

The  propensity  to  mirth  which,  in  common  with  all  men  of 
Tobust  mental  constitution,  Whitfield  possessed  in  an  unusual 
degree,  was,  like  everything  else  belonging  to  him,  compelled  to 
minister  to  the  interest  and  success  of  his  preaching ;  but,  however 
much  his  plensantries  may  attest  the  alacrity  of  bis  mind,  it  would 
be  difficult  to  assign  them  any  other  praise.  Oscillating  in  spirit 
as  well  as  in  body,  between  Drury  I^ane  and  the  Tabernacle, 
Shuter,  the  comedian,  attended  in  Tottenham  Court  Road  during 
the  run  of  his  successful  performance  of  the  character  of  Ramble, 
and  was  greeted  with  -the  following  apostrophe,  — '  and  thou,  poor 
Ramble,  who  taat  so  long  rambled  from  Him,  come  tbou  also. 
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Oh!  end  thy  ramblings^  and  come  to  Jesus,'     The  preacher  in 
this  instance  descended  not  a  little  below  the  level  of  the  player. 

In  the  eighteenth  century  the  crown  of  martyrdom  was  a  prize 
for  which  Koman  Catholics  alone  were  permitted  to  contend,  and 
Whitfield  was  unable  to  gain  the  influence  which  he  would  have 
derived  from  the  stake,  from  a  prison,  or  a  confiscation.  Conscious, 
however,  of  the  importance  of  such  sufiFerings,  he  persuaded  him- 
self, and  desii'ed  to  convince  the  world,  that  he  had  to  endure 
them.  The  Bishops  were  persecutors,  because  they  repelled  with 
some  acrimony  his  attacks  on  their  authority  and  reputation. 
The  mob  were  persecutors,  because  they  pelted  a  man  who 
insisted  on  their  hearing  him  preach  when  they  wanted  to  see 
a  bear  dance,  or  a  conjuror  eat  fire.  A  magistrate  was  a  per- 
secutor, because  he  summoned  him  to  appear  on  an  unfounded 
charge,  and  then  dismissed  him  on  his  own  recognizance.  He 
gloried  with  better  reason  in  the  contemptuous  language  with 
which  he  was  assailed,  even  by  the  more  decorous  of  his  opponents, 
and  in  the  ribaldries  of  Foote  and  BickerstaflF.  He  would  gladly 
have  partaken  of  the  doom  of  Sogers  and  Ridley,  if  his  times  had 
permitted,  and  his  cause  required  it ;  but  the  fires  of  Smithfield 
were  put  out,  and  the  exasperated  Momus  of  the  fair,  with  his 
long  whip,  alone  remained  to  do  the  appropriate  honours  of  the 
feast  of  St.  Bartholomew. 

There  are  extant  seventy-five  of  the  sermons  by  which  Whitfield 
agitated  nations,  and  the  more  remote  influence  of  which  is  still 
distinctly  to  be  traced,  in  the  popular  divinity  and  in  the  national 
character  of  Great  Britain  and  of  the  United  States.  They  have, 
however,  fallen  into  neglect ;  for  to  win  permanent  acceptance  for 
a  book,  into  which  the  principles  of  life  were  not  infused  by  its 
autlior,  is  a  miracle  which  not  even  the  zeal  of  religious  proselytes 
can  accomplish.  Yet,  inferior  as  were  his  inventive  to  his  his- 
trionic powers,  Whitfield  is  entitled  to  a  place  among  theological 
writers;  which,  if  it  cannot  challenge  admiration,  may  at  least 
excite  and  reward  curiosity.  Many,  and  those  by  far  the  worst, 
of  his  discourses  bear  the  marks  of  careful  preparation.  Take  at 
liazard  a  sermon  of  one  of  the  preachers  usually  distinguished  as 
evangelical,  add  a  little  to  its  length,  and  subtract  a  great  deal 
from  its  point  and  polish,  and  you  have  one  of  his  more  elaborate 
performances ; — common-place  topics  discussed  in  a  common-place 
way ;  a  respectable  mediocrity  of  thought  and  style ;  endless  varia- 
tions on  one  or  two  cardinal  truths ;  —  in  short,  the  task  of  a 
clerical  Saturday  evening,  executed  with  piety,  good  sense,  and 
exceeding  sedateness.  But  open  one  of  that  series  of  Whitfield's 
sermons  which  bears  the  stamp  of  having  been  conceived  and 
uttered  at  the  same  moment^  and  imagine  it  recited  to  myriads  of 
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eager  linteners  witb  every  charm  of  voice  and  gesture,  and  the 
secret  of  liis  unrivalled  fascination  is  at  least  partially  disclosed. 
He  places  himself  on  terms  of  intimacy  and  unreserved  confidence 
with  you,  and  makes  it  almost  as  difficult  to  decline  the  invitatiou 
to  his  familiar  talk  as  if  Montaigne  himself  had  issued  it.  The 
egotism  is  amusing,  affectionate,  and  warm-hearf«d ;  with  just  tbai 
slight  infusion  of  aelf-importaace  without  which  it  would  pass  for 
affectation.  In  thia  art  of  rhetoric,  personification  holds  the  first 
place ;  and  the  pjvsopopceia  is  bo  managed  as  to  quicken  ab- 
stractfons  into  life  aud  to  give  them  individuality  and  distinctnesa 
without  the  use  of  any  of  those  spaeraodio  and  distorted  Images 
which  obey  the  incantations  of  vulgar  rhetoricians.  Every  trace 
of  study  and  contrivance  is  obliterated  by  the  hearty  earnestness 
which  pervades  each  successive  period,  and  by  the  vernacular  and 
homely  idioms  in  which  his  meaning  is  convey&i.  The  recollection 
of  William  Cobhett  will  obtrude  itself  on  the  reader  of  these 
discourses,  though  the  remembrance  of  the  sturdy  athlete  of  the 
*  Political  Register,'  with  his  sophistry  and  his  sarcasm,  his  drollery 
and  his  irascible  vigour,  sorely  disturbs  the  sacred  emotions  which 
it  was  the  one  object  of  the  preacher  to  awaken.  And  it  is  in  thia_ 
grandeur  and  singleness  of  purpose  that  the  charm  of  Wliitfield's 
preaching  seems  really  to  have  consisted.  You  feel  that  you  h.ivo 
to  do  with  a  man  who  lived  aud  spoke,  and  who  would  gladly  have 
died,  to  deter  his  hearers  from  the  path  of  destruction,  and  to 
guide  them  to  holiness  and  to  peace.  His  gossiping  stories  and 
dramatic  forms  of  speech  are  never  employed  to  dissipate  the 
awful  emotions  which  he  proposes  to  excite.  Conscience  is  not 
permitted  to  6nd  an  intoxicating  draught  iu  spiritual  excitement, 
or  a  narcotic  in  glowing  imagery.  Guilt  and  its  punishment, 
pardon  and  spotless  purity,  death  aud  an  eternal  existence,  stand 
out  in  bold  rehef  on  every  page.  From  these  the  eye  of  the 
teacher  is  never  withdrawn,  and  to  these  the  attention  of  the  hearer 
is  riveted.  All  that  is  poetic,  grotesque,  or  rapturous  is  employed 
to  deepen  these  impressions,  and  is  dismissed  as  soon  as  that 
design  is  answered.  Deficient  in  learning,  meagre  in  thought,  aud 
redundant  in  language  as  are  these  discourses,  they  yet  fullil  the 
one  great  condition  of  genuine  eloquence.  They  propagate  their 
own  kindly  warmth,  and  leave  their  stings  behind  them. 

The  enumeration  of  the  sources  of  Whitfield's  power  is  still 
essentially  defective.  Neither  energy,  nor  eloquence,  nor  histrionic 
talents,  nor  any  artifices  of  style,  nor  the  most  genuine  sincerity 
and  self-de voted ness,  nor  all  these  luiited,  would  have  enabled  hina 
to  mould  the  religious  character  of  millions  in  his  own  and  future 
generations.     The  secret  lies  deeper,  though  not  very  deep. 
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consisted  in  the  nature  of  the  theology  he  taught —  in  its  perfect 
simplicity  and  universal  application.  His  thirty  or  forty  thousand 
sermons  were  but  so  many  variations  on  two  key-notes.  Man  is 
guilty,  and  may  obtain  forgiveness ;  he  is  immortal,  and  must 
ripen  here  for  endless  weal  or  woe  hereafter.  Expanded  into 
innumerable  forms,  and  diversified  by  infinite  varieties  of  illus'- 
trations,  these  two  cardinal  principles  were  ever  in  his  heart  and 
on  his  tongue.  Let  who  would  invoke  poetry  to  embellish  the 
Christian  system,  or  philosophy  to  penetrate  its  depths,  from  his 
lips  it  was  delivered  as  an  awful  and  urgent  summons  to  repent,  to 
believe,  and  to  obey.  To  give  orders  on  ship-board  in  a  tempest 
in  the  cadences  of  Haydn,  or  in  all  the  categories  of  Aristotle,  would 
have  seemed  to  him  not  a  whit  more  preposterous  than  to  divert  his 
hearers  from  their  danger  and  their  reftige,  their  duties  and  their 
hopes,  to  any  topics  more  trivial  or  more  abstruse.  In  fine,  he 
was  thoroughly  and  continually  in  earnest,  and,  therefore,  possessed 
that  tension  of  the  soul  which  admitted  neither  of  lassitude  nor  re- 
laxation. Few  and  familiar  as  were  the  topics  to  which  he  was 
confined,  his  was  that  state  of  mind  in  which  alone  eloquence, 
properly  so  called,  can  be  bom,  and  a  moral  and  intellectual 
sovereignty  acquired. 

The  effects  of  Whitfield's  labours  on  succeeding  times  have  been 
thrown  into  the  shade  by  the  more  brilliant  fortunes  of  the 
Ecclesiastical  Dynasty  of  which  Wesley  was  at  once  the  founder,  the 
lawgiver,  and  the  head.  Yet  a  large  proportion  of  the  American 
Churches,  and  that  great  body  of  the  Chiirch  of  England,  which, 
assuming  the  title  of  *  Evangelical,'  has  been  refused  that  of 
*  Orthodox,'  may  trace  back  their  spiritual  genealogy  by  regular 
descent  from  him.  It  appears,  indeed,  that  there  are  among  them 
acme  who,  for  having  disavowed  this  ancestry,  have  brought  them- 
selves within  the  swing  of  Mr.  Philip's  club.  To  rescue  them,  if  it 
were  possible,  fi*om-the  bruises  which  they  have  provoked,  would 
be  to  arrest  the  legitimate  march  of  penal  justice.  The  consan- 
guinity is  attested  by  historical  records,  and  by  the  strongest 
family  resemblance.  The  quarterings  of  Whitfield  are  entitled  to 
a  conspicuous  place  in  the  *  Evangelical '  scutcheon  ;  and  they  who 
bear  it  are  not  wise  in  being  ashamed  of  the  blazonry. 

If  the  section  of  the  Chiurch  of  England  which  usually  bears  that 
title,  be  properly  so  distinguished,  there  can  be  no  impropriety  in 
(l(isignating  as  her  four  Evangelists  John  Newton,  Thomas  Scott, 
Joseph  Milner,  and  Henry  Venn.  Newton  held  himself  forth,  and 
was  celebrated  by  others,  as  the  great  living  example  of  the  re- 
generating efficacy  of  the  principles  of  his  school.  Scott  was  their 
interpreter  of  Holy  Scripture,  Milner  their  ecclesiastical  historian. 
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Yeiin  their  Bystematic  teacher  of  the  whole  Chrietian  inBtitutee.  Its 
some  respects  these  men  cloaelj  resembled  each  other,  A  cert^uol 
sturdineBH  of  character  and  intrepidity  of  mind  belonged  to  tbeifll 
all.  They  all  possessed  that  free,  flowing,  and  inartificial  style  iin 
which  a  full  man  pours  out  the  mature  results  of  his  studies  &aaM 
meditations.  Each  of  them  was,  to  a  considerable  extrait,  self*^ 
educated.  As  soon  as  he  had  made  good  any  position  in  tlieology,W 
each  of  them  was  accustomed  to  retain  it  firmly  as  a  post  in  advanc^« 
or  basis  for  fiuther  conqueets  of  the  same  kind.  And,  after  effecting^ 
many  such  couquests,  they  all  reached  and  adhered  to  that  system  J 
of  divinity,  which  has  so  long  arrested  the  corruption,  and  preventedB 
the  fall  of  our  Elizabethan  cliurch  economy.  But  though  in  contactn 
at  these  points,  they  were  directly  antithetical  to  each  other  atS 
many  more,  fl 

In  the  year  1736  John  Newtoo,  then  a  boy  in  his  twelfth  year,  fl 
commenced  a  seafaring  life  in  a  merchant  vessel  under  the  command  1 
of  his  father,  a  master  mariner.     His  mother  was  then  dead.     She  ■! 
had  given  much  religious  instruction  to  her  son,  and  had  bequeathed  1 
to   him  the  inheritance  of  many  blessings,  and   of  many  prayerfl.l 
These  maternal  cu-es  yielded  at  length  an  abundant  harvest ;  hut  M 
their  immediate  fruits  were  harsh  and  premature.     '  I  took  up,'  he 
says,   '  and  laid  aside  a  religious  profession,  three  or  four  times 
before  I  was  sixteen  years  old.      I  spent  the  greater  part  of  eveiy 
day  in  reading  the  Sci'iptures,  in  meditation,  and   in  prayer. 
fasted  often,  I  even  abstained  from  animal  food  for  three  months.  1 
I  would  hardly  answer  a  question,  for  fear  of  speaking  an  idle  -j 
word.' 

From  tills  state  of  mind,  which  he  afterwards  condemned  ss   | 
'  gloomy,  stupid,   unsociable,   and  useless,'  Newton  passed  by  i 
easy  transition  to  scepticism.     The  faith  of  the  young  ascetic  was   ] 
overthrown  by  a  stray  volume  of  the  '  Characteristics.'   By  a  second  j 
nnd  equally  natural  revolution  the   '  Rhapsodies'  of  Shaftsbnry  ] 
made  way  for  other  raptures  of  a  more  sublunary  kind.     As  he  I 
joiuTieyed  to  join  his  ship  in  the   Thames,  Newton   formed  an  { 
acquaintance  with  Mary  Catlett,  a  Kentish  maiden  in  her  fourteenth  I 
year,  for  whose  fiiir  sake  he  abandoned  bis  voyage,  and  the  prospects 
it  held  out  to  him  of  an  advantageous  settlement  in  the  West 
Indies.     '  The  world '  was  once  '  well  lost  for  love,'  and  at  the  same 
shrine  the  sailor  boy  sacrificed  the  management  of  a  plantation  in 
Jamaica.     He  received,  in  return,  a  romance,  composed  by  Hope    , 
and  embellished  by  Imagination,  of  a  minority  to  be  passed  by  4 
himself  and  Mary  Catlett  on  the  same  side  of  the  broad  Atlantic.  I 
lieleutleas  fate  destroyed  the  fiction  and  postponed  their  uuioa  I 
until   Newton   had   consumed   seven   dark   and   dismal  years 
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frequent  and  protracted  exiles.  *  During  the  whole  of  that  time, 
he  assures  us,  *  she  was  never  absent  for  a  single  hour  from  his 
waking  thoughts.'  When  occasionally  resident  in  England,  in 
the  brief  intervals  of  these  early  voyages,  he  performed  some- 
times twice,  and  always  once,  in  each  week,  a  pilgrimage  of  many 
miles  to  Shooter's  Hill,  there  to  gaze,  not  indeed  on  the  house  in 
which  she  dwelt,  for  that  was  still  far  away,  but  on  the  country 
towards  which  her  eyes  might  perhaps  be  directed  at  the  same 
moment  I 

Before  the  close  of  his  septennial  banishment  our  nautical 
Oroondates  made  one  visit  to  the  actual  abode  of  the  enchantress, 
when,  in  obedience  to  the  spell,  he  again  permitted  his  ship  to  put 
to  sea  without  him.  The  penalty  was  immediate  and  severe.  On 
reaching  the  port  at  which  he  ought  to  have  embarked,  he  was 
pressed  into  the  King's  service,  and  sent  on  board  the  *  Harwich,'  a 
ship  of  war  then  under  sailing  orders  for  the  East  Indies.  Even 
this  disaster  soon  assumed  a  comparatively  smiling  aspect.  Struck 
with  Newton's  intelligence  and  addi*es8,  his  captain  rated  him  on 
the  ship's  books  as  a  midshipman,  and  thus  laid  open  to  him  the 
path  to  preferment,  and  perhaps  to  martial  renown.  But  his  heart 
was  with  his  idol.  In  the  hope  of  another  interview  with  her  he 
effected  his  escape,  and  on  his  recapture  was  reduced  to  the  rank  of 
a  common  seaman.  It  was  with  a  fierce  resentment  that  he  surren- 
dered himself  up  to  this  degradation.  *  I  was,'  he  says,  *  as  miserable 
on  all  hands  as  could  well  be  imagined.'  *  My  heart  was  filled  with 
the  most  excruciating  passions,  eager  desires,  bitter  rage,  and  black 
despair.  Every  hour  exposed  me  to  some  new  insult  and  hardship, 
with  no  hope  of  relief  or  mitigation*  Whether  I  looked  inward  or 
outward  I  could  perceive  nothing  but  darkness  and  misery.  I  kept 
my  eyes  fixed  upon  the  English  shore,  till,  the  ship's  distance  in- 
creasing, it  insensibly  disappeared,  and  when  I  could  see  it  no 
longer  I  was  tempted  to  throw  myself  into  the  sea,  which,  according 
to  the  wicked  system  I  had  adopted,  would  put  an  end  to  my 
sorrows  at  once.' 

The  wholesome  discipline  of  His  Majesty's  ship  *  Harwich,'  how- 
ever deeply  abhorred  by  Newton,  seems  not  to  have  been  altogether 
unprofitable  to  him.  He  had  acquired  a  certain  respect  for  his  own 
good  name,  but  his  conduct  was  such  that  he  was  readily  permitted 
to  exchange  into  a  merchant  ship,  which  they  found  lying  at 
JMadeira,  on  her  way  to  the  coast  of  Africa.  *  While  passing  from 
one  ship  to  the  other,  one  reason  why  he  rejoiced  in  the  change 
(such  is  his  o\vn  statement)  was,  that  he  might  now  be  as  abandoned 
as  he  pleased  without  any  controversy ;  and  from  this  time,'  he  says, 
*  I  was  exceedingly  vile  indeed,  little,  if  anything,  short  of  that 
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animated  description  of  an  almost  irrecoverable  state^  which  we 
have  in  2  Peter,  iL  14.* 

On  his  arrival  on  the  Gold  Coast,  Newton  became  the  overseer 
of  one  of  those  depots  of  slaves  which  were  then,  as  now,  main- 
tained at  the  mouths  of  the  great  African  rivers,  for  the  immediate 
and  cheap  supply  of  that  article  of  commerce  to  the  traders  resort- 
ing thither.  But  he  sank  into  a  bondage  only  less  deplorable  than 
that  of  his  captives.  The  power  of  his  master  and  of  his  master's 
concubine  over  him  was  absolute,  and  their  tyranny  intolerable. 
Sick  and  despised,  half  naked,  and  half  starved,  he  dragged  out  a 
wretched  existence,  feeding  on  hsh,  which  he  could  not  catch 
without  extreme  peril,  and  which,  when  caught,  he  was  unable  to 
dress,  and  often  exposed  without  shelter  in  the  rainy  season,  during 
forty  successive  hours,  to  the  inclemency  of  that  fearful  climate. 
As  he  traversed  the  shore  from  one  pestilential  estuary  to  another, 
the  imhappy  outcast  would  have  been  as  destitute  of  solace  from 
within  as  from  without,  had  it  not  happened  that  a  copy  of 
Barrow^s  Euclid  had  stuck  by  him  in  all  his  wanderings,  and,  while 
he  traced  the  diagrams  on  the  sand,  and  revolved  the  demonstra- 
tion, his  sorrows  took  a  temporary  flight. 

Better,  or,  at  least,  less  painful  days  arrived.  Newton  was 
transferred  to  another  master,  who  admitted  him  to  a  share  in  his 
slave  factory.  *  And  now,'  he  says,  *  I  was  decently  clothed  and 
lived  in  plenty,  business  flourished,  and  oiu-  employer  was  satisfied, 
and  here  I  began  to  be  wretch  enough  to  think  myself  happy.  In 
the  language  of  the  country,  the  white  man  was  growing  black,' — 
that  is,  he  was  learning  to  contract  and  to  satiate  his  desires  within 
the  narrow  range  of  those  sensual  gratifications  which  lay  at  his 
command.  From  such  happiness  he  was  opportunely  rescued  by 
the  appearance  off  the  coast  of  a  ship  from  Liverpool,  the  owner  of 
which,  Mr.  Annesty,  a  friend  of  his  family,  had  directed  the  master 
to  in(iuire  for  him  among  the  slave-traders  in  those  parts,  and,  if 
possible,  to  effect  his  deliverance.  Eeluctantly,  and  not  without 
the  practice  by  the  master  of  some  cajolery,  Newton  was  persuaded 
to  return  home,  and,  after  incurring  the  perils  of  the  sea  in  their 
utmost  terrors,  he  reached  the  North  of  Ireland  in  the  year  1748. 

This  he  regards  as  the  epoch  of  his  reformation,  and  as  the  com- 
mencement of  the  happier  portion  of  his  life.  In  a  ship,  with  the 
command  of  which  he  was  entrusted  by  Mr.  Annesty,  he  made  four 
slave-trading  voyages  to  the  coast  of  Africa.  After  the  completion 
of  the  first  voyage,  he  married  Mary  Catlett.  After  the  completion 
of  the  /ourth,  he  was  compelled  by  a  dangerous  illness  to  exchange 
his  seafaring  ptu'snits  for  the  office  of  a  landing  waiter  in  tJie 
customs  at  Liverpool,  for  which  also  he  was  indebted  to  the  zealous 
and  per.severiii<jj  friendship  of  Mr.  Annesty. 
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A  still  more  momentous  change  was  at  hand.  It  had  been  the 
cherished  hope  of  Newton's  pious  mother  that  he  might  become  a 
faithful  minister  of  the  Gospel,  and  many  circumstances  concurred 
to  bring  about  the  full,  though  tardy,  accomplishment  of  her 
prayer.  However  dissolute  and  profane  he  had  been  in  his  passage 
from  youth  to  manhood,  the  impressions  of  her  devout  cares  for 
him  had  never  been  wholly  obliterated  from  his  mind ;  and  he  had 
been  fortunate  in  his  childhood  in  a  schoolmaster  of  the  true  Busby 
breed,  from  whose  lips  and  vigorous  right  ann  he  had  received 
other  and  more  severe  lessons,  which  he  never  had  entirely  for- 
gotten. To  that  inflexible  pedagogue  he  was  indebted  for  his 
soothing  intercourse  with  Euclid  on  the  sea-shore  in  Africa,  and  for 
the  company  of  Horace,  of  Livy,  of  Erasmus,  and  of  Casimir  on  his 
subsequent  voyages  to  the  same  coast.  To  his  mother  he  owed  a 
taste  for  the  Bible,  and  for  books  of  devotion,  which  in  due  time 
expelled  the  pagan  poets  from  his  cabin.  Old  ocean  probably 
never  before  or  since  floated  such  another  slave  ship.  On  board  of 
her,  indeed,  were  to  be  seen  all  the  ordinary  phenomena.  Packed 
together  like  herrings,  stifled,  sick,  and  broken-hearted,  the  negroes 
in  that  aquatic  Pandemonium  died  after  making  fritile  attempts  at 
insurrection.  But,  separated  by  a  single  plank  from  his  victims, 
the  voice  of  their  gaoler  might  be  heard,  day  by  day,  conducting 
the  prayers  of  his  ship's  company,  singing  a  devout  imitation  of  his 
own,  of  the  verses  of  Propertius  (*  tu  mihi  curarum  requies,'  &c.), 
and,  as  he  assures  us,  experiencing  on  his  last  voyage  to  Guinea 
*  sweeter  and  more  frequent  hours  of  divine  communion  '  than  he 
had  ever  elsewhere  known. 

From  these  devotional  exercises,  Newton  passed  into  much 
religious  society  in  the  West  Indies,  and  in  what  was  then  British 
North  America.  There  he  became  acquainted  with  George  Whit- 
field, *  whose  ministry,'  he  says,  *  was  exceedingly  useful  to  him.' 
Still  more  useful  were  his  leisure,  and  his  solitary  studies,  at 
Liverpool.  In  the  custom-house,  at  that  town,  he  made  such 
progress  in  Hebrew  and  in  Greek,  as  to  be  able  to  read  the 
originals  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and,  if  we  can  rely  on  his  own 
assurance,  he  there  became  acquainted  *  with  the  best  writers  in 
divinity,  in  Latin,  French,  and  English.'  If  Hooker  was  of  the 
number  of  those  *  best  writers,'  he  found  a  refractory  pupil  in  John 
Newton.  He  became  an  absolute  latitudinarian  on  all  points  of 
ecclesiastical  polity.  After  making  *some  small  attempts'  as  a 
Nonconformist,  *  in  a  way  of  preaching  and  expounding,'  he  was 
much  disposed  to  join  the  Protestant  Dissenters  altogether.  He 
esteemed  it  a  matter  of  very  little,  if  of  any,  importance,  with 
what  outward  ceremonial  he  might  officiate,  or  in  what  Christian 
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society.  His  one  solicitude  was  to  find  'a.  public  oppoi'tunity  (fl 
testify  the  riches  of  Divine  grace,  tLinking  that  be  was,  abovS 
most  living,  a  Bt  person  to  proclaim  that  faithful  saying,  thnM 
Christ  Jesus  came  into  the  world  to  save  tJie  cliief  of  Kinnere.'         fl 

After  some  delay,  he  was  enabled  to  gratify  tliis  desire  by  tbfl 
counsels,  and  by  the  united  influence,  of  Kichard  Cecil,  of  the  Eoifl 
of  Dartmouth,  and  of  Young,  the  author  of  the  '  Night  ThougbtoS 
They  not  only  induced  him  to  seek,  but  enabled  him  to  find,  atifl 
mission  as  a  pastor  in  the  episcopal  fold,  In  bis  thirty-ninth  yea|l 
he  became  at  once  a  deacon  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  curatiM 
of  the  pariah  and  town  of  Olney,  in  Buckinghamahire,  ]fl 

At  Olney,  Newton  composed  and  published  many  sermons  an^| 
religious  letters,  some  spiritual  exercises  in  verse,  and  a  briejS 
survey  of  Ecclesiastical  History.  There  also  he  formed  thaU 
fnendsbip  which  the  genius  of  Cowper  ha.s  immortalised;  becam^S 
the  friend  and  almoner  of  John  Thornton,  the  munificent;  an^l 
contributed  largely  to  form  and  to  mature  the  theological  syste^djl 
of  Thomas  Scott,  the  commentator.  At  Olney,  also,  he  himselB 
laboured  to  inculcate  that  system,  but  with  no  happy  issue.  Aftei^ 
a  continuance  there  of  sixteen  years,  he  acknowledged,  and  d&il 
plored,  his  inability  to  restrain  the  'gross  licentiousness'  of  bin 
followers  '  on  particular  occasions,'  and  was  at  length  driven  awayfl 
'  by  the  incorrigible  spirit  prevailing  in  the  parish,  which  he  had  son 
long  laboured  to  reform.'  M 

He  was  indebted  to  John  Thornton  for  a  place  of  refuge  froma 
Olney,  and  for  a  station  of  far  greater  prominence.  He  becamarfl 
the  rector  of  St.  Mary  Woolnotb,  Lombard  Street,  in  the  city  ofj 
London,  where  he  continued  till  the  year  1807,  when  he  diectl 
in  the  eighty-third  year  of  hia  age,  in  the  twenty-seventh  of  hial 
incumbency  of  that  church,  and  in  the  forty-third  of  his  ministry,  fl 

The  animal  homo,   male  or  female,  is  always  found  in  a  d&JM 
fective,  crude,  and  distorted  state,  imless  when  exhibiting,  in  IiiM 
or  her  character,  a  certain  fusion  and  reconcilement  of  the  di»^ 
tinctive  qualities  of  either  sex.      A  tearless,   cheerless,   pitileam 
world  this  globe  of  ours  would  have  been,  if,  according  to  the  wishM 
ascribed  to  oiu:  first  progenitor,  bis  race  could  have  been  per^^ 
petuated  without  the  intervention  of  Eve  or  of  her  daught«ra! 
A  world  in  which  love,  hate,  zeal,  hope,  coiunge,  and  every  othw 
active  passion  woulil  have  burnt  fiercely  and  blazed  brilliantly; 
but  where  sensibibty,  fear,   compassion,  modesty,   sympathy,  and 
all  the  other  passive  emotions,  would  have  been  wanting  to  coun- 
teract and  mitigate  the  flame  I      A  world  iu  which  Uie  lawless   i 
many  would  have  been  a  band  of  homicides,  and  in   which  thd  | 
heroical   few   would   have   borne  a  strong   resemblance  to  John  I 
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Newton,  the  sailor,  the  slave-trader,  the  author,  and  the  rector  of 
St.  Mary  Woolnoth.  His  strength  and  his  weakness  alike  con- 
sisted in  the  strange  predominance  of  the  male  above  the  female 
elements  of  his  nature. 

In  his  own  age  and  coimtry  few  ministers  of  the  Gospel  oc- 
cupied a  more  conspicuous  station,  or  exercised  a  more  extensive 
influence.  But  he  attained  that  eminence  by  asserting  for  himself 
a  distinction  which  nothing  but  the  most  absolute  rridscularity 
could  have  challenged.  It  was  the  distinction  of  having  emerged 
from  a  depth  of  moral  debasement  into  which  few  men  had  ever 
fallen,  and  from  which  scarcely  any  man  had  ever  been  restored. 
In  the  narrative  which  he  published  of  his  own  life,  he  had  the 
coiurage  to  describe  himself  as  having  been  *  the  willing  slave  of 
every  evil,  possessed  with  a  legion  of  unclean  spirits ; '  —  as  not 
only  '  having  sinned  with  a  high  hand  himself,  but  as  having  made 
it  his  study  to  tempt  and  seduce  others  upon  every  occasion  ;  very 
eagerly  seeking  occasion ; '  —  as  *  big  with  mischief,  and  like  one 
infected  with  a  pestilence,  capable  of  spreading  a  taint  wherever  he 
went ; '  —  as  *  shunned  and  despised,'  even  by  the  savages  among 
whom  he  lived,  *  and  aa  an  outcast  lying  in  his  blood.' 

When  Newton  indited  these  and  many  other  passages  of  equally 
bitter  self-condemnation,  he  certainly  neither  desired  nor  expected 
to  be  understood  by  his  readers  to  the  letter.  Pachydermatous  as 
he  was,  he  could  not  propose  to  draw  on  himself  either  the  abhor- 
rence, or  the  indignation,  or  even  the  distrust  of  the  world.  The 
wilful  and  deliberate  murder  of  one's  own  good  name,  is  a  crime 
unknown  in  the  catalogue  of  human  offences.  Such  a  felo-de-se 
would  be  ripe  for  any  other  felony.  What,  then,  suggested  these 
confessions,  and  what  was  the  meaning  which  the  writer  of  them 
really  designed  to  convey  ? 

They  were  certainly  not  the  product  of  that  voracious  vanity 
which  finds  its  account  even  in  self-crimination,  and  which  would 
rather  depict  the  vices,  faults,  and  follies  of  the  painter,  than  banish 
self  altogether  from  the  canvas.  This  canine  appetite  for  human 
sympathy  of  any  kind,  and  on  any  terms,  is  the  disease  of  men  tor- 
mented, like  Rousseau,  by  irritable  nerves  and  a  delicate  organisa- 
tion.    But  Newton  had  nerves  of  brass,  and  his  sinews  were  iron. 

Neither  is  it  credible  that  he  used  these  dark  colours  in  his  self- 
portraiture  in  order  to  win  the  praise  of  humility,  candour,  and 
tenderness  of  the  awakened  conscience.  The  veil  of  penitence  has, 
indeed,  been  sometimes  worn  for  this  purpose ;  and  there  have  not 
been  wanting  those  who  have  gratified  a  morbid  ambition  by 
appearing  in  public  in  the  white  sheet  falling  round  them  in 
graceful  folds,  and  arranged  as  an  ornamental  drapery.     But  from 
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the  very  bottom  of  his  manly  heart,  Newton  would  have  loathed  all 
mich  naiiseoiia  aSectatiotis.  He  had  not  a  thought  or  a  feeling  in 
common  with  Lord  Byron  and  his  imitators.  To  his  last  breatii, 
he  was  an  honest  downright  sailor,  who  always  employed  vhat 
Boemed  to  him  the  most  apt,  direct,  and  intelligible  words  to  express 
what  he  really  thought. 

And  such  was  doubtless  his  purpose  in  his  penitential  autobto* 
graphy.  Hia  mistake  waa  that  of  transferring  to  the  press  the  lan- 
guage of  the  oratory.  When  he  lifted  up  his  voice  in  the  market- 
place, and  when  he  went  into  hia  secret  chamber,  and  shut  to  the 
door,  his  style  was  still  the  same.  He  poured  out  the  language  o{ 
self-criroi nation  without  changing  a  word,  whether  he  addressed  the 
sacred  preeence  invoked  in  his  prayers,  or  the  coarse,  bad  world 
without.  Insensible  to  the  proprieties  of  places  and  of  times,  be 
coiUd  not  perceive  that  Truth  herself  ceases  to  be  true,  unless  slie 
ehapes  her  discourse  to  the  apprehension  of  her  audience.  Rightly 
judging  that,  in  the  retrospect  of  the  sins  of  his  youth,  he  could 
not  absfle  himself  too  much  when  bowing  down  before  the  Holiest, 
he  erroneously  inferred  that  it  was  impossible  to  exaggerate  hia 
guilt  when  addressing  his  fellow-sinners  on  the  same  melancholy 
theme.     Yet  no  danger  could  be  greater  or  more  evident. 

When  divested  of  all  colouring,  and  stated  in  plain  words,  the 
fact  appears  to  be  that,  in  his  seafaring  life,  from  his  seventeenth 
to  his  twenty-second  year,  Newton  was  irreligious  and  profane,  and 
wa-s  accustomed  to  violate  the  Seventh  Commandment  as  recklessly 
as  the  third ;  but  that,  even  in  those  evil  days,  he  was  habitually 
sober  and  scrupulously  honest.  At  a  later  period,  taking  the 
Scriptures  for  his  law,  and  the  evangelical  commentators  on  them 
for  his  counsellors,  he  might  well  look  hack  on  his  early  career  with 
profound  shame  and  with  the  deepest  consciousness  of  ill  desert. 
But,  when  he  confided  those  self-upbraidings  to  mankind  at  large 
in  language  so  contrite,  so  emphatic,  and  so  vague,  what  could  he 
reasonably  expect,  but  that  (deeming  it  altogether  inappropriate  to 
the  occasion,  if  referring  merely  to  the  impieties  and  debaucberiea 
of  a  very  young  sailor  when  surrounded  by  every  form  of  tempta- 
tion) the  world  would  adopt  one  of  two  theories  —  either  tliat  it 
referred  to  guilt,  of  which  any  more  precise  mention  would  have 
been  insufferable,  or  that  it  stood  on  the  same  level,  in  point  of 
sincerity,  with  the  penitential  emblazonments  of  William  Hunt- 
ington, *  Sinner  Saved,'  and  of  his  worshipful  fraternity  ?  By  what 
Method  were  Newton's  contemporaries  to  discover  that  the  voice 
which  reached  them  from  the  vicarage  of  Olney,  was  the  exact  echo 
of  his  solitary  devotions  there,  and  that  he  who  invited  them  to 
Htmnge  a  confidence,  was  neither  an  enormous  ti-ansgressor,  nor  an 
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actor  wearing  the  mask  of  contrition,  but  a  straightforward  sailor, 
who,  with  a  skin  as  thick  as  the  copper  sheathing  of  his  ship, 
laid  bare  the  recesses  of  his  conscience  with  as  little  squeamish- 
ness  as  he  would  have  thrown  open  her  hold  and  overhauled  her 
cargo. 

The  perfect  good  faith  with  which  the  penitent  confessed  himself 
to  his  readers,  is  sufficiently  proved  by  the  disappointment  which  he 
prepared  for  them  at  the  very  same  moment.  There  is  a  natiu-al 
history  of  religious  conversions.  It  commences  with  melancholy, 
advances  through  contrition  to  faith,  is  then  conducted  to  tran- 
quillity, and  after  a  while,  to  rapture,  and  subsides  at  length  into 
an  abiding  consolation  and  peace.  No  epoch  in  this  mental  pro- 
gress can  be  passed  over  by  the  narrator  of  any  such  change  with- 
out raising  some  suspicion  of  its  genuineness  in  those  who  have 
studied  the  human  heart,  rather  as  it  is  described  in  pious  books, 
than  as  it  works  in  pious  men.  But,  braving  all  such  suspicions 
and  strong  in  conscious  sincerity,  Newton  acknowledged,  without 
the  least  reserve,  that  he  had  overleapt  all  of  these  stages.  Hit 
heart  of  oak  had  been  rent  by  no  poignant  sorrow,  nor  had  it  been 
agitated  by  any  tumultuous  joy,  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of 
his  spiritual  course.  With  no  vehement  internal  conflict  whatever, 
he  shed  the  skin  of  a  dissolute  seaman,  and  sheltered  himself  in 
that  of  a  devout  clergyman.  He  gave  up  bad  habits  of  life  for  an 
infinitely  better  course,  with  abundant  good  sense,  seriousness,  and 
deliberation,  but  with  very  little  passion  or  excitement.  Ill  as  such 
an  anomaly  squared  with  the  prepossessions  of  those  for  whom  he 
wrote,  he  would  not  deviate  by  an  hair's  breadth  from  the  simple 
truth,  nor  affect  any  feeling  which  he  had  not  really  experienced, 
either  to  propitiate  the  good  will  of  his  teachers  or  disciples,  or  to 
do  homage  to  their  religious  theories. 

With  similar  hardihood  Newton  threw  the  broad  glare  of  day  into 
the  Arcana  of  his  most  sacred  human  affections.  He  had  loved 
Mary  Catlett  with  all  the  fervent  energy  of  truth.  He  depicted 
that  love  to  the  world  at  large,  with  all  the  unscrupulous  minute- 
ness of  fiction.  The  ardour  of  his  attachment  had  triumphed  over 
absence,  profligacy,  and  despair.  His  letters  to  her  throbbing  with 
every  pulse  of  that  emotion,  were,  during  his  own  lifetime,  on  sale 
at  the  book-stalls  I  She  was  to  him  a  second  existence,  dearer  and 
holier  than  his  own.  But,  on  the  arrival  of  her  mortal  agony,  *  I 
took,'  he  says,  *  my  post  by  her  bed-side,  and  watched  her  nearly 
throe  hours,  with  a  candle  in  my  hand,  till  I  saw  her  breathe  her 
last.'  '  I  was  afraid  of  sitting  at  home,  and  indulging  myself  by 
poring  over  my  loss,  and  therefore  I  was  seen  in  the  street,  and 
visited  some  of  my  serious  friends  the  very  next  day.     I  likewise 
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preached  tliree  times  while  she  lay  dead  in  the 

■be  wa«  deposited  in  the  vault,  I  preacbed  her  funentl  • 

little  more  sentdble  emotioo  thaa  if  it  bad  beeo  for  another  peison.*! 


>  I  I 


reseifed  from 


which 

;  ministry  for  tlii 
e  her,  and  he  able  to  speak.' 

Newton  was  a  copious  writer  of  letters.  They  were  pioos,  wis^ 
and  affectionate,  and  flowed  freely  out  from  the  depths,  which 
much  self-knowledge,  and  much  study,  had  opened  in  his  mind. 
Iliey  were  admirably  adapted  to  feed  the  flame  of  devotion  in  the 
bosoms  of  the  writer  and  of  his  correspondent^  and  to  one  collec- 
tion of  them,  he  accordingly  gave  the  appropriate  title  of  Cardi- 
phoiiia.  But  the  language  of  Xewton's  heart  became,  in  his  own 
lifetime,  one  of  the  embellishments  of  the  windows  of  Paternoster 
Uow  I  Komance  and  poetry  have  beautifully  said,  and  fondly 
snng,  much  of  friendship  the  halm  of  life.  It  is,  however,  a  lialm 
which  loses  much  of  its  virtue  if  rubbed  in  with  a  rough  hand. 
However  unquestionable  a  blessing  in  itself,  it  may,  by  such 
management,  be  rendered  a  no  less  imequivocal  discipline.  Such, 
proliably,  was  the  judgment  of  Newton's  coirespoDdents,  when  they 
found  his  letters  to  them  advei'tised  in  the  newspapers.  8uch  alao 
was  apparently  the  judgment  of  the  most  illustrious  of  his  Mends, 
William  Cowper. 

No  two  human  beings  ever  experienced  more  fidly  the  attractive 
force  of  coutrarieties  of  tastes  and  tempera,  than  the  paator  and  the 
poot  of  Oluey.  The  sensitive  man  of  genius  partook  iu  the  labours, 
revered  the  character,  loved  the  persou,  aud  writhed  in  the  grasp,  of 
his  robust  and  hard-favoured  neighbour ;  and  when  he  sjuig  the  late 
of  the  rose,  broken  in  a  rude  attempt  to  shake  off  the  moisture 
which  depressed  it,  he  prol)altly  aimed  a  gentle  rebuke  at  the 
ungt^ntle  toucli  which  was  occasinually  put  forth  at  the  vicarage, 
to  dry  up  his  own  tears.  The  cohesion  between  the  two 
obviously  never  complete.  There  was,  indeed,  one  repulsive  force, 
which  must  always  have  prevented  it.  Newton  had  been  the 
mnnager  of  a  slave  factory,  and  the  master  of  a  slave  ship.  Cowper 
abhorred  the  slave-trade  with  his  whole  soul,  and  denounced  it-. 
with  passionate  energy.  Horrors  which  had  been  invisible  to  thft , 
mariner,  though  placed  immediately  before  his  bodily  eyes,  had 
presented  themaelves  to  the  imagination  of  the  poet  in  all  their 
frightftd  details.  The  one  had  publicly  coramemomted  his  pursuit 
of  this  traffic,  without  one  word  of  apology  or  self-reproach  on  that 
account.  The  other  was  calliug  on  God  and  man  to  arrest  it  as  a 
crime,  in  which  all  the  varieties  of  hamou  wickedness  met,  and 
nssociated,  in  deadly  union.     Between  the  writer  of  such 


I 


THE   "evangelical"  SUCCESSION.  409 

autobiography,  and  the  writer  of  such  verse,  there  yawned  a  gulph 
which  nothing  could  ever  entirely  fill  up. 

The  prolonged  slave-trading  of  John  Newton,  and  still  more  his 
cold  and  phlegmatic  avowal  of  it,  has  ever  been  the  great  blot  on 
his  *  evangelical '  scutcheon.  Before  the  tribunal  in  which  Pos- 
terity sits  in  judgment  on  the  men  of  former  times,  he  appears  not 
in  his  sailor's  blue  jacket,  but  in  full  canonicals.  Being  arraigned, 
as  a  remorseless  slave-trader,  his  defence  is,  that  he  was  eminent 
as  a  penitent,  still  more  eminent  as  a  saint,  and  eminent  above  all 
as  a  zealous  and  effective  preacher  of  righteousness.  The  judges 
are  accordingly  required  to  pronounce  a  decree,  consigning  his 
memory  either  to  the  lowest  degradation,  or  to  the  highest 
posthumous  gloiy.  A  singular  and  a  perplexing  dilemma  for  the 
bench  1 

One  point  seems  clear  enough.  Newton  could  not  be,  at  one 
and  the  same  time,  a  slave-trader  and  a  saint.  To  this  extent  he 
may  safely  be  judged  out  of  his  own  mouth.  *  I  would  not  give  a 
straw '  (such  is  his  impartial  and  honest  declaration)  *  for  that 
assurance  which  sin  will  not  damp.  If  David  had  come  from  his 
adultery,  and  had  talked  of  his  assurance  at  that  time,  I  should 
have  despised  his  speech.'  When  Newton  himself  came  from  his 
man-steaJing,  and  his  homicides,  and  talked  of  his  '  sweet  hours  of 
divine  communion  on  his  last  voyage  to  Guinea,'  —  and  of  no  em- 
ployment *  affording  greater  advantages  to  an  awakened  mind,  for 
promoting  the  life  of  God  in  the  soul,  especially  to  a  person  who 
has  the  command  of  a  ship,'  *  and  still  more  so  in  African  voyages,' 
—  we  are  compelled  to  take  up  his  own  parable  against  him,  and, 
in  his  own  words,  to  say  that  his  speech  is  to  be  despised.  There 
can  be  no  fellowship  between  light  and  darkness ;  and  woe  to  us  if 
reverence  for  any  name,  however  worthy,  zeal  for  any  doctrines, 
however  orthodox,  or  attachment  to  any  paiiy,  however  estimable, 
shall  induce  us  to  disregard  the  eternal  land-marks  between  good 
and  evil,  or  to  believe  that  the  service  of  Moloch  can  be  reconciled 
with  the  service  of  God.     Let  Him  be  true,  and  every  man  a  liar. 

Does  it  then  follow  that  the  venerable  John  Newton  was  either 
an  impostor,  or  the  unresisting  victim  of  self-love  and  of  self- 
deceit  ?  A  thousand  times  no  I  All  that  can  be  inferred  is  that 
his  priesthood  at  the  altai*  of  Mammon,  with  its  blood-stained 
rites,  could  not  be  synchronous  with  his  priesthood  at  that  other 
shrine,  at  which  human  love  presumes  to  offer,  and  divine  love 
condescends  to  accept^  the  heart  of  the  worshipper  aa  the  one 
appropriate  sacrifice.  At  that  shrine  Newton  ministered  during 
forty-three  successive  years,  the  very  counterpart  of  our  old  friend 
Mr.  Greatheart,  beneath  whose  shield  Mr.  Feeblemind  and  Mrs. 
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penitent  victims  of  temptation  t  Such  censures  are  not  seldom 
ibunded  rather  on  human  dogmas,  than  on  any  divine  revelations. 
If  he  who  forsakes  the  error  of  hia  ways,  has  been  assured  by  the 
Supreme  Judge  that  the  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  thrown  open  to 
him,  who  shall  presume  to  close  them  on  such  a  transgressor, 
because  he  has  failed  to  exhibit  all  the  compunctious  mourning 
prescribed  by  some  favourite  theory  of  repentance?  Though 
Newton  did  not  smite  upon  his  hreastj  nor  put  sackcloth  and  ashes 
under  him  on  the  remembrance  of  his  slave-trading,  he  yet  aban- 
doned the  practice  itself,  and  gravely,  though  composedly,  con- 
demned it.  When  summoned  to  the  bar  of  the  House  of  Lords  as 
a  witness,  he  censured,  without  reserve,  in  his  old  age,  the  pursuits 
of  his  youth,  and  contributed,  by  his  evidence,  to  prevent  the 
crimes  to  which  he  had  given  too  much  countenance  by  his  con- 
fessions OS  well  as  by  hia  example.  He  thus  entitled  himself,  if 
not  to  applause  or  sympathy,  at  lenst  to  absolution. 

To  the  hard  texture  of  Newton's  mind  must  be  ascribed  much  of 
the  force,  as  well  as  most  of  the  faults,  of  his  character,  and  much 
of  the  success  of  his  apoetolate.  It  was  his  province  to  work  at  the 
foundations  of  a  great  and  necessary  reform  in  the  spirit  of  the 
Established  Church  of  England.  His  weapon,  therefore,  was  the 
pickaxe  of  the  builder  rather  than  the  chisel  of  the  sculptor ;  or,  in 
the  dialect  of  his  original  calling,  he  had  need,  not  for  the  delicate 
touch  which  regulates  the  time-keepei',  but  for  the  brawny  arm 
which  turns  the  windlass.  The  bark  of  Peter  was  at  that  time 
deeply  imbedded  in  the  mud  banks  of  a  somnolent  orf.hodoxy ;  but 
when  she  was  well  afloat,  under  the  pilotage  of  Newton  and  his 
brethren,  he  shaped  a  steady  course,  and  without  shifting  a  sail 
pursued  his  way  to  his  destined  harbour.  Or,  to  drop  these  nautical 
figures,  when  Newton  had  gathered  from  the  Bible  that  creed,  for 
which  the  instructions  of  Whitfield  had  prepared  him,  he  clung  to 
it  till  hia  last  breath  with  unabated  hardihood,  sincerity,  and 
courage.  Never  molested  by  any  speculative  doubts,  never  de- 
pressed by  any  melancholy  misgivings,  never  embarrassed  by  the 
refinements  of  the  outer  world,  he  took  his  stand  with  firmness,  and 
then  advanced  with  decision,  at  the  command  of  his  own  under- 
standing, at  the  bidding  of  his  own  conscience,  and  at  the  impidse 
of  his  own  heart.  For,  having  consecrated  these  and  all  his 
faculties  to  the  service  of  God,  he  lived  in  the  joyful  conviction  of 
the  continual  presence  of  that  infallible  guide.  A  century  of  learned 
investigation  would  have  availed  him  infinitely  less  than  this  re- 
solute fidelity  to  his  own  nature.  Prayer,  obedience,  practical 
wisdom,  coutemplative  wisdom,  and  agaiu  prayer,  each  producing 
and  reproducing  the  other,  became  the  unbroken  routine  of  bis  life. 
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Mncb-afraid  found  shelter,  and  before  wLoae  arm  the  walla  of  1 
Doubting  Castle  and  the  might  of  Giant  Despair  were  overthrown.  I 
The  chaise  that,  during  some  preceding  years,  )je  was  a  ruthless  I 
slave-trader,  and  that  to  the  laat  he  was  little  sensible  of  the  J 
heinousness  of  that  guilt,  cannot  be  admitted  to  countervail  such  | 
services,  or  to  obsciu'e  the  lustre  of  a  life  in  which  the  brightnet 
of  his  Christian  course  was  unsullied  by  a  single  stain  during  more  j 
than  half  a  ceutuiy. 

For  in  the  court  of  Posterity  it  is  a  well-settled  point  of  law, 
that  in  mitigation,  if  not  in  bar,  of  any  penai  sentence,  the  defend- 
ant may  plead,  that  the  generation  to  which  ho  belonged  did  not  | 
r^;ard  as  culpable,  or  as  scandalous,  the  conduct  imputed  to  bin 
a  Clime  by  men  of  a  later  age ;  but  that,  on  the  contrary,  it  was  J 
sanctioned  by  the  prevalent  opinions,  and  coimtenanced  by  the  i 
general  practice,   of   his    contemporaries.     This    apology  may  be 
jiistly  alleged  on  behalf  of  Newton.     In  his  early  days  the  current 
of  public  sentiment  in  favour  of  the  slave-trade  ran  too  strongly 
to  be  stemmed,  except  by  the  most  powerful  understanding,  guided 
by  the  most  healthful  conscience.     There  can  be  no  reason    to 
distrust  the  accuracy  of  the   following   statement,  in  which   he  I 
adverts  to  his  own  participation  in  it :  — 

'  During  the  time  I  was  engaged  in  the  slave-trade,  I  never  htA  I 
the  least  scniple  as  to  its  lawfulness.     I   was,  upon  the  whole,  I 
satisfied  with  it,  aa  the  appoinbnent  Providence  had  marked  o«6  | 
for  me.'     '  However,  I  considered  myself  as  a  sort  of  jailei 
turnkey,  and  I  was  eometimes  shocked  with  an  employment  that  1 
was  perpetually  conversant  with  chains,  bolts,  and  shackles.     I 
this  view  I  hiul  often  petitioned  in  my  prayers  that  the  Ivord  i 
his  own  time  would  be  pleased   to  fix   me  in  a  more  humane  I 
calling.'     Such  is  the  dominion  of  the  social  over  the  individual  [ 
conscience  I     Such  the  control  which  the  immoral  maxims  of  hie  J 
associates  may  obtain,  even  over  a  devout  student  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture I     So  hopeless  is  it  to  shape  a  right  course,  even  by  the  aid  of  J 
that  heavenly  compass,  unless  the  navigator  shall  make  allowtuice  j 
for  the  disturbing  influence  of  the  magnetic   currents  through  / 
which  he  is  passing  I     Richard  Cecil  himself,  who  completed  and  > 
republished  Newton's  Biography,  seems  to  have  been  blind  to  the 
wide  deviation  of  the  needle,  by  which  his  friend  and  brother 
evangelist  was  misled.     He  gave  to  their  common  disciples  a  new 
I  edition  of  that  work,  without  so  much  aa  one  passing  remark  on 
I  the  incongriuty  with  which  the  warp  of  homicidal  recollections  is 
there  interwoven  with  the  woof  of  devotional  exercises.     Alas  for 
the  inconsistency  of  the  wisest  and  the  beat  among  us  I     But  alas 
also  lor  the  severity  with  which  the  untempted  censure  even  the  | 
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penitent  victims  of  temptation  1  Such  censures  are  not  seldom 
founded  rather  on  human  dogmas,  than  on  any  divine  revelations. 
If  he  who  forsakes  the  error  of  his  ways,  has  been  assured  by  the 
Supreme  Judge  that  the  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  thrown  open  to 
him,  who  shall  presume  to  close  them  on  such  a  transgressor, 
because  he  has  failed  te  exhibit  all  the  compunctious  mourning 
prescribed  by  some  favourite  theory  of  repentance?  Though 
Newton  did  not  smite  upon  his  breast,  nor  put  sackcloth  and  ashes 
under  him  on  the  remembrance  of  his  slave-trading,  he  yet  aban- 
doned the  practice  itself,  and  gravely,  though  composedly,  con- 
demned it.  When  summoned  to  the  bar  of  the  House  of  Lords  as 
a  witness,  he  censured,  without  reserve,  in  his  old  age,  the  pursuits 
of  his  youth,  and  contributed,  by  his  evidence,  to  prevent  the 
crimes  to  which  he  had  given  too  much  countenance  by  his  con- 
fessions as  well  as  by  his  example.  He  thus  entitled  himself,  if 
not  to  applause  or  sympathy,  at  least  to  absolution. 

To  the  hard  texture  of  Newton's  mind  must  be  ascribed  much  of 
the  force,  as  well  as  most  of  the  faults,  of  his  character,  and  much 
of  the  success  of  his  apostolate.  It  was  his  province  to  work  at  the 
foundations  of  a  great  and  necessary  reform  in  the  spirit  of  the 
Established  Church  of  England.  His  weapon,  therefore,  was  the 
pickaxe  of  the  builder  rather  than  the  chisel  of  the  sculptor ;  or,  in 
the  dialect  of  his  original  calling,  he  had  need,  not  for  the  delicate 
touch  which  regulates  the  time-keeper,  but  for  the  brawny  arm 
which  turns  the  windlass.  The  bark  of  Peter  was  at  that  time 
deeply  imbedded  in  the  mud  banks  of  a  somnolent  ortliodoxy ;  but 
when  she  was  well  afloat,  under  the  pilotage  of  Newton  and  his 
brethren,  he  shaped  a  steady  course,  and  without  shifting  a  sail 
pursued  his  way  to  his  destined  harbour.  Or,  to  drop  these  nautical 
figures,  when  Newton  had  gathered  from  the  Bible  that  creed,  for 
which  the  instructions  of  Whitfield  had  prepared  him,  he  clung  to 
it  till  his  last  breath  with  unabated  hardihood,  sincerity,  and 
courage.  Never  molested  by  any  speculative  doubts,  never  de- 
pressed by  any  melancholy  misgivings,  never  embarrassed  by  the 
refinements  of  the  outer  world,  he  took  his  stand  with  firmness,  and 
then  advanced  with  decision,  at  the  command  of  his  own  under- 
standing, at  the  bidding  of  his  own  conscience,  and  at  the  impulse 
of  his  own  heart.  For,  having  consecrated  these  and  all  his 
faculties  to  the  service  of  God,  he  lived  in  the  joyful  conviction  of 
the  continual  presence  of  that  infallible  guide.  A  century  of  learned 
investigation  would  have  availed  him  infinitely  less  than  this  re- 
solute fidelity  to  his  own  nature.  Prayer,  obedience,  practical 
wisdom,  contemplative  wisdom,  and  again  prayer,  each  producing 
and  reproducing  the  other^  became  the  uubroken  routine  of  his  life, 
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F     El  circle  ever  revolving  with  a  still  wider  range  and  a  more  brilliftnt 

radiance.     Looking  upward,  and  moving  onward,  he  passed  by  the 

critics  and  philoaophera,  the  worldly  greal^  and  the  worldly  wise,  aa 

80  many  busy  idlers,  who  might  impede,  but  who  could  not  advance, 

the  one  great  object  of  bis  reoovated  existence.     To  raise  aloft  the 

banner  of  the  cross,  that  men  might  look  to  it  and  be  saved,  — to 

exhibit  Christ  as  the  alpha  and  omega  of  his  ministrations, — to  in- 

I       culcate  this  '  foolishness '  aa  the  one  true  wisdom,  —  to  trample  on 

I     alt  wisdom  at  variance  with  this,  as  but  so  much  gaudy  foolisliness, 

I     — to  derive  all  motives  to  holiness,  ail  consolation,  fortitude,  energy, 

'       and  peace  from  that  one  central  source  of  light  and  love,  —  to 

unfold  the  mystery  of  a  living  union  with  that  living  head,  —  to 

irradiate  with  the  bright  beams  of  tlie  Sun  of  Righteousness,  all  the 

dark  questions  which  perplex  the  intellect  of  fallen  man,  and  all 

_     the  still  darker  inquiries  which  press  with  so  heavy  a  burden  on  hia 

I      heart,  —  to  he,  in  short,  in  all  the  comprehensive  fulness  of  the 

I     words,  a  preacher  of  the  Gospel  —  such  was  the  purpose  which, 

L  tritliout  pause   or   faltering,  occupied,  during  more  than  half  a 

■  oeatury,  the  soul  of  John  Newton. 

W  To  this  arduous  task,  he  brought  no  exqidsite  or  remarkable 
r  abilities.  His  writings  are  characterised  by  a  rich  unction  of 
I  Christian  kindness,  by  plain  sound  sense,  by  a  perspicuous  and  easy 
'     style,  and  by  tlie  natural  bloom  which  always  adorns  the  genuine 

fruits  of  the  personal  experience,  and  the  unborrowed  reflection  of 
any  shrewd  observer  of  human  affairs,  Cecil,  a  frien<lly  and  moat 
competent  critic,  says  of  his  preaching,  that '  he  appeared  perhaps 
to  least  advantage  in  the  pidpit,  as  he  did  not  generally  aim  at 
accuracy  in  the  composition  of  his  sermons,  nor  to  any  address  in 
the  delivery  of  them.  His  utterance  was  far  from  clear,  and  hia 
attitudes  ungraceful.'  To  these  faults  he  frequently  added  the 
intolerable  error  of  preaching  without  premeditation.  What,  then, 
is  the  ground  on  which  a  place  can  be  assigned  to  John  Newton, 
amongst  those  whose  memory  ought  to  outlive  the  age  to  which 
they  belonged? 

His  title  to  a  niche  in  the  temple  of  fame  rests  on  the  great 
^^^  effects  which  many  of  the  best  and  most  observant  of  his  eontem- 
^^^  poraries  ascribed  to  the  energy,  the  decision,  and  the  singleness  of 
^^^1  heart,  with  which  he  laboured  among  them.  The  promise  to  the 
^^^r  Father  of  the  Faithful,  that  the  doomed  city  should  be  spared,  if 
P  ten  righteous  men  coidd  be  found  in  it,  was  an  intimation  to  him 

I  and  to  his  descendants,  that  the  united  efforts  of  even  so  small 

I  number  of  such  men  would  have  rendered  imposeiljle  the  wide- 

I  spread  depravity  of  which  the  cry  had  aacended  up  to  Heaven. 

[  For,  however  deadly  may  be  the  contagion  propagated  by  tliose 
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who  go  hand  in  hand  to  work  wickedness,  the  sympathetic  influence 
of  the  smallest  band,  inflexibly  devoted  to  any  wise  and  holy 
enterprise,  is  more  active  still.  The  greater  frequency  of  associations 
for  evil  than  for  good,  and  their  more  extensive  results,  attest  the 
superior  strength  of  the  inducements  to  form  them,  not  their 
superior  strength  when  actually  formed.  Who  can  assign  a  limit 
to  the  dominion  over  the  selfish,  inert,  and  sensual  mass,  even  of  a 
soUtary  mind,  when  wrought  up  to  a  great  and  immutable  resolve, 
although  it  be  armed  with  no  other  authority  than  that  which  Grod 
himself,  by  evident  tokens,  commits  to  all  his  appointed  mission- 
aries? The  history  of  all  the  great  moral  renovations  of  any 
large  bodies  of  mankind  is  indeed  nothing  else  than  a  series  of  the 
biographies  of  men  bearing  a  general  resemblance  to  John  Newton. 
Among  congregations  which  adhered  to  the  Church  and  to  the 
ritual  of  their  forefathers,  he  assumed  the  oflBce,  which  had  been 
discharged  with  far  higher  powers,  and  much  more  conspicuous 
success,  by  Whitfield,  among  the  enraptured  crowds  which  hung 
upon  his  lips.  Newton  lived  to  see  his  pulpit  surrounded  by  the 
adult  grandchildren  of  his  first  hearers,  and  the  tradition  of  his 
doctrine,  his  piety,  and  his  undeviating  perseverance,  is  a  part  of 
the  inheritance  of  many  who  at  this  day  stand  at  the  distance  of 
several  descents  from  them.  In  the  genealogy  which  connects 
the  spiritual  ancestry  of  his  age  with  their  spiritual  progeny  in 
our  own,  he  holds  an  eminent  place.  Himself  the  child  of 
Whitfield,  he  was  one  of  the  progenitors  of  Claudius  Buchanan,  to 
whom  the  Church  in  India  owes  so  large  a  debt  of  gratitude  —  of 
William  Wilberforce,  to  whom  the  Church  Universal  is  still  more 
largely  indebted  —  of  Joseph  Milner,  whom  he  induced  to  write 
the  *  History  of  the  Church '  of  ancient  times  —  and  of  Thomas 
Scott,  who  has  bequeathed  to  the  Church,  in  ages  yet  to  come, 
writings  of  imperishable  value,  and  the  memory  of  a  life  passed  in 
no  unsuccessful  emulation  of  those  of  whom  this  unhallowed  world 
was  the  least  worthy. 

Thomas,  the  tenth  child  of  John  Scott,  a  grazier  in  Lincolnshire, 
was  born  in  February  1747.  After  passing  five  years  to  little 
profit  at  a  grammar  school  at  Scorton,  in  that  county,  he  was 
apprenticed  to  a  medical  practitioner.  From  that  service  he  was 
dismissed  for  some  unexplained,  but  *  gross  *  misconduct.  At  the 
age  of  sixteen  he  returned  home  and  passed  the  nine  following 
years  in  *  the  most  laborious  and  dirty  parts  of  the  gi-azier's 
business.'  The  hope  that  he  should  one  day  inherit  the  farm  on 
which  he  worked,  sustained  him  under  these  toils,  until  he 
accidentally  discovered  that  his  father  had  made  a  will,  disposing 
of  it  iij  favoiu-  of  another  of  his  sons.     To  escape  the  necessity  of 
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paflBiDg  his  life  in  meni^d  employments  as  a  shepherd  or  herdsman, 
Thomas  Soott  forthwith  applied  himself  with  vigour  to  regain  and 
to  enlarge  snch  knowledge  of  (jieek  and  Latin  as  he  had  acquired 
at  schooL  Undeterred  by  the  difficulties  which  so  often  seem  to 
forbid,  while  they  really  promote,  the  success  of  a  poor,  unaided, 
solitary  student,  he  mastered  many  classical,  and  some  theological 
books.  Among  the  last  was  a  Socinian  Commentary  on  the  Bible. 
This  '  poison  he  drank  greedily/  and  became  ^  nearly  a  Socinian 
and  Pelagian,  and  wholly  an  Arminian.' 

With  this  amount  of  preparation,  and  in  this  state  of  religious 
belief,  Mr.  Scott  became  a  deacon  of  the  Church  of  England  in 
March  1773,  by  the  ^  laying  on  of  the  hands '  of  Che  then  bishop  of 
Lincoln.  The  story  of  his  life  from  that  epoch,  occupies  nearly  500 
pages  of  a  volume,  written  by  his  son,  witii  such  filial  piety,  such 
guileless  simplicity  of  heart,  and  so  much  deep  and  unostentatious 
wisdom,  as  to  give  it  a  place  among  those  books  which  suspend 
the  critical  spirit  of  the  reader  during  his  progress,  and  leave  his 
thirst  for  intercourse  with  the  writer  unsatiated  to  the  end.  Yet 
seldom  has  a  less  eventful  tale  been  told.  The  external  incidents 
of  it  may  all  be  comprised  in  one  brief  paragraph. 

Mr.  Scott  became  curate  of  Stoke  Goldingham  in  Buckingham- 
shire, where  he  married  Mrs.  Jane  Kell,  who  bore  him  a  numerous 
oflfepring.  From  Stoke  Croldingham,  he  removed  to  Eavenstone, 
from  Kavenstone  to  Weston,  and  from  Weston  to  Olney,  all  adja- 
cent parishes  in  the  same  county,  in  each  of  which  successively  he 
held  the  office  of  curate.  After  passing  more  than  thirteen  years 
in  these  services,  he  was  appointed  to  preach  at  a  chapel,  attached 
to  a  hospital,  then  standing  in  Grrosvcnor  Place,  where  he  laboured 
during  the  next  seventeen  years.  Id  that  interval  death  deprived 
him  of  his  wife,  but  the  benignity  of  Providence  directed  him  to 
another  wise  and  happy  marriage.  He  was  presented,  in  1803,  to 
the  rectory  of  Ashton  Sandford,  in  Buckinghamshire,  and  died 
there  in  April,  1821. 

He  died  unknown,  even  by  name,  to  all,  or  nearly  to  all,  of  the 
statesmen  and  warriors,  to  whose  glory  the  annals  of  the  reign  of 
George  III.  are  dedicated,  although  no  one  of  that  illustrious  band 
had  really  hewn  out  for  himself  a  monument  so  sublime  and  im- 
perishable. He  died  unknown  or  unheeded  by  the  poets,  the  philoso- 
phers, the  historians,  and  the  artists,  who  diuing  the  same  momentous 
era,  had  established  an  intellectual  sovereignty  in  his  native  land,  al- 
though he  had  laid  the  basis  of  a  wider  and  more  enduring  domi- 
nion than  had  been  acquired  by  the  most  triumphant  of  their 
number.  He  died  neglected,  if  not  despised,  by  the  hierarchy  of 
the  Church  of  England,  although  in  him  she  lost  a  teacher,  weighed 
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against  whom  those  most  reverend,  right  reverend,  very  reverend 
and  venerable  personages,  if  all  thrown  together  into  the  opposing 
scale,  would  at  once  have  kicked  the  beam.  But  he  died  amidst 
the  regrets,  and  yet  lives  in  the  grateful  remembrance,  of  numbers 
without  number,  who,  on  either  side  of  the  Atlantic  (in  continental, 
as  well  as  in  insular  Britain),  had  found  in  his  writings  such  a  mass 
of  diversified  instruction,  such  stores  of  intellectual  and  of  spiritual 
nutriment,  such  completeness  and  matiuity  of  divine  knowledge, 
so  steady  and  so  pure  a  light  to  lighten  the  dark  places  of  Holy 
Scripture,  so  absolute  a  devotedness  to  truth,  and  so  indefatigable 
a  pursuit  of  truth,  as  they  had  not  found  in  any  or  in  all  of  the 
theologians  who  wrote  or  spake  in  his  own  times,  and  in  his  own 
mother  tongue. 

Panting  to  emerge  from  the  mean  pursuits  to  which  he  had  been 
bom  and  bred,  and  deluded  by  sophistries  then  generally  prevalent, 
Mr.  Scott  had,  with  the  most  solemn  vows,  declared  his  uncondi- 
tional assent  and  consent  to  the  creeds,  the  articles,  and  the  liturgy 
of  the  Anglican  Church,  although  he  had  rejected  more  than  one 
of  the  doctrines  which  those  formulas  represent  as  fundamental ; — 
doubtless  a  great  ofifence,  which  no  true  disciple  of  his  would  ever 
excuse  or  palliate,  and  which  it  is  impossible  to  reprobate  more 
strongly  than  in  the  terms  of  his  own  public  self-condemnation. 
The  dominion  of  Pelagius,  Socinus,  and  Arminius  over  him,  was 
however  but  short-lived.  They  abdicated  it  in  favour  of  their 
rivals,  Augustin,  Athanasius,  and  Calvin ;  and,  under  the  title  of 
*  The  Force  of  Truth,'  Scott  published  a  narrative  of  this  interior 
revolution,  which  is  extolled  by  Dr.  Wilson,  the  present  Bishop  of 
Calcutta,  as  only  second,  and  as  scarcely  inferior,  in  value,  to  the 
confessions  of  the  great  Bishop  of  Hippo.  A  venturous  eulogium  ; 
but  it  may  be  safely  said  that  the  book  is  a  luminous  and  dispas- 
sionate portraiture  of  a  series  of  mental  phenomena  of  rare  occur- 
rence, of  deep  interest,  and  of  such  a  character,  that  no  man  could 
have  been  the  subject  of  them,  without  the  severest  integrity,  nor  the 
delineator  of  them,  without  singular  perspicacity  and  force  of  mind. 

In  this  remarkable  volume,  Scott  sketches  himself  at  his  ori- 
ginal curacy  in  no  very  attractive  colours  —  as  a  needy,  proud, 
morose,  and  ambitious  churchman,  negligent  even  of  the  forms  of 
private  devotion,  and  wrapt  up  in  those  learned  inquiries,  from 
which  he  hoped  at  some  future  time  to  gather  literary  fame  and  pro- 
fessional advancement.  It  happened  that  the  mortal  illness  of  two 
of  his  paiishioners  had  failed  to  draw  this  eager  student  from  his 
books;  but  Newton  had  found  his  way  from  his  parsonage  at 
Olney  to  their  bed-sides,  with  ghostly  advice  and  consolation. 
Scott  listened  meekly  to  the  rebukes  which  this  contrast  drew  upon 
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him  from  his  own  conscience.  He  Bought  the  society  of  his  more 
eighbour,  and  even  hecame  an  occasional  attendant  at 
his  church.  But  he  attended  it  in  vain.  On  one  of  those  occasioDB 
Newton  had  selected,  as  the  subject  of  his  discourse,  St.  Paul's  de- 
nunciation of  the  sorcerer  Eljinaa,  and  Scott  waa  moved  to  irreais- 
tible  merriment,  by  the  belief  that  the  preacher  wa'i  aiming  hia 
uncharitable  and  pointless  shikfta  at  himself,  as  the  '  child  of  the 
devil,  full  of  all  subtlety  and  mischief.'  Yet  revering  the  honesty 
of  his  supposed  censor,  and  assured  of  his  own  superiority  as  a  con- 
troversialist and  a  scholar,  Scott  challenged  him  to  a  written  de- 
bate on  their  religious  differences.  The  proposal  was  wisely  de- 
clined. Newton  estimated  theological  deliate  at  its  true  value,  and 
perhaps  had  the  discretion  to  perceive  his  own  comparative  poverty 
in  the  weapons  of  that  warfare,  and  his  unskilfulness  in  the  use  of 
them.  He  therefore  encountered  the  argumentative  letters  of  his 
antagonist  by  courteous  and  affectionate  answers.  He  wisely 
judged  tJiat  in  the  field  of  I'olemics,  that  rude  and  haughty  spirit 
would  have  been  exaaperatfid  into  error;  but  he  perceived  that  it 
was  united  to  an  uprightness  and  a  courage  which,  in  the  quiet 
ways  of  secluded  meditation,  might  guide  bim  peacefully  to  the 
knowledge  and  to  the  love  of  truth. 

This  friendly  anticipation  was  soon  verified.  Scott  received  an 
offer  of  preferment.  He  had  thirsted  and  laboured  for  it,  hut 
nothing  could  tempt  him  to  set  his  hand  again  to  a  confession  from 
which  his  heart  dissented.  He  chose  to  remain  a  necessitous  curate, 
rather  than  to  become  a  rich  but  hypocritical  incumbent.  He  has 
not  explained,  and  it  is  vain  to  conjecture,  how  be  so  nearly  ap- 
proached, without  reaching  the  infereuee,  that  the  same  principle 
demanded  the  abandonment  of  his  poor  curacy  also,  and  of  his 
clerical  rank  and  office.  But  blessings  on  him  who  gives  ue  aa 
example  of  genuine  integrity,  even  though  it  be  not  absolutely 
self-consi stent.  In  his  own  time,  and  by  bis  own  connexionfl,  his 
refusal  of  preferment  was  condemned,  not  as  an  incomplete  sacri- 
fice, but  as  a  feeble  scrupulosity.  From  the  sting  of  that  censure 
he  knew  how  to  extract  a  salutary  truth.  In  his  self-communings 
on  the  subject,  he  inquired  why  he  should  receive  any  human 
authority  as  the  foundation  of  any  part  of  his  religious  creed,  when, 
upon  a  point  of  moral  obligation  so  incomparably  more  simple, 
they  who  loved  him  best.,  and  whom  he  best  loved,  could  fall  into 
an  error  bo  obvious  and  so  profound.  He  turned  away  from  hia 
well-meaning,  but.  ill-judging  advisers,  witb  a  solemn  resolution 
that  he  would  'search  tlie  word  of  God  with  the  single  intention  to 
discover  whether  the  ai'tifles  fif  the  Church  of  England  in  General 
were  or  were  not  agi-eeable  to  tlie  Scriptures.' 
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The  history  of  that  search  occupies  the  larger  part  of '  The  Force 
of  Truth.'  It  was  pursued  during  three  successive  years  in  retire- 
ment, and  almost  in  solitude.  The  Bible  lay  continually  open  on 
his  table.  Day  by  day,  and  hour  by  hour,  he  implored  the  Divine 
Author  of  it  to  become  also  the  infallible  interpreter.  From  page 
to  page,  and  from  sentence  to  sentence,  he  searched,  weighed,  and 
collated  every  word  with  unremitting  diligence  and  inextinguish- 
able ardour.  He  does  not  seem  to  have  armed  himself  with  any 
critical  apparatus,  or  to  have  sought  the  assistance  of  any  human 
commentators.  He  had  rejected  the  authority  of  all  men  over  his 
faith,  and  therefore  of  these  men.  Yet  he  was  not  wholly  unaided 
by  theological  advisers.  He  summoned  to  his  succour  a  series  of 
writers,  of  whose  works  it  seems  strange  that  he  should  till  then 
have  been  ignorant.  They  are  among  the  most  trite  and  popular 
in  our  language. 

First  came  Locke,  with  his  *  Essay  on  the  Eeasonableness  of 
Christianity,'  which  only  supplied  Scott  with  arguments  in  favour 
of  his  Socinian,  or,  in  more  modem  phrase,  his  rationalistic  errors. 
Then  Burnet's  *  Pastoral  Care '  sent  him  back  to  the  study  of  the 
Scriptures,  not  without  an  awful  rebuke  for  his  past  negligence  as 
a  minister  of  the  Gospel.  Tillotson  and  Jortin  next  presented 
themselves,  to  teach  (as  we  are  told)  neither  law  nor  gospel,  but  a 
compromise  of  both,  and  tempted  him,  too  successfully,  to  the 
indolent  practice  of  transcribing  their  sermons  for  his  own  pulpit. 
Soame  Jenyns,  with  his  *  Internal  Evidences,'  broke  up  in  his 
soul  an  hitherto  imdiscovered  depth  of  religious  feeling,  which  Dr. 
Samuel  Clarke  contributed  again  to  close  up,  by  his  *  Scriptural 
Doctrine  of  the  Trinity.'  For  although  Clarke  refuted  the  dogmas 
of  Socinus,  he  substituted  for  them  the  errors  of  Arius,  from  which 
Scott  afterwards  perceived  there  was  a  straight,  and  only  not  inevi- 
table, descent  to  Atheism.  The  mystic  Law,  in  his  *  Serious  Call,' 
taught  oiu:  inquirer  the  need  of  a  more  earnest  diligence,  and  a 
more  profound  devotion  than  he  had  hitherto  practised,  and  drew 
from  him  a  vow,  which,  to  his  latest  hour,  he  preserved  inviolate, 
*  never  more  to  engage  in  any  pursuit  not  evidently  subservient 
to  his  ministerial  usefulness,  or  to  the  propagation  of  Chris- 
tianity.' 

But,  last  of  all,  there  appeared  in  Scott's  secret  chamber  one 
before  whose  majestic  presence  Locke  and  Burnet,  Tillotson  and 
Jortin,  Jenyns,  Clarke,  and  Law,  retreated  into  obscurity  and 
silence,  like  the  interlocutors  in  the  Platonic  dialogue,  when  the 
voice  of  Socrates  is  heard.  With  his  *  Sermon  on  Justification,' 
the  great  and  judicious  Hooker  put  to  flight,  at  once  and  for  ever, 
the  more  oppressive  doubts  which  had  overshadowed  the  mind  of 
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the  student,  and  enabled  him  to  plant  Ha  foot  immovably  ( 
Luther's  rock,  stantls  aut  cadentia  ecd-esim.  He  waa  at  > 
astonished  and  delighted  to  find  that  the  great  adversary  of  t 
Puritans,  the  illiiatrious  champion  of  the  polity  of  the  Church  < 
England,  had  announced  that  doctrine  with  as  full  an  empbae' 
and  with  as  fearless  an  unreserve,  aa  the  German  Eeformer,  and  as 
the  founders  of  Methodism. 

Up  to  this  period,  Scott  had  never  seen  the  Homilies  of  that 
Church,  which  her  Thirtj-fiftb  Article  declares  to  contain  '&goC' 
and  wholesome  doctrine.'  He  read  them  with  eagerness  and  witx 
BurpriBe,  for  they  completely  echoed  the  voices  of  Luther, 
Hooker,  and  of  Whitfield.  Convinced,  yet  shrinking  trom 
public  avowal  of  his  convictions,  he  opportunely  met  with  one 
the  works  of  Henry  Venn,  who  taught  him  (what  uo  man  had  i 
better  title,  or  more  ability,  to  teach)  the  contempt  of  every  moti'^ 
which  would,  for  one  hour,  delay  the  amplest  acknowledgment  t 
any  part  of  any  of  the  truths  which  his  Saviour  liad  lived  to  prq 
claim,  and  had  died  to  establish. 

And  now  the  Socinian   had  adopted  the  Creed  of  Nicsea,  th^l 
Pelagian  had  admitted  that,  miaided  by  divine  grace,  every  thou) 
and  desii'e  of  the  heart  was  immersed  in  an  utter  and  hopeless  c<h 
ruption,  and  the  Formaiist  was  convinced  that  the  justification 
of  sinful  man  is  produced  by  faith  alone,  without  the  works  eitlu 
of  the  ceremonial  or  of  the  moral  law.     Thus  the  entire  systeio, 
then  and  since  distinguished  as  'Evangelical,'  had  gained  possession 
of  hia  mind.     But  he  drew  back  from  the  belief  that,  uotwitbstaDd- 
ing  the  stupendous  and  unutterable  mercy  of  the  Incarnation  of 
Deity  itself,  a  comparatively  small  number  only  of  the  race  whose 
nature  was  thiis  assumed  hy  their  Creator,  had,  by  hia  irreversible 
decree,  beenelected,  to  the  exclusion  of  all  the  rest,  and  predestined,  ^ 
not  only  to  eternal  happiness,  but  to  an  incapacity  of  forfeiting  tliabJ 
inestimable  privilege.     He  attained,  however,  to  this  belief  t' 
by  the  devout  study  of  the  sacred  oracles ;  although,  in  this  in^J 
quiry,  he  accepted  the  aid  of  two  writers,  each  of  whom  must  havel 
regarded  the  other  as  a  kind  of  hopeless  riddle,  if  they  could  ha7»B 
read  each  other's  hooka.     These  were  Lipsius,  the  grave  expositdvV 
of  the  '  Economy  of  the  Covenants,'  and  Harvey,  the  effloresceatiP 
author  of  '  Theron  and  Aspasia.' 

The  whole  cycle  of  doctrine  was  now  complete,  and,  ever  faithfu 
to  the  light  which  he  poeBessed,  Scott  enforced  his  new  tenets  fromTiB 
his  own  pulpit,  and  sat  a^  a  child,  to  receive  a  more  perfect  expoai^-'V 
tion  of  them  from  the  lips  of  Newton.  Nearly  half  a  century  ofB 
apoatolic  labour  lay  before  him.  During  that  period  he  continued- fl 
to  search  and  to  ponder  the  Scriptures  with  an  intensity  of  appli^l 
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cation,  and  a  perseverance  of  prayer,  of  which  the  records  of  our 
own  age  and  country  afford  no  counterpart.  The  result  was  but 
to  add  to  the  stability  of  the  convictions  he  had  derived  from  his 
early  studies.  As  the  world  receded  from  his  view,  he  clung  to 
them  with  increased  tenacity,  and  his  dying  breath  attested  his 
indestructible  aflSance  in  them. 

Such  are  the  facts.  They  are  important,  chiefly  as  forming  the 
foundation  of  an  argument,  which  has  been  very  widely  diffused, 
and  cordially  accepted,  in  favour  of  Mr.  Scott's  peculiar  theologiciJ 
opinions.  He  observes  that  the  system  which  he  thus  embraced, 
was  in  direct  contradiction  to  his  long-cherished  views  —  that  his 
spirit  and  temper  indisposed  him  to  such  a  departure  from  any 
position  which  he  had  once  deliberately  taken  up — that  the  change 
was  hostile  to  his  secular  interests  —  and  that  it  exposed  him  to 
contumelies  and  contempt,  from  which  no  man  could  shrink  with 
a  more  acute  sensitiveness.  He  remarks  that  this  change  in  his 
opinions  took  place  very  gradually  —  that  it  was  not  preceded  or 
accompanied  by  any  instruction  from  those  to  whose  sentiments  he 
acceded  —  that  the  only  uninspired  books  which  he  consulted  were 
those  of  writers  of  high  reputation  in  the  Church  of  England  — 
that  he  was  indebted  for  his  opinions  to  the  study  of  the  Scriptures, 
incomparably  more  than  to  all  other  studies  —  and  that  he  read 
them  with  fervent  and  unceasing  prayer  for  the  right  understanding 
of  them.  He  very  solemnly  denies  that  his  narrative  is  clouded 
by  any  enthusiastic  dreams  or  illusions,  or  that  it  is  more  or  less 
than  a  plain  record  of  so  many  real  occurrences.  Hence  he  infers 
that  the  conclusions  to  which  he  attained  must  necessai'ily  be  just 
and  true ;  an  inference  irresistibly  following  (as  he  conceives)  from 
the  enormous  impieties  with  which  the  denial  of  it  is  pregnant. 

For,  if  a  man  devoted  to  the  pursuit  of  truth,  sacrificing  his 
fondest  prejudices,  his  interest,  and  his  reputation,  for  the  love  of 
truth  —  labouring  intensely  during  three  successive  years,  by  night 
and  by  day,  for  the  discovery  of  truth  —  taking  the  word  of  God 
as  his  only  authoritative  expositor  of  truth,  and  studying  that  word 
with  earnest  and  habitual  prayer  for  the  attainment  of  truth  ;  —  if 
such  a  man  shall  be  at  last  left  under  any  grave  and  dangerous 
error,  how  escape  the  revolting  consequence,  that  we  may  ask  and 
not  receive  —  seek  and  not  find  —  knock  without  having  the  door 
opened — sue  for  bread  and  receive  a  stone  —  be  disappointed  in 
the  confidence  we  are  taught  to  repose  in  our  Heavenly  Father  — 
and  find  even  tlio  divine  promises  an  insecure  foundation  of  our 
hopes  ?  *  Can  any  man,'  exclaims  Mr.  Scott,  *  suppose  that  after 
such  repeated  and  continual  pleadings  of  the  express  promises  of 
the  Lord  to  this  effect,  in  earnest  prayer,  according  to  his  appoint- 
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ment,  I  should  be  delivered  up  to  the  teaching  of  the  father 
lies  ?  Can  any  one  make  this  conclusion  without  an  evident  i 
Binuation  that  Orod  hath  broken  his  promises?' 

Taunt  a  Roman  Catholic  with  hia  doctrine  of  infallibility,  and 
he  answers  tliat  hia  creed  confines  tliat  awful  prerogative  to  tl 
Christian  Church,  as  represented  either  by  an  oecumenical  Sync 
or  by  her  Bupreme  earthly  Head ;  but  that  such  Protestants  as  ~ 
Scott  acknowledge  that  the  number  of  devout  persona  and  of  inl 
lible  persons  is  the  same,  and  believe  that,  although  such  persoi 
are  collectively  unable  to  agree,  they  are  individually  unable  to 
Such  a  disputant  leaps  over  the  dilemma  of  'the  force  of  truth, 
at  a  single  bound.     He  denies  that  Holy  Scripture  contains  any 
promise  of  illumination,  excepting  of  such  as  shall  be  conveyed 
through  the  appointed  channels,  and  means  of  grace,  in  the  Church. 
He  thinks  it  no  contradiction  to  the  divine  word,  and  certainly  no 
marvel,  that  a  man  should  consume  a  long  life  in  isolated  biblical 
etudies,  however  euergetic,  and  in  sohtary  meditation  and  prayer> 
however  fervent,  without  discovering  the  narrow  way  which  leads 
to  truth  and  life,  or  escaping  the  broad  way  which  leads  to  error 
and  to  perdition;  for  such  a  man  has  rejected  what  his  Bomui- 
Cathohc  antagonist  maintains  to  be  the  one  source  of  light, 
open  by  Heaven  itself  for  the  guidance  of  man. 

Neither  are  Protestants  really  hedged  up  between  the  adoptii 
of  Mr.  Scott's  rebgious  system,  and  the  abandonment  of  their' 
reliance  on  the  divine  promises.  For  they  insist  that  alL  such 
promises  are  conditional,  and  that  every  promise  of  divine  guidance 
is  qualified  by  the  condition,  express  or  implied,  that  the  searcti 
for  it  be  made  in  the  pure  love  of  truth,  and  without  the  biaa  of 
any  secular  motive.  But  it  is  irrational  to  say,  that  Mr.  Scott 
conducted  his  inquiries  with  this  entire  impartiality.  He  had  the 
strongest  possible  inducement  to  get  rid  of  his  original  teoetfl. 
They  were  utterly  inconsistent  with  bis  preferment,  and  even  witb 
his  continuance  in  his  sacred  office.  He  tells  us  that  he  had  'per* 
ceived  his  Socinian  principles  to  be  very  disreputable,'  and  that  hfl 
had  been  compelled  'to  conceal  tbem  in  a  great  measure,'  He 
might  have  stated  tliis  much  more  strongly.  It  would  not  merely 
have  been  disreputable,  but  base  and  criminal,  to  have  adhered  Ht 
once  to  his  opinions  and  to  his  profession. 

Further,  that  search  for  truth,  which  the  divine  veracity  is- 
pledged  to  assist,  is  a  search  conducted  in  the  use  of  those  means 
which  the  divine  beneficence  has  seen  fit  to  supply.  Of  these  not- 
the^least  considerable  is  conference  with  the  wise,  either  in  thdr 
persons,  .or  in  their  writings.  But,  during  the  three  years  of  hia, 
biblical  investigations,  Mr.  Scott  seems  to  have  withdrawn  not  onlj 
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from  all  intellectual  society,  but  from  all  theological  reading.  His 
whole  catalogue  of  auxiliary  books  would  hardly  afiford  serious 
occupation  for  one  month  to  a  student  of  ordinary  diligence ;  and, 
although  he  afterwards  extended  his  book  knowledge  more  widely, 
he  seems  never  to  have  possessed  more  than  a  very  slight  acquaint- 
ance with  the  works  of  any  divines,  ancient  or  modem.  But  he 
who  revolves  the  text  of  Holy  Scripture  without  informing  himself 
how  it  has  been  interpreted  by  any  of  the  great  teachers  of  the 
Church,  has  no  right  to  expect  immimity  from  those  errors  to 
which  we  are  all  liable,  in  all  our  studies,  and  on  all  subjects,  when 
we  wilfully  cut  ourselves  off  from  the  resources  of  our  social 
nature,  and  from  a  free  intercourse  with  the  minds  of  other 
men. 

Mr.  Scott's  alternative  *  think  with  me,  or  cease  to  believe  that 
he  who  seeks  shall  find,'  implies,  or  rather  affirms,  that  none  ever 
sought  as  he  sought,  excepting  only  those  who  concluded  their 
search  by  thinking  as  he  thought.  He  disposes  of  all  experiments 
attended  with  an  opposite  result,  by  denying  that  they  were  con- 
ducted with  the  same  good  faith,  simplicity  of  purpose,  earnestness 
and  devotion,  as  his  own.  Such  inquirers  as  found  at  length  any 
resting-place  rejected  by  him,  were,  as  he  assures  us,  either  persons 
leaning  to  their  own  understanding  —  or  persons  held  in  bondage 
by  human  authority  —  or  persons  incredulous  of  their  own  liability 
to  error — or  persons  blinded  by  prejudice,  or  heated  by  controversy 
—  or  persons  whose  dissent  from  his  own  conclusions  touches  only 
points  of  minor  importance,  that  is,  does  not  encroach  on  any  part 
of  his  system,  excepting  that  which  relates  to  the  predestination 
and  final  perseverance  of  the  chosen  few.  Now,  it  is  a  matter  of 
fact,  clear  and  indisputable,  that  a  vast  company  of  those  who  have 
been  honoured  in  the  Christian  Churches,  as  worthies  of  the  highest 
name,  lived  and  died  in  a  faith  far  more  remote  than  this  from  the 
faith  of  Thomas  Scott.  But  it  is  a  mere  matter  of  conjecture,  ad- 
mitting of  no  proof  whatever,  that  all  of  these  persons  were  justly 
liable  to  some  one  or  more  of  the  imputations  thus  cast  upon  them. 
And  it  is  a  most  improbable  conjecture.  Can  any  one  be  named, 
who  held  and  taught  all  Mr.  Scott's  doctrines,  among  the  throng  of 
saints  and  martjn:^  and  confessors,  who  flourished  between  the  days 
of  Clement  of  Rome  and  those  of  Augustin  ?  Can  we  ascribe  the 
belief  pf  them  to  any  of  those  who  have  been  most  illustrious  for 
piety  in  the  Boman  Catholic  communion,  as,  for  example,  to  St. 
Bernard,  to  Savonarola,  to  St.  Charles  Borromeo,  to  St.  Francis  De 
Sales,  to  Pascal,  to  De  Saci,  or  to  F^nelon  ?  Must  we  conclude 
that,  in  their  biblical  inquiries,  all  these  illustrious  men  were  either 
indevout,  or  presumptuous,  or  hasty,  or  bigoted,  or  arrogant,  or 
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prejudiced,  or  contentioua  ?     Are  we  to  refuse  assent  to  the  c 
whelming  and  undieputed  evidence  on  which  we  have  hitherto-1 
asaigned  to  each  of  them  a  place  amougst  the  moat  leai'ned,  devotodj'F 
and  reverential  lovers  and  worahippera  of  divine  truth  ?     Hodl 
Mr.  Scott  any  such  acquaintance  with  the  lives  or  the  writings  of  ' 
the  primitive  Fathers,  or  of  the  modem  Catholics,  as  entitled  him 
to  pronounce  this  indiscriminate  censure  on  them  all  ?     Is  it  not 
rather  the  fact,  that  when  he  wrote  that  censure,  he  waa  wholly  un- 
acquainted with  the  hooka  of  any  of  them,  and  witli  the  very-J 
names  of  most  of  them  ? 

What,  then,  is  the  right  inference  from  the  incontrovertible  factfl,^ 
that  during  three  succesaive  yeEirs  Mr.  Scott  laboured  devoutly  and  I 
energetically  to  deduce  from  the  Bible  the  genuine  articles  of  the  I 
Christian  faith,  and  that  those  labours  rendered  him  an  Immiitahla  I 
adherent  of  the  system  called  Evangelical?     The  right  inferenc%^ 
we  apprehend,  is,  that  in  that  system  is  contained  whatever  ' 
necessary  to  his  peace,  to  his  holiness,  and  to  his  eternal  welfare^  ! 
For  they  who  seek  shall  find.     They  shall  find  those  practical  truths  I 
which  are  essential  to  their  higheat  good,  although  they  may  misa  1 
of  some  abstract  truths,  which  lie  within  the  domain  of  scienca  I 
rather  than  of  practice.     In  one  sense,  indeed,  each  article  of  the  I 
'Evangelical'  creed,  and  of  every  other  creed,  must  either  be  anl 
absolute  truth,  or  an  absolute  untruth.     But  such  articles  are  con- ' 
templated  by  the  several  adherents  or  opponents  of  them,  in  sol 
many  contrary  aspect^  with  such  various  prepossessions,  with  so  dif-  f 
fcrent  an  use  and  understanding  of  words,  and  with  habits  of  tbonghti  I 
ao  dissimilar,  that  there  is  another  sense  in  which  such  articles  maj^ 
be  said  to  be  relatively  true,  aud  relatively  false  — true  to  one  n 
false  to  another.     Many  agree  in  the  use  of  a  common  symbol,  whoj 
liave  yet  no  meaning  in  common.     Many  between  whom  there  is  noM 
external  uniformity,  are  living  in  a  substantial  unanimity.     Amide 
the  mists  which  envelope  us  in  this  life,  many  opposite  deductioni 
have  been  made  from  Holy  Scripture,  by  men  who  in  tliat  other] 
life,  where  such  mists  are  dispersed,  have  doubtless  discovered  hoi 
much  our  world  is  agitated  by  debates,  in  which  nothing  ia  in  faa 
at  issue  —  how  much  disturbed  by  controversialists  between  whom 
uo  real  difference  exists  — and  how  much  occupied  by  questlongn 
which  might  be  decided  either  way  without  affecting  any  vital  I 
principle  of  the  religion  to  which  they  relate. 

But  whatever  authority  Mr.  Scott's  stuilies  and  prayers  may  o 
may  not  have  imparted  to  his  opinions,  they  undoubtedly  format 
the  origin  of  Ins  future  pursuits,  and  the  basis  of  his  eminence,  i 
the  great  Scriptural  commentator  of  his  age.     If  regarded  only  isf\ 
a  commercial  point  of  view,  the  stoiy  of  his  biblical  labours  would'  I 
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form  a  curious  addition  to  the  chronicle   of  the   *  calamities  of 
authors.' 

There  was,  it  seems,  in  Scott's  early  days,  a  publisher  whose  name 
moulders  in  well-merited  oblivion,  but  whose  trading  capital 
consisted  in  his  own  unblushing  effrontery,  and  in  the  command 
which  it  gave  him  over  the  types,  the  paper,  the  ink,  and  the  brains 
of  his  credulous  neighbours.  It  occurred  to  this  worthy  that  a 
series  of  weekly  annotations  on  the  Bible,  from  the  pen  of  Mr. 
Scott,  in  one  hundred  successive  numbers,  would  yield  a  handsome 
profit  to  himself,  and  that  the  annotator  would  be  splendidly 
recompensed  by  the  receipt  of  the  same  number  of  guineas.  Some 
well-fed  authors  of  our  own  times  may  think  that  a  payment  of 
fifty-two  pounds  ten  shillings  in  each  of  two  successive  years,  was 
but  a  niggardly  recompense  for  such  labours.  Mr.  Scott  judged 
otherwise.  It  was  an  addition  of  fifty  per  cent,  to  the  annual 
income  which  he  earned  by  officiating  four  times  every  Sunday  in 
two  churches,  between  which  he  had  fourteen  miles  to  walk,  and 
by  ministering  on  every  other  day  of  the  week  to  the  patients  at  a 
hospital. 

Accordingly,  in  the  year  1788,  he  sat  him  down  to  the  composi- 
tion of  his  weekly  commentaries.  The  world  had  cordially  wel- 
comed the  first  fifteen  numbers,  when  the  crafty  bibliopole  an- 
nounced that  the  work  must  be  abandoned,  unless  the  author  could 
borrow  from  his  friends,  and  transfer  to  him,  the  sum  of  500L 
These  hard  terms  having  been  complied  with,  the  book  was  finished 
in  174  numbers,  for  which  the  commentator  received  164  guineas. 
Then  the  bookseller  became  bankrupt,  leaving  poor  Scott  to 
repay  the  money  he  had  borrowed  for  his  use.  A  second  book- 
seller purchased  the  stock  of  the  insolvent,  reprinted  a  large  part  of 
it,  but  refused  to  account  for  a  shilling  of  the  profits.  Rescued  by 
the  Court  of  Chancery  from  the  grasp  of  this  pirate,  Scott  next 
braved  the  perils  of  becoming  his  own  bookseller,  and,  after  printing 
two  editions  of  five  quarto  volumes,  and  *  scarcely  clearing  more 
than  the  prime  cost,'  surrendered  himself  to  fate  and  Paternoster 
How,  and  sold  the  copyright.  At  this  passage  of  the  tragedy,  the 
stage  is  darkened  by  the  re-appearance  of  the  Lord  Chancellor,  at 
one  time  fulminating  injunctions,  at  another  recalling  his  own 
thunderbolts  in  a  manner  altogether  terrific  and  inexplicable.  At 
length  we  reach  the  catastrophe.  It  presents  to  us  Thomas  Scott, 
under  the  accumulated  burdens  of  sixty-seven  years,  of  sickness, 
and  of  poverty,  investigating  his  accounts,  and  ascertaining  that 
199,900i.  had  been  ^paid  in  his  lifetime  across  the  counter'  for 
his  theological  publications  —  that  he  had  himself  derived  from 
them  an  income  of  a  little  more  than  47^  per  annum  —  that  they 
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had  involved  him  in  a  debt  of  about  1200'.  —  and  that  all  1 
■worldly  wealth  consisted  of  a  warehouse-full  of  unsaleable  theolf^y. 
Agitated,  alarmed,  and  distressed,  but  never   desponding,   he  at 
length,  for  the  first  time,  invokes  the  aid  of  his  friends  and  fellow- 
labourers,  among   whom   the   large-souled   Charles   Simeon    firsVa 
answers  the  appeal  with  affectionate  greetings,  with  numerous  ordei 
for  hia  books,  and  with  a  remittance  of  560/.  for  hia  relief.     Othei 
rapidly  follow  this   good   example,  and  within  two  montha   tliofl 
warehouse  is  emptied  of  ita  contents,  and  the  great  commentator^ 
finds  himself  possessed  of  more  than  2000i.     With  his  debts  paid(| 
his  cares  dispersed,  Ids  heart  warmed  to  bis  brethren,  and  his  t 
in  God  justified,  the  curtain  falls  on  the  brave  old  man  applying 
himself  to  a  new  edition  of  his  work,  and  toiling  with  all  thevigou] 
of  youth  to  compile  a  new  concordance,  by  which  he  hopes   ' 
emulate  and  to  supersede  the  vast  compilation  of  Cruden. 

Sore  vexations  doubtless  1     A  rebuke  not  altogether  unmeritedj 
of  that  amiable  inconsistency  which,  while  in  deference  to  c 
morseless  logic '  it  depicted  in  the  darkest  colours  the  utter  d&- 
pravity  of  the  whole  race  of  man,  could  see  in  each  individual  of  Ui 
nothing  but  truth,  honour,  and  integrity  persouifiedl    But  wba^^ 
after  all,  were  such  vexations  to  Thomas  Scott?      Of  what  account 
were  swindlers,  blunderers,  and  suits  in  Chancery  to  him,  or  what 
cared  he  even  for  sickness,  pentiry,  and  distress  ?     The  volume  for 
the  elucidation  of  whicb  he  lived  had  imparted  to  him  that  self- 
eovereignty  which  the  Porch  so  vainly  promised.     Animated  by  one 
changeless  purpose, —  devoted  to  one   inexhaustible   task,   never 
undertaken  but  to  be  finished,  never  finished  but  to  be  resumed, 
—  governed  by  a  creed  to  which,  in  each  succeeding  year,  he  clung- 1 
more  firmly,  —  rejoicing  in  the  tranquil  assurance,  that  by  a  divi[ie4 
decree  eternal  happiness  was  hia  indefeasible  inheritance, — ble( 
with  a  resoluteness  of  understanding  which  turned  aside  from  noil 
difEciilty,  and  with  a  mental  energy  which  trampled  down  thaq 
whole  brood  of  doubts,  sophisms,  and  delusions,  —  and  sustained  b 
a  vigour  of  body  which  baffled  all  fatigue  and  triumphed  over  aU'l 
disease,  —  on  be  went  interpreting  the  word  of  his  God,  and  onwanll 
he  could  not   but  go,  though  'fractus  illabatur  orbis,'  —  thoughl 
publishers  should  cheat  and  chancellors   restrain  him,  —  though  ' 
asthma  should  choke,  and  fever  unnerve  him,  —  though  want  should 
hang  on  him  heavily,  and  critics  censure,  and  congregations  desert  I 
him,  —  and  though  the  wife  of  his  bosom  should  be  taken  from  J 
him.     It  mattered  not.     These  things  could  not  move  him,  norl 
prevent  his  writing  and  enlarging,  and  yet  again  enlarging,    hiSfl 
Commentary.     He  might  safely  have  challenged  the  world  to  pro-  J 
duce  a  more  unfortunate,  or  a  more  enviable  man. 
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Enviable  for  many  reasons,  and  not  least  so  (it  is  but  a  seeming 
contradiction),  because  he(  brought  to  his  task  neither  the  intel- 
lectual powers,  nor  the  intellectual  wealth,  which  we  are  most 
accustomed  to  admire.  In  his  mental  economy,  imagination  ex- 
isted only  as  a  negative  quantity,  and,  therefore,  invention,  pathos, 
vehemence,  ardour,  and  all.  the  other  forms  of  eloquence,  were 
foreign  alike  to  his  pen  and  to  his  lips.  No  exact  knowledge  of  He- 
brew, Greek,  or  Latin,  no  familiarity  with  the  literature  or  the 
languages  of  modem  Europe,  no  patristic  or  mediaeval  learning,  no 
skill  in  geography,  chronology,  political  or  natural  history,  no  mas- 
tery of  any  moral  or  political  science,  and  no  penetrating  critical 
acumen,  conducted  him  through  the  codes  or  the  annals  of  the 
Hebrew  theocracy,  or  illuminated  his  path  amidst  the  aphorisms, 
the  prophecies,  or  the  mythic  intimations  of  their  inspired  writers, 
or  unabled  him  to  unravel  and  to  complete  the  elliptical  state- 
ments, the  suggestive  reasoning,  and  the  obscure  allusions  which 
more  or  less  darken  all  the  Apostolic  Scriptures,  and  especially 
such  of  them  as  have  been  thrown  into  the  epistolary  form. 

But  in  this  poverty  he  found  his  wealth,  and  illustriously  vindi- 
cated, in  his  own  person,  the  bold  paradox,  *  when  I  am  weak  then 
am  I  strong.'  He  proposed  to  himself  a  canon  of  biblical  criti- 
cism more  perfect  than  any  which  had  been  followed  by  Origen, 
Jerome,  Erasmus,  or  Beza.  Believing  God  to  be  the  common 
Father  of  us  all,  and  the  Word  of  God  to  be  the  common  patri- 
mony of  all  His  children,  he  was  assured  that  the  real  meaning  of 
it  must  have  been,  placed  within  the  reach,  not  only  of  the  learned 
few,  but  also  of  the  unlearned  many.  But  how  (he  inquired) 
should  that  book,  which  was  so  often  found  by  the  wise  to  be 
sealed  and  inscrut-Bble,  be  thus  intelligible  to  the  simple  ?  He 
returned  the  answer  to  his  own  inquiry.  God  is  truth,  and  His 
word  is  truth,  and  all  truth  must  be  consistent  with  itself.  He, 
therefore,  who  shall  diligently,  humbly,  and  devoutly  collate  every 
passage  of  the  divine  oracles  with  the  rest,  will  possess  himself  of 
the  key  to  that  inexhaustible  treasury,  and,  in  proportion  to 
the  constancy  with  which  he  shall  repeat  this  process,  will  the 
clearer  pages  of  the  Bible  illuminate  for  him  those  which  are  more 
obscure,  until  a  reflected  and  continually  expanding  light  shall 
have  shed  its  beams  over  the  whole  of  the  inspired  canon. 

Mr.  Scott's  efforts  to  elucidate  the  sacred  text  by  the  juxtaposi- 
tion and  comparison  of  the  various  parts  of  it  with  each  other, 
were  such  that  a  review  of  them  must  aflfect  any  ordinary  student 
with  shame  and  admiration.  It  is  scarcely  possible  to  count,  and 
it  is  vain  to  conjectiu'e,  the  number  of  the  illustrations  of  the  sense 
of  scriptural  words  and  phrases  with  which  this  method  furnished 
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him.  The  labour  esrpended  in  collecting,  verifying,  and  arraDg^ng': 
them  all,  must  liave  oppressed  any  mind  of  less  than  herciileaitj 
vigour.  Yet  this  was  hut  one,  and  not  the  most  arduous,  of  ths! 
many  employments  to  which  he  devoted  the  scanty  leisure  allowed 
to  him  by  the  daily  and  severe  pressure  of  his  pastoral  and  do- 
mestic duties.  That  leisure  was  chie8y  dedicated  to  the  expositina 
of  the  truths,  and  to  the  enforcement  of  the  practical  lessons,  which 
he  had  extracted  from  the  inspired  writings  by  his  indefatigable 
collation  of  every  part,  of  them. 

They  who  shall  judge  Mr.  Scott's  Commentary  on  the  Bible  as  a 
work  of  art,  or  by  those  rules  which  literary  artists  inculcate  and 
observe,  will  not  pronounce  a  favourable,  and  hardly  a  tolerant, 
decision.  He  often  wrote  with  a  haste  fatal  at  once  to  the  matu- 
rity and  to  the  methodical  arrangement  of  his  thoughts.  '  I  havs' 
actually  known  him '  (says  his  son),  '  with  great  difficulty  and  suf- 
fering, prepare  as  much  copy  as  he  thought  would  complete  the 
current  number,  then,  when  he  had  retired  to  bed  and  taken  aa 
emetic,  called  up  again  to  furnish  more ;  what  he  had  provided 
being  insufficient  for  his  purpose.'  It  is  not  permitted  to  any 
human  being  to  give  birth  to  any  mental  offspring  after  so  short  a 
gestation,  without  consigning  it  to  an  existence  which  must  long 
be  precarious,  even  though  it  be  eventually  protracted  by  the 
vigour  of  the  natural  constitution. 

From  the  same  biographer  we  learn  that  Mr.  Scott  '  was  com-, 
pelled,  in  the  first  instance,'  '  to  give  the  residt  of  Ms  own  reflec- 
tions almost  alone,  there  being  little  time  to  consult,  much  less  toi 
transcribe,  from  other  authors.'  This  exclusive  reliance  on  his 
own  resources  brought  with  it  the  inevitable  results  of  waut  of 
method,  of  tautology,  and  of  a  sameness  in  the  staple  of  thought^ 
attesting  the  common  origin  of  all  tJie  successive  pi^es.  Thus 
tediousncss  became  the  besetting  sin,  not  only  of  the  entire  work, 
but  of  almost  every  part  and  member  of  it.  Theunbroken  mo- 
notony of  the  style,  and  the  lowness  of  that  uniform  level,  is 
tained  throughout  six  quarto  volumes,  with  scarcely  one  pas^^j 
attempt  to  bestow  on  any  single  passage  any  of  the  warmth,  tlio 
vivacity,  or  the  other  embellishments  which  habit  has  rendered  aiy\ 
familiar  to  us  all,  as  to  have  almost  elevated  them  to  the  class  of' 
necessaries.  Dulnesa  is  the  one  unpardonable  crime  of  authorship. 
Nor  can  the  most  zealous  of  Mr.  Scott's  admirers  deny  that  his 
pen  has  much  to  answer  for  on  that  score.  Hence  it  has  come  to 
pass  that  this  vast  biblical  Thesaurus,  though  the  greatest  theo- 
It^cal  performance  of  our  age  and  country,  has  never  enjoyed 
and  can  never  attain,  popularity,  excepting  with  those  who  consult 
and  study  it  in  the  same  grave,  devout,  and   practical  spirit  iu' 
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which  it  was  written.  In  proportion  as  that  sacred  harmony  exists 
between  the  commentator  and  his  readers,  is  the  reverence  and 
the  attachment  with  which  they  follow  his  guidance ;  nor  would  it 
be  easy  to  form  for  any  student  of  the  Bible,  a  better  wish,  than  that 
he  might  drink  so  deeply  of  Mr,  Scott's  spirit,  as  to  lose  the  power 
of  perceiving  his  defects,  and  the  disposition  to  censure  them. 

Any  such  censure  would,  indeed,  be  most  imreasonable,  if  not 
qualified  by  a  cordial  acknowledgment  of  the  merits  of  that  most 
elaborate  commentary.  The  style  if  heavy,  is  at  least  plain, 
clear,  and  unambitious.  If  there  is  not  in  those  six  volumes,  a 
solitary  sentence  which  could  be  quoted  as  an  example  of  pathetic, 
fervent,  or  felicitous  composition,  it  is  equally  true  that  they  might 
be  searched  in  vain  for  a  sentence  put  together  for  effect,  or  merely 
interstitial  and  unmeaning.  They  are  not  only  replete  with 
thought,  but  with  a  greater  amoimt  of  solid  and  indigenous  thought 
than  perhaps  any  other  man  ever  accumulated  in  the  solitary  and 
unaided  exercise  of  his  own  powers  of  meditation.  There  they 
stand,  and  shall  stand  for  generations  yet  to  come,  those  bulky 
tomes !  a  huge  Cyclopean  mass,  defying  alike  the  laws  of  architec- 
ture and  the  tooth  of  time ;  a  vast  artificial  quarry,  from  which 
inferior  builders  may  be  supplied  with  materials  already  wrought 
and  shaped  for  their  puny  edifices ;  a  capacious  tank,  irrigating  the 
whole  thirsty  neighbourhood.  True  they  are  embellished  by  no 
delicate  workmanship  or  superfluous  ornament,  and  have  nothing 
to  satisfy  a  refined  and  elegant  taste.  But  let  the  reader  of  them 
believe,  as  the  writer  of  them  believed,  that  the  words  on  which 
he  commented  were,  in  the  exact  and  literal  sense,  the  very  words 
of  God  himself  —  that  they  form  the  voice,  and  the  only  voice,  - 
by  which  the  silence  between  Heaven  and  earth  has  ever  been 
broken  —  that  they  contain  the  history  which  alone  discloses  the 
awful  origin  of  our  race,  and  the  single  prophecy  which  reveals  our 
still  more  awful  destiny,  and  the  immutable  law  of  our  hidden,  as 
well  as  of  our  external  life,  and  the  great  charter  of  our  salvation  ; 
—  let  the  reader  implore,  as  his  teacher  himself  implored,  the  il- 
luthination  of  every  chamber  of  his  soul  by  rays  of  light,  diverg- 
ing from  every  page  of  that  holy  volume;  —  let  him  labour, 
Bs  his  teacher  laboured,  to  penetrate  to  the  deepest  and  the 
richest  ores  deposited  in  those  inexhaustible  mines  of  wisdom,  — 
and  then  he  will  perceive  and  feel  that  Thomas  Scott,  the  com- 
paratively unlearned,  the  positively  unskilful,  and  the  superlatively 
unamusing  commentator,  has  descended  further  into  the  meaning 
of  the  sacred  oracles,  and  has  been  baptized  more  copiously  into 
their  spirit^  than  the  most  animated  and  ingenious  and  accom- 
plished of  his  competitors. 
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This  saturation  of  the  comment  by  the  spirit  of  the  text  is  tLe<l 
true  and  characteristic  merit  of  Jtr.  Scott's  exegesis.  Except  by  I 
having  the  Bible  by  heart,  or  in  the  heart,  it  would  be  impossible-'! 
for  any  uninspired  man  to  take  a  view  so  wide  tn  its  range,  and  I 
BO  boundless  in  its  variety,  of  the  position  of  the  people  of  Christ,! 
as  betrayed  by  a  corrupt  nature,  environed  by  temptations,  beset- 1 
by  dangers,  deluded  by  self-deceits,  assailed  by  the  powers  of  dark-  ! 
ness,  and,  in  the  midst  of  all  the  affections  and  employments,  I 
the  joys  and  the  sorrows  of  life,  continually  summoned  to  exercises  I 
of  duty  and  of  self-control.  No  man,  unless  so  qualified,  could.! 
have  produced  so  comprehensive  a  development  of  the  relation*  I 
between  Deity,  contemplated  in  a  unity  of  essence  and  a  trinity  of  I 
persons,  and  man,  contemplated  as  the  object  of  His  creative,  re-  I 
deeming,  and  sanctifying  energy;  or  of  the  relations  subsisting  | 
between  different  men,  contemplated  as  members  of  one  spiritual 
body ;  or  of  the  claims,  the  obligations,  and  the  privileges  resulting 
fi'om  all  those  relations  at  once  so  awful,  so  mysterious,  and  so 
inextricably  complicated  with  each  other.  Without  the  use  of  ' 
scientific  formularies,  he  has  thus  brought  together  a  complete  j 
body  of  divinity.  Without  aspiring  to  logical  exactness,  he  has  | 
compiled  a  complete  system  of  ethics.  Without  affecting  the  cha- 
racter of  a  philosopher,  he  has  solved  most  of  the  familiar,  and  ] 
some  of  the  more  recondite  problems  of  moral,  social,  and  political 
philosophy.  His  great  difficulty  was,  and  wonderful  are  the  e£forta  J 
with  which  he  encountered  it,  to  revolve  through  eveiy  part  of  J 
^  this  mighty  orbit   with  an    eye    at  once  steadfastly  compassing  1 

^^H       the  whole,  keeping  in  view  the  connection  of  the  several  parte,  and  f 
^^^h     surveying  each  in  its  due  subordination  to  the  rest. 
^^^P  The  biblical  spirit  of  Mr.  Scott's  mind  placed  him  at  the  distance  | 

^^^       of  the  poles  from  the  neologists  of  a  later  day.     He  accepted  every  | 
W  word  of  either  Testament  with   the  same  prostrate  reverence  of  I 

I  soul  with  which  the  author  of  the  Apocalypse  bowed  himself  down  f 

I  when  '  he  heard  the  voice  saying  to  him,  "  Come  up  hither,  and  I  I 

I  will  show  thee  things  which  must  be  hereafter." '     The  doctors  of  | 

I  Germany,  and  those  other  doctors  by  whom  Oxford  is  now  replftc- 

fc  ing  her  Anglo -Catholic  professors  of  divinity,  must  of  course  look  I 

^^^L     down  from  their  cloudy  tabernacles  with  pity,  if  not  with  contempt, 
^^^H     on  Thomas  Scott,  as  he  submissively  plods  Ids  way  along  the  ancient 
^^^H    paths  with  an  unhesitating  belief  in  the  literal  and  plenary  inspira 
^^^H    tion  of  every  word  of  each  of  the  sixty-six  books,  which  collectively  I 
^^^H    we  call  the  Bible.     His  great  work  will,  indeed,  be  consigned  by  su(^  | 
^^^r     critics  to  the  limbo  of  eraptytoils,  and  ponderous  vanities.     But  in 
^^^      bar  of  that  judgment  his  advocatee  will  plead  that  the  Bible,  as   i 
r  expounded  by  the  all-believing  Thomas  Scott,  left  on  his  heart  and 
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life  a  more  vivid  image  of  Him  who  is  the  alpha  and  the  omega  of 
those  sacred  writings,  than  was  ever  impressed  on  any  half-believ- 
ing, half-rejecting  interpreter,  who  has  pyrrhonised  them  into  a 
series  of  mythes  —  that  the  disciples  of  Scott  have  borne  the  same 
similitude  more  vividly  than  any  who  have  sat  at  the  feet  of  our 
neologian  Gamaliels  —  and  that  no  ordinary  presumption  arises  in 
favour  of  the  superiority  of  that  spiritual  culture  which  has  thus 
yielded  fruits  of  so  much  greater  excellence. 

Mr.  Scott  did  not  live  to  finish  his  Concordance,  though  he  pub- 
lished many  other  books.  They  consisted  chiefly  of  sermons  or  of 
homiletical  essays,  designed  to  guide  the  conscience  and  the  con- 
duct, and  to  regulate  the  afiections,  of  those  who,  with  or  without 
reason,  call  and  profess  themselves  Christians.  These  publications 
might  pass  for  so  many  fragments  accidentally  broken  off  from  the 
author's  great  work,  for  they  have  the  same  general  character. 
But  in  his  later  years  he  changed  his  theological  pursuits  and  style, 
and  presented  himself  to  the  world  as  a  controversialist  and  an 
ecclesiastical  historian. 

His  antagonist  was  Dr.  Prettyman  Tomline,  successively  tutor, 
secretary,  and  biographer  of  William  Pitt,  Bishop  of  Lincoln,  and 
Bishop  of  Winchester — a  studious  pains-taking  man,  the  spoilt 
child  of  fortune,  who  bestowed  on  him  boimdless  wealth  and  dig- 
nity ;  but  less  favoiured  by  nature,  who  refused  him  the  eminence 
to  which  he  aspired  in  letters  and  theology.  The  mitre  of  Wyke- 
ham  and  of  Andrews  could  not  rescue  him  from  a  wearisome, 
lethargic  mediocrity.  As  far  as  his  acceptance  at  the  temple  of 
fame  is  concerned,  arrogance,  impertinence,  blundering,  or  heresy, 
would  have  been  more  venial  faults. 

After  long  research,  the  bishop  had  convinced  himself,  and 
undertook  to  convince  the  world,  that  the  doctrines  of  election, 
predestination,  and  final  perseverance,  with  other  cognate  tenets, 
composing,  collectively,  the  Calvinistic  system,  where  novelties  of 
the  Church  of  Geneva,  and  were  not  to  be  found  either  in  Holy 
Writ,  or  in  the  works  of  any  of  the  Fathers,  or  Doctors  of  the 
Church,  before  John  Calvin.  To  this  episcopal  *  refutation  of 
Calvinism '  Mr.  Scott  opposed  two  octavo  volumes  of  *  Remarks, 
in  which  the  speculations  and  the  narrative  of  the  prelate  are 
encountered  front  to  front,  as  subversive  not  only  of  the  institutes 
of  the  Swiss  reformer,  but  of  the  foundations  of  the  Christian  faith. 
No  final  adjustment  of  this  high  debate  is  ever  to  be  expected ;  nor 
is  there  the  reasonable  prospect  even  of  an  approach  to  such  an 
adjustment,  until  it  shall  be  transferred  from  the  field  of  divinity, 
to  the  more  appropriate  arena  of  moral  philosophy.  The  inspired 
writers  teach  morals,  not  moral  science.    They  proceed  on  popular 


assumptioQ)),  and  make  an  unrestrained  use  of  popular  language 
They  keep  as  far  aloof  from  ontology  and  psychology  as  from  astro- 
nomy and  optics.  Their  object  is  only  to  purify  and  to  save  the  soul. 
The  meaner  office  of  explaining  the  secrets  of  nature,  material  or 
immaterial,  they  abandon  to  the  schools.  A  man  may  be  a  perfecfc 
textuary,  though  altogether  destitute  of  physics  or  metaphysics.        | 

Heedless,  therefore,  of  the  discord  of  the  pulpits,  we  may  witln 
reasonable  safety  acquiesce  in  the  prevailing  opinion  of  the  philoso- 
phers, that  a  subordinate  intelligence  may,  within  the  limit  of  ita 
powers,  exercise  a  will  perfectly  free,  of  which  nevertheless  eveiy 
movement  may,  with  infallible  accuracy,  have  been  foreseen  by 
another  and  superior  intelligence.  When  the  mother  ndsea  her 
infant  to  her  bosom,  or  when  the  guide  conducts  the  caravan  to 
the  fountains  in  the  desert.,  they  both,  with  imerring  certainty, 
foresee  (tliat  is,  predestinate)  that  the  infant,  or  the  pilgrims,  wiH. 
forthwith  slake  their  thirst,  the  free  will  of  either  being  in 
case  the  instrument  by  which  that  foresight  or  predestination  wi 
verified.  But  if  we  suppose  a  case  in  which  the  disparity  of  in- 
tdlect  is  not  finite,  but  infinite,  the  prescience  of  such  a  superior 
as  to  the  use  which,  in  any  given  circumstances,  such  an  inferior 
will  make  of  his  free  will,  must  also  be  infinite.  The  reflection  of 
the  mother,  or  of  the  guide,  and  the  intuitions  of  the  Omniscient, 
alike  accomplish  their  purposes,  nnd  alike  fulfil  their  predestinib- 
tions,  through  the  agency  of  the  volitions  of  the  objects  of  their 
care.  In  a  world  where  the  whole  system  of  life  is  carried  on  by] 
means  of  such  foresights,  it  seems  strange  that  we  should,  be  pei 
plexed  with  the  inquiiy,  whether  a  similar  dominion  can  be' 
exercised  over  us  by  the  prescience  of  our  Supreme  Ruler,  com- 
patibly with  our  possession  of  a  choice  in  the  dilemmas  to  which, 
we  are  continually  reduced.  The  debate  regarding  predestination, 
would  indeed  have  assumed  far  less  importance  in  the  minds  of  the 
di.'iputants  themselves,  had  it  not  been  for  its  inevitable  connexion 
with  the  far  more  arduous  debate  how  to  reconcile  the  divine  per- 
fections with  the  existence  of  sin  and  sorrow  within  any  province 
of  the  divine  empire.  The  complete  solution  of  that  inquiry  is  fra- 
some  better  and  holier  state  than  ours,  in  which  let  us  hope  that 
the  bishop  and  bis  antagonist  have  long  since  met  to  discover  and. 
to  adore  it. 

Mr.  Scott's  historical  labours  are  comprised  in  a  brief  account  ofl 
the  acts  of  the  Synod  of  Dort,  in  which  he  undertook  to  correct  tha< 
errors  iut<>  which  Bishop  Tomline  had  fallen,  by  relying  on  Hey* 
lin's  abridgment  of  them  instead  of  consulting  the  originals.  Ttfi 
this  defence  of  the  Protestant  divines  of  the  seventeenth  century,  he 
added  a  confession  of  his  own  faith  on  the  much  agitated  questions 
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of  the  terms  of  religious  communion,  of  religious  liberty,  and  of 
toleration.  He  taught  that  the  removal  of  the  disabilities  aflfecting 
the  Eoman  Catholics,  would  be  not  only  a  great  political  blunder, 
but  a  grievous  sin  ;  and  while  he  attacked  Judaism  in  the  writings 
of  a  certain  Rabbi  Crool,  he  defended  Christianity  against  the  far 
more  celebrated  Thomas  Paine.  Like  most  other  voluminous 
authors,  he  also  dallied  with  many  subjects  on  which  it  was  not 
permitted  to  him  to  enter ;  such,  for  example,  as  prophecy,  and 
the  Christian  ministry.  But  no  man  could  better  afford  such  dis- 
appointments. His  Commentary  survives  him,  the  enduring  monu- 
ment to  his  name,  or  rather  (for  such  w^  ^^s  own  view  of  it)  a 
monument  which  he  was  graciously  permitted  to  erect,  to  the 
edification  of  the  Church,  and  to  the  glory  of  her  great  Head,  in 
every  region  of  the  world  in  which  the  Word  of  God  is  now  studied 
by  Englishmen  or  their  descendants^  or  shall  hereafter  be  pro- 
claimed in  their  mother  tongue. 

The  inscription  on  the  tomb  of  Pope  Gregory  the  Great,  *  Im- 
plebatque  actu  quicquid  sermone  docebat,'  proves,  if  it  be  true, 
that  the  great  Eoman  Catholic  Saint  never  taught;,  for  it  is  certain 
that  he  never  fulfilled,  the  most  important  of  aJl  human  duties — 
those  of  parental  and  of  conjugal  life.  But  the  virtues  of  Thomas 
Scott  were  exhibited  in  all  the  domestic  relations,  as  his  teaching 
extended  to  them  all.  He  was  an  illustrious  example  of  the  great 
truth  that  the  sublimest  heights  of  Christian  perfection  are  best 
scaled  by  ascending  through  the  deepest  and  purest  of  our  earthly 
affections  to  the  love  of  God  himself;  and  that  he  who  turns  aside 
from  the  lower,  will  scarcely  ever  rise  to  the  more  elevated,  of  the 
two  *  kindred  points  of  heaven  and  home.' 

Yet  Scott  did  not  seem,  on  a  casual  acquaintance,  well  suited 
for  the  interchange  of  the  kindly  offices  of  domestic  life.  His 
appearance  was  harsh  and  iminviting,  his  features  coarse,  his  eye 
lacking  lustre,  his  gait  uncouth,  his  voice  asthmatic  and  dissonant, 
and  his  manner  absent  and  inattentive,  like  that  of  a  student  who 
had  been  dragged  by  violence  from  his  mute  associates  into  a 
reluctant  intercourse  with  his  fellow-men.  Nor  can  it  be  denied 
that  his  natural  temper  was  characterised  by  asperity  and  arro- 
gance. In  his  pulpit  he  too  often  seemed  to  scold,  and  in  society 
to  dogmatise.  But  beneath  this  rough  surface  the  seeds  of  every 
Christian  grace  were  constantly  germinating,  and  their  energy 
l)ecame  more  and  more  prolific  as  the  time  drew  near  when  they 
were  to  be  transplanted  into  the  paradise  of  God,  there  to  bloom 
in  perennial  beauty. 

Mr.  Scott  was  an  unpopular,  and,  on  the  whole,  an  unsuccessful, 
preacher.     He  trusted  to  one  hoiur's  peripatetic  musing  for  the 
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preparation  of  bis  seiTiions,  and  to  the  impulse  of  the  Tnoment  ftM 
the  composition  of  them — eirorB  so  glaring,  as  to  derive  no  jui 
cation,  and  scarcely  any  apology,  from  any  fulness  of  mind  i 
powers  of  eloquence.     But  to  eloquence  in  any  of  the  senses  of  tl 
word,  be  had  not  the  most  remote  claim.     He  foimd  in  his  BibM 
declarations  of  the  efficacy  of  preaching,  and,  in  reliance  on  them 
he  persevered  from  youth  to  old  age  in  delivering  seldom  leas  thai 
three,  and  uaiially  four,  diacouraea  ou  each  Sunday,  neither  deterre* 
by  hostile  criticism — nor  disgusted  by  the  frivolity  of  the  fasbionJ 
able  triflers  whose  nerves  he  had  offended — nor  damped  by  tha 
perversity  of  some  of  his  hearers,  or  by  the  scandalous  disgrace  o 
others — nor  disheartened  by  the  gradual  decline  of  his  congregi 
tion — nor  dispirited  by  finding  himself  at  last  the  pastor  of  one  c 
the  most  wretched  of  country  villages,  inhabited  by  persons  littltiS 
raised  above  pauperism,  and  not  exceeding  seventy  in  number." 
And  this  hcroical  confidence  was  vindicated  by  the  event.     Hia 
preaching,  indeed,  had  no  power  over  the  multitude ;  but  there 
was  a  little  company,  some  of  whom  always  sat  reverently  at  his* 
feet,  to  gather  the  rich  ore  of  scriptural  wisdom  and  ponderouM 
sense,  to  which  they  afterwai^ds  imparted  more  attractive  form^^ 
and  so  gave  it  cii'culation  amongst  auditors  more  fastidious  tbai]|S 
themselves,  though  less  discerning.  ■ 

Mr.  Scott  was  not  naturally  a  social  man.  His  table-talk  wa^| 
exbilai-ating  neither  to  himself  nor  to  others,  although  the  vigou^| 
of  his  mind  would  now  and  then  break  out  into  a  proverbial  tersSffl 
ness  of  phraj^e,  and  a  homely  quiuntness  of  illustration,  which  hacfl 
something  of  the  character,  and  of  the  effect,  of  humour.  HiaB 
colloquial  fame  must  rest  on  a  very  different  ground.  Those  witlJ 
whom  he  lived  veie,  in  his  eyes,  the  joint  heirs  with  himself  o^| 
the  same  eternal  inheritance,  and  his  associates  in  the  same  arduoii^| 
probation.  He  therefore  poured  himself  out  in  a  discourse  wbicb^ 
though  thoughtful  and  profoundly  serious,  was  kind  and  affectionatejA 
giving  assurance  of  the  depth  from  which  it  spi-aug  by  the  heightil 
at  which  it  aimed.  We  have  no  right  to  expect  a  playfid,  anti 
amusing,  or  a  tender  companion  in  a  guardian  appointed  to  ministe^l 
to  US  frail  mortals  in  our  conflicts  with  temptation  and  sorrow.  Ajfl 
compassionate  and  watchful  kindness  satisfies  the  duties  of  such  ^1 
relation,  and  in  such  kinduess  Mr,  Scott  was  never  wanting.  I 

He  was  a  poor,  and  even  a  necessitous  man.  His  annual  incom^fl 
professional  and  literary,  seldom  approached  200/,,  and  usuallyfl 
amounted  to  but  half  that  sum.  But  the  great  interpreter  of  Holvfl 
Scripture  was  rich  in  his  knowledge  of  the  full  meaning  of  thai 
promise  which  he  found  there  — '  Seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of  Oodfl 
and  his  righteousness,  and  all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto  you  ;.*H 


THE   "evangelical"   SUCCESSION.  433 

and  therefore  he  dared  to  cast  himself  and  his  family  on  the  divine 
fidelity,  rejecting  preferment  which  his  conscience  forbade  him  to 
accept,  and  never  swerving  from  any  principle  in  order  to  propitiate 
the  favour,  or  to  avert  the  displeasure,  of  the  dispensers  of  popu- 
larity and  patronage.  He  lived  in  severe  frugality,  in  brave  inde- 
pendence, and  in  a  self-denying  charity  to  those  who  were  still 
poorer  than  himself.  When  he  had  exhausted  all  other  means  of 
assisting  them,  he  stooped  (it  is  difficult  to  suppose  a  more  painful 
condescension)  to  convert  his  house  into  a  sort  of  public  kitchen, 
where  he  and  his  distressed  neighbours  could  partake  together  of  a 
cheap  diet,  purchased  at  their  joint  expense,  but  prepared  and 
served  at  his  own  charge,  seasoned  with  his  cordial  greeting,  and 
animated  by  his  wise  and  gracious  conversation. 

Around  that  humble  board  were  gathered  three  sons  and  one 
daughter.  From  the  same  divine  promise  he  had  derived  the 
habitual  assurance  (how  often  beyond  the  reach  of  the  most  affluent !) 
that  nothing  necessary  for  the  real  welfare  of  his  children  should 
be  withholden  from  them.  A  whole  library  of  treatises  on  educa- 
cation  might  be  studied  to  less  advantage  than  his  brief  and  simple 
account  of  the  method  by  which  he  trained  them  up  to  tread  in 
his  own  footsteps.  In  his  household,  punishment,  rebuke,  and  even 
direct  admonition,  were  almost  unknown.  His  children  listened 
from  day  to  day  to  prayers  ofiFered  with  seriousness  and  singleness 
of  heart,  and  to  conversation  which,  though  not  apparently,  was 
yet  studiously,  directed  to  raise  their  minds  to  the  comprehension 
and  the  love  of  whatsoever  things  are  true  and  honest,  just  and 
pure,  lovely  and  of  good  report.  From  day  to  day  the  tempers  and 
the  habits  of  their  parents  bore  an  irresistible  testimony  to  the 
perfect  sincerity  with  which  those  prayers  were  offered,  and  that 
language  employed.  It  was  a  healthful  moral  atmosphere  in  which 
his  children  grew  up.  With  the  keen  instinct  of  their  age  they 
watched  the  congruity  of  the  discourse  and  the  conduct  of  their 
teachers.  With  the  ductility  of  youth  they  imitated  what  they 
thus  perceived  to  be  the  genuine  character  of  their  parents ;  and 
their  earliest  thoughts  of  the  enjoyments  and  comforts  of  life  be- 
came indestructibly  associated  with  the  remembrance  of  the  integrity 
of  those  through  whose  hands  those  blessings  were  imparted  to 
them. 

Thus,  rich  in  an  imperishable  faith  in  human  piety  and  virtue, 
Mr.  Scott's  sons  all  became  clergymen,  and  were  all  devoted  to  the 
diffusion  of  the  doctrines  which  their  father  had  taught.  John 
Scott,  the  eldest  of  them,  published  a  biography  of  his  father.  It 
is  a  narrative  which  probably  no  human  being  ever  read  without 
some  salutary  compunction.     It  is  no  monkish  legend  of  super- 
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stitious   observances,   of  cruel    Belf-torm eatings,   or   of   romam 
miracles.     It  tells  of  no  prodigies  of  penitence,  nor  of  any  feats  of 
preternatural  virtue.     It  shows  how  a  divine  and  undying  light, 
fed  by  the  pure  word  of  God,  and  nourished  by  constant  pmjer 
and  meditation,  may  shine  into  the  heart,  and  illuminate  the  pal" 
and  gladden  the  humble  roof  and  the  happy  household,  of  one 
those  to  whom  that  Word  is  an  abiding  guide  and  comforter, 
became  the  happy  duty  of  his  son  to  commemorate  and  to  give 
the  world  a  legend  of  one  saint  at  least  worthy  of  that  awfal  nam^ 
and  to  show  with  what  force  of  intellect,  what  candour  of  miod, 
and  what  indefatigable  diligence,  he  laboured  to  discover  the  whole 
will  of  God; — with  what  a  burning  zeal,  and  yet  with  what 
tranquil  energy,  be  sti'ove  to  fultil  it; — how  acutely  he  felt  tl 
troubles  of  life,  and  bow  bravely  he  endm-ed  them ; — how  coi 
Btantly  progressive,  and  at  length  how  perfect,  was  his  victory  ovi 
the    faults  and  infirmities  of  his  nature ;— with  what   brother! 
kindness  he  laboured  to  promote  the  Lest  interests  of  mankind;- 
with  what  filial  affiance  he  committed  himself  to  the  guidance 
his  heavenly  Father ; — how  he  sanctified  at!  the  homely  offices, 
the  dearest  relatione,  and  all  the  arduous  duties  of  domestic  life  ;- 
how  profound,  and  yet  how  simple,  was  the  unadorned  wisdom  whii 
flowed  80  copiously  irom   his  pen  and  from  his  lips ; — how  on< 
averted  and  how  confiding  was  the  gaze  which,  during  fifty  bui 
cessive  years,  he  fixed  on  t!ie  holy  life,  and  on  the  atoning  deBtll»| 
of  his  Saviour ; — and  how,  in  the  strength  of  a  living  union  witk 
Him,  he  fought  the  good  fight  of  faith,  and  then  parsed  througk] 
the  dark  waters,  agitated  but  not  overwhelmed,  cast  down,  but  not 
in  despair;  and  at  last  made  more  than  conqueror  in  the  strength 
of  that  Divine  Master,  to  whom  his  life  had  been  consecrated,  and 
to  whom  he  committed  his  departing  spirit  in  the  sure  and  certain. 
hope  of  a  further  revelation   of  the  Divine  Will,  transcending, 
the  eternal  Heavens  transcend  this  perishing  earth,  that 
revelation  of  it,  which  he  hod  so  laboriously  studied  aud 
voutly  loved. 

Scott  was  not  the  only  eminent  theologian  whom  Newton  coi 
claim  as  his  disciple  or  imitator.  The  work  which  occupied 
life,  and  signalised  the  name,  of  Joseph  Slilner,  originated  in 
example,  if  not  in  the  suggestions,  of  the  same  master.  Milntf) 
•tiB£  the  elder  of  the  three  sous  of  a  wool-stapler  at  Leeds;  bul 
was  educated  at  the  Univeraity  of  Cambridge  at  the  expense  of  a 
society  instituted  for  the  assistance  of  yoimg  students  of  remark* 
able  intelligence  and  piety.  Having  been  admitted  into  holj\ 
orders,  he  became  one  of  the  ministers  of  the  High  Church 
Hull,  and  master  of  the  endowed  grammar-school  at  that  towib; 
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There  he  won  for  himself  a  permanent  place  in  literature,  and  left 
a  deep  impress  of  his  researches  and  opinions  on  the  minds  of  his 
own,  and  of  later  generations. 

In  the  course  of  his  ministry  those  opinions  underwent  a  change, 
which,  in  a  brief  memoir  prefixed  to  a  volume  of  his  posthumous 
sermons,  his  surviving  brother,  Isaac,  represented  as  radical  and 
entire.  It  was  a  change  which  would  be  described,  in  popular 
language,  as  a  passing  over  from  the  ranks  of  *  the  orthodox '  to 
those  of  *  the  evangelical '  clergy.  For  these  conventional  terms 
his  biographer  endeavours  to  substitute  a  more  precise  definition  ; 
but  the  readers  of  the  memoir  would  seem  with  one  voice  to  have 
declared  their  inability  to  attach  any  definite  meaning  to  the  expla- 
nation. The  attempt  was  renewed  still  more  elaborately  in  the 
second  edition,  but  with  no  happier  result.  The  fact  was,  that  the 
distinction  which  Isaac  Milner  so  ineflfectually  laboured  to  express, 
was,  in  theory  at  leaat,  so  subtile  and  evanescent,  as  to  escape  the 
bondage  of  any  words  whatever.  Neither  Crabbe,  the  synonymist, 
nor  even  Samuel  Johnson,  the  lexicographer,  could  have  discrimi- 
nated exactly  between  the  senses  of  two  appellations,  so  equivocal 
in  themselves,  so  tossed  about  by  party  spirit>  and  so  continually 
shifting  in  their  use. 

The  knot  would  perhaps  have  been  best  cut,  by  defining  an 
orthodox  clergyman  as  one  who  held,  in  dull  and  barren  for- 
mality, the  very  same  doctrines  which  the  evangelical  clergyman 
held  in  cordial  and  prolific  vitality;  or  by  saying,  that  they 
differed  from  each  other  as  solemn  triflers  diffler  from  the  profoundly 
serious.  It  was  a  specific,  not  a  generic  distinction.  It  resulted 
from  no  assignable  diversity  in  the  elements  of  their  respective 
creeds,  nor  from  any  dissimilarity  in  the  manner  in  which,  in  either 
class,  those  elements  affected,  and  united  with,  each  other;  but 
in  the  degree  in  which  they  were  combined  in  each  with  that 
caloric  —  the  vital  heat  of  the  soul  itself  —  which  quickens  into 
animating  motives  the  otherwise  inert  and  torpid  mass  of  doctrinal 
opinions. 

The  opinions  of  Joseph  Milner,  when  thus  vivified,  gave  birth  to 
his  ^  History  of  the  Church  of  Christ.'  To  the  Roman  Catholic  in- 
quiry, *  Where  was  your  religion  before  Luther  ? '  no  very  satisfactory 
answer  had  been  returned  by  Protestant  divines.  Their  counter 
inquiry,  *  Where  was  your  face  before  you  washed  it  this  morning  ? ' 
was  but  a  bad  argument,  thrown  into  the  form  of  a  sorry  jest.  If  the 
hands  by  which  such  ablutions  be  performed  be  rude  and  violent, 
they  may  so  wash  the  face  as  to  lacerate  the  epidermis ;  just  as  the 
hard  scouring  of  some  ancient  vase  may  destroy  incrustations  coeval 
with  the  work  itself.     Unskilful  and  presumptuous  hands  may  tear 
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away  an  integral  part  of  what  they  desire  to  amend,  by  miataki] 
it  for  an  accidental  and  injurious  accessary ;  and  such  ia  the 
or  the  offence  which  the  antagonists  of  Luther  ascribe  to  him.  Thi 
maintain  that  the  creeds  and  observances  of  which  he  despoiled 
Church,  belonged  to  the  remotest  ecclesiastical  antiquity.  Th( 
call  upon  their  opponent*  to  specify  the  time  anterior  to  Luthi 
when  she  appeared  among  men  without  them,  or  when  she  was 
vested  with  those  ceremonies,  and  those  opinions,  with  which 
hands  arrayed  her.  They  insist  that,  during  a  period  of  fi; 
centuries,  tlie  confession  of  Augsburg  and  the  ritual  of  Geneva  woi 
have  appeared  to  all  Christian  people  as  so  many  strange  innova^ 
tions.  They  declare  that  at  every  successive  era  in  that  long  lapse 
of  ages,  the  Tridentine  decrees  would  have  sounded  in  Christian 
ears  but  as  so  many  familiar  expositions  of  established  truths, 
infer  that  there  is,  therefore,  an  irresistible  presumptii 
one,  and  in  favour  of  the  other. 

John  Newton  undertook  to  refute  these  assertions,  and  t! 
argument  thus  founded  on  them.  In  hia  '  Observations  on  Eccli 
aiastical  History,'  he  attempted  to  trace  the  Lutheran,  or  '  JGvaO' 
gelical'  system,  from  the  apostolic  times,  until  it  fa,ded  away" 
before  the  growth  of  papal  errors,  in  the  sixth  and  following  cen- 
turies. It  was  the  deliberate  judgment  of  his  friend  and  critic 
William  Cowper,  that  he  had  proved  his  superiority,  in  some  of 
the  essential  qualities  of  an  historian,  to  the  author  of  the  '  Decl 
and  Fall  of  the  Koman  Empire.'     The  world,  however,  did 

I  affirm  the  sentence  of  the  poet.  With  far  greater  learning, 
much  more  ability,  Joseph  Milner  devoted  all  the  leisure  of 
life,  and  all  the  resources  of  his  mind,  to  the  accomplishment 
Newton's  design.  He  pledged  himself  to  demonstrate  that, 
the  days  of  Peter  and  of  P^iu!,  there  had  been  an  unbroken  sui 
sion  of  Christian  teachers  and  of  Christian  societies,  among  wh< 
the  eternal  fire  of  gospel  tnitb  had  burnt  pure  and  nndefiled 
the  errors  which  were  abjured  in  the  sixteenth  century  by  the 
of  Christendom. 
Milner's  qualifications  for  this  enterprise,  were  a  respecl 
proficiency  in  classical  knowledge;  a  far  wider  acquaintance  wil 
the  Greek  and  Latin  fathers  than  was  usual  at  that  time  and 
this  country  ;  an  inflexible  regard  for  truth  ;  an  ardent  attachmi 
to  the  memory  of  those  heroes  of  primitive  piety,  who  were 
once  the  witnesses  and  the  ornaments  of  his  cause ;  and  the  com- 
mand of  a  style,  natural  and  perspicuous,  and  glowing  with  ft 
devout  reverence  for  whatever  indicated  the  presence  in  thflr^ 
Church  of  her  Supreme  Head,  and  of  her  Holy  Paraclete. 
lived  to  complete  the  greater  part  of  his  plan,  but  leftr  his  accouol 
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of  the  German  Reformation  to  be  finished  by  his  brother  Isaac, 
and  bequeathed  to  the  most  worthy,  the  privilege  of  bringing  his 
history  to  an  end.  It  fell,  as  we  have  seen,  into  the  hands  of  John, 
the  son  of  Thomas  Scott. 

The  Church  History  of  Joseph  Milner  is  one  of  those  books 
which  may  perish  with  some  revolution  of  the  moral  and  religious 
character  of  the  English  race,  but  hardly  otherwise.  For  in  a  tone 
and  manner  eminently  English,  it  contains  the  only  extant  attempt 
to  deduce  the  theological  genealogy  of  the  British  chmrches  from 
those  of  which  the  Apostles  were  the  immediate  founders.  Our 
national  homage  for  antiquity,  and  for  remote  traditions,  constrains 
us  all,  and  some  of  us  with  undisguised  reluctance,  to  attach  a 
high  value  to  our  ecclesiastical  ancestry,  and  to  our  inheritance, 
through  them,  of  our  religious  opinions.  *  The  Bible,  and  the  Bible 
only,'  may  be  our  rallying  ciy;  but  the  *quod  semper,  quod 
ubique,'  &c,  will  never  lose  its  hold  on  English  imaginations,  or 
on  English  hearts. 

It  appears  to  be  the  opinion  of  the  most  competent  judges,  that 
Milner  was  unable  to  establish  the  theory  to  which  he  was  pledged. 
Indeed  his  own  honest  admissions  are  scarcely  to  be  reconciled 
with  that  theory.  If  the  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Gralatians  was 
really  understood  by  Tertullian,  Cyprian,  Basil,  Chrysostom, 
Jerome,  or  by  either  Gregory,  as  it  was  understood  by  Martin 
Luther,  it  will  follow  that  our  Church  historian  was  either  most 
unfortunate  in  examining  their  writings,  or  most  injudicious  in 
reporting  what  he  discovered  in  them.  Whatever  may  be  the 
truth,  or  whatever  the  antiquity,  of  the  Lutheran  doctrine  of  justi- 
fication, Milner  has  not  been  able  to  prove  that  it  held,  in  the 
theological  system  of  those  Fathers  of  the  Chmrch,  the  all-impor- 
tant work  assigned  to  it  by  the  great  Reformer,  or  by  the  incom- 
parably greater  Apostle. 

That  this  polar  star  of  our  faith  underwent  a  protracted  and 
almost  a  total  eclipse,  is  one  of  those  strange  and  obstinate  facts 
which  the  inquiries  of  Milner  ascertained,  and  which  his  integrity 
has  virtually  acknowledged.  The  explanation  of  that  phenomenon 
we  suppose  to  be,  that  the  vital  energy  of  this  doctrine  has  ever 
consisted  rather  in  the  negation  of  error,  than  in  the  afl&rmation  of 
any  positive  truth,  —  that,  with  the  reappearance  of  the  opposite 
delusion,  the  Pauline  and  Lutheran  doctrine  has  ever  reasserted  its 
dominion,  —  and  that  with  the  disappearance,  or  supposed  disap- 
pearance, of  that  heresy,  the  antagonist  doctrine  has  always  fallen 
into  comparative  disregard. 

Thus,  the  Jewish  people  assumed  that  the  Deity  considered  them 
alone  as  righteous  or  justified  persons,  and  that  He  looked  on  the 
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rest  of  the  children  of  men  as  cursed  with  an  indelible  reprobation. 
In  defence  of  this  opinion  they  urged  that  Abraham,  their  great 
progenitor,  had  transmitted  to  them  promises,  and  that  Moses,  their 
great  legislator,  had  given  to  them  a  law,  from  the  benefits  and 
obligations  of  which  the  rest  of  mankind  were  excluded.  This 
exclusive  privilege  was  claimed,  on  the  same  grounds,  by  the  early 
Jewish  Christians,  except  that  they  acknowledged  that  heathen  con- 
verts to  the  Gospel,  who  should  submit  to  the  law  of  Moses,  and 
conform  to  the  Mosaic  ritual,  might  also  find  a  place  among  the 
righteous  or  *  justified.'  To  refute  this  fatal  error,  St.  Paul  taught 
negatively  that  no  man  could  be  justified  by  the  works  of  the  law, 
and  affirmatively  that  men  could  be  justified  only  by  the  all-sancti- 
fying influence  of  faith,  —  that  is,  by  living  habitually  in  that  state 
of  mind,  in  which  the  remote  is  converted  into  the  present^  and  the 
unseen  into  the  visible. 

With  the  overthrow  of  the  Jewish  economy  came  the  disappear- 
ance of  this  Judaical  illusion.  The  apostolic  protests  against  it 
having  accomplished  their  purpose,  ceased  to  retain  their  original 
significance  and  value.  The  doctors  of  the  Church  dismissed  from 
their  writings  and  their  homilies,  what  they  regarded  as  an  obsolete 
warning  against  an  exploded  error.  But  when  errors  kindred  to 
that  of  the  Jewish  people  sprang  up  in  the  Christian  Church,  the 
protestation  of  Paul  was  also  revived  to  negative  and  to  combat 
them.  His  reasoning  with  the  Galatians  was  quoted  against  the 
corresponding  fallacies  of  their  own  times,  by  Augustine,  by  the 
early  Paulicians,  by  the  Waldenses,  by  Grossetete,  by  Wicliffe,  by 
Hups,  and  by  Luther.  For,  in  the  times  of  each  of  them,  the  Deity 
was  again  represented  by  the  priesthood,  and  was  again  regarded  by 
the  laity,  as  contemplating  the  whole  human  family  as  outcasts 
from  his  presence,  with  the  exception  of  those  only  who  were  reci- 
pients of  sacerdotal  chrisms,  indulgences,  and  absolutions,  and  who 
were  observant  of  a  certain  discipline,  ritual,  and  routine  of  external 
duties.  They,  and  they  only,  were,  according  to  this  creed,  esteemed 
by  their  Creator  as  righteous  or  *  justified '  persons.  The  lie  of  Lu- 
ther's day  was  but  the  revival,  in  another  form,  of  the  lie  of  the  day 
of  Paul  of  Tarsus,  and  Luther's  contradiction  to  it  was  the  distinct 
echo  of  the  contradiction  with  which  it  had  been  met  by  the  great 
Apostle.  Among  the  fathers  of  the  first  three  centuries,  the  same 
echo  was  raised  faintly  and  indistinctly,  and  at  length  died  away 
altogether,  because  in  those  centiu-ies  the  lie  was  uttered  in  tones 
too  low  and  indistinct  to  wound  the  ears  of  the  guardians  of  the 
faith,  amidst  the  din  of  persecutions  from  without,  and  of  other 
controversies  from  within.  It  is  true,  indeed,  that  the  father  of  lies 
and  his  children  will  always  labom-  to  propagate  the  falsehood,  that 
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the  divine  favour  is  to  be  won  by  biirthensome  rites,  and  by  certain 
external  and  visible  acts.  At  every  period,  the  ministers  of  truth 
must  therefore  denounce  the  fallacy,  as  Paul  and  as  Luther  denounced 
it.  The  absence  of  such  denunciations  in  the  theological  writings 
of  any  age  will  prove,  not  that  the  champions  of  Truth  had  deserted 
her  cause,  but  that  the  advocates  of  Error  had  desisted  from  assert- 
ing her  pretensions  —  not  that  the  doctrine  of  justification  by  faith 
had  been  abandoned  by  the  holy  and  the  wise,  but  that  the  doctrine 
of  justification  by  works  had  not  been  inculcated  by  the  carnal  and 
the  foolish. 

Although  for  this  reason,  as  we  believe,  Milner  was  unable  to 
discover  much  to  his  immediate  purpose  in  the  earlier  literature  of 
the  Church,  yet  his  diligence  in  turning  up  that  long- neglected 
soil,  was  repaid  by  an  abundant  harvest.  Though  he  failed  to 
discover  any  frequent  republication  of  the  apostolic  doctrine  res- 
pecting the  piacular  inefficacy  of  any  outward  acts,  and  respecting 
the  saving  eflBcacy  of  that  spiritual  state  which  is  designated  by  the 
word  Faith,  he  succeeded  in  tracing  the  deep  workings  of  that 
vital  energy  in  the  meditations,  in  the  writings,  in  the  lives,  and  in 
the  deaths  of  a  long  and  illustrious  lineage  in  which  the  martyrs, 
the  confessors,  and  the  fathers  of  antiquity  are  connected  by  an 
unbroken  and  indissoluble  chain  with  the  reformers  and  the  mis- 
sionaries of  these  later  ages.  He  ascertained  that  there  had  been  a 
constant  succession  of  holy  men,  who,  amidst  great  diflferences  of 
judgment  and  still  wider  diversities  of  language,  had  lived  and 
died  in  the  power  of  the  same  faith,  maintaining  the  unity  of  the 
spirit  in  the  bond  of  peace.  He  showed  that  men  might  live  very 
wisely  while  they  reasoned  very  absurdly,  —  that  much  practical 
sanctity  was  consistent  with  much  theoretical  error,  —  that  the 
victims  of  many  strange  superstitions  might  yet  have  within  them 
the  living  fountains  of  eternal  life, — and  that  to  a  head  impervious 
to  a  syllogism,  might  be  imited  a  heart  penetrated  with  the  love  of 
God  and  with  the  love  of  man.  In  the  Catholic  Church  he  found 
a  place  for  not  a  few  Soman  Catholics.  He  discerned  that  faith  in 
Christ  had  been  the  ruling  principle,  and  the  image  of  Christ  the 
acquired  likeness,  of  many,  whom  a  sterner  or  more  ignorant  judge 
would  have  condemned  as  benighted  idolators  or  bewildered 
formalists. 

A  noble  enterprise  and  an  invaluable  conclusion!  Though 
Milner  has  been  surpassed  by  a  host  of  writers  in  explaining  the 
relations  of  the  Church  with  the  world,  and  in  recording  the 
occurrences  which  advanced  or  retarded  her  progress  to  worldly 
domination,  and  although  he  is  but  an  infant  in  the  grasp  of  his 
great  German  rivals  in  the  history  of  religious  opinions,  and  of  the 
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iufluencfl  of  the  philosophical  sects  on  the  Church,  and  though  it  ii 
imposeible  to  asaigii  to  him  auy  rank  at  all  as  a  philosophical,-! 
luminous,   graphic,   or  aniinat€d  historian,  yet  this  praise  is  < 
clusivelj   hia   own  —  he   gave   the   true   answer  to  the  tauutin^'l 
inquiry,  'Where  was  your  religion  before  Luther?'     He  demon-, 
strated  that  it  dwelt,  if  not  formally,  yet  substantially,  in  the  soula,.! 
and  that  it  was  manifested,  if  not  without  some  dross  of  hnmaa  I 
infirmity,  yet  with  distinctness,  in  the  lives,  of  a  long  succession  of  J 
saints,  canonised  or  uncanonised,  reaching   backwards   from  thel 
sixteenth  to  the  first  century  of  the  Christian  era;  each  of  whom,.r 
could  he  have  seen  the  days  of  the  monk  of  Wittemberg,  would^ 
have  hailed  him  as  a  brother,  would  have  joined  in  his  devotions, 
would  have  sympathised  with  his  hopes,  and  would  have  acknow- 
ledged that  the  foundation  of  their  and  of  his  faith  was  the  same, 
notwithstanding  the  seeming  inconsistency  of  their  creeds,  and  tliej 
wide  diasiinilarity  of  their  respective  rituals. 

If  that  posthumous  intercourse  between  the  ancient  and  thel 
modem  worthies  of  the  Clturch  Catholic  could  have  been  carriedf 
onward  from  Luther  himself  to  his  followers  in  the  Anglicaal 
Church,  the  mighty  dead  would  have  greeted  none  of  them  withj 
more  cordiality  than  Henry  Venn,  the  last  of  her  four  great  'Evan-I 
gelical '  fathers.  Vast  as  is  the  interval,  which,  in  the  estimate  of  ■ 
the  world,  must  ever  separate  heroical  from  other  men,  yet,  bam 
eyes  purged  and  strengthened  like  those  of  such  imaginary  visitora 
to  discern  in  the  human  heart  those  dormant  germs  of  moral! 
grandeiu-,  which,  under  the  genial  influence  of  meet  occasion,  4 
woidd  have  home  luxuriant  fruit,  he  would  have  appeared  ae  be. 
longing  potentially  to  that  order  of  mankind,  among  whom  tbftj 
highest  and  most  conspicuous  place  belonged  actually  to  I " 
Luther. 

All  the  paternal  ancestors  of  Henry  Venn,  from  the  Reformatio^ 
to  his  own  birth,  in  the  reign  of  George  IL,  had  been  in  bolyl 
orders,  and  several  of  them  had  been  eminent  for  piety,  zeal,  < 
learning.     His  father,  Richard,  visis  remarkable  for  his  successful  ] 
opposition  to  the  appointment  to  the  see  of  Gloucester  of  Dr. 
Bundle,  whose  theology  was  so  liberal,  as  at  length  to  have  dis- 
solved into  a  creed,  to  wliich  any  man  might  assent,  who  did  not 
dissent  from  theism.     The  story  is  told  with  great  effect  in  Lord 
Hervey's  memoirs,  with  the  addition  that  Eundle, after  having  been 
rejected  by  the  Church  of  England,  woe  thrust  by  Walpole  on  the 
Church  of  Ireland,  where,  of  course,  no  defender  of  the  faith  arose 
to  dispute  his  pretensions  to  the  mitre,    Henry,  the  son  of  Kicbard, 
adopting  the  hereditarj-  profession  of  hia  family,  became  b 
sively  Vicar  of  Huddcrsfield,  in  Yorkshire,  and  Eector  of  Yelliugij 
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a  small  village  in  the  county  of  Huntingdon.  Failing  health 
compelled  him  to  abandon  the  first  of  these  cures,  after  an  in- 
cumbency of  twelve  years,  and  the  second,  after  twenty-years' 
continuance  in  it.  He  died  in  the  year  1797,  beneath  the  roof  of 
his  son,  John  Venn,  who  having,  like  himself,  observed  the  law  of 
his  house,  was  then  in  the  possession  of  the  rectory,  and  residing  at 
the  parsonage  of  Clapham,  in  Surrey.  Faithful  to  the  example  of 
his  progenitors,  and  therefore  sustaining  the  same  clerical  oflBce, 
Henry,  the  son  of  John  Venn,  has  recently  published  a  brief  me- 
moir of  his  grandfather,  a  collection  of  his  letters,  and  a  new  edition 
of  his  ^  Complete  Duty  of  Man,'  the  book  on  which  his  fame  as  an 
author  and  a  theologian  principally  depends.  His  celebrity  as  a 
minister  of  the  Gospel  rests  on  traditions  which  are  not  likely  soon 
to  die  away;  and  was  not  long  since  resting  on  the  personal  re- 
collections of  some  few  aged  men  and  women  in  Yorkshire,  whose 
hearts  and  lips  overflowed  as  often  as  they  could  find  any  one  to 
listen  to  their  accounts  of  the  apostolical  teacher,  by  whom  they 
had  been  guided  in  youth  into  those  paths  of  pleasantness,  which, 
even  in  decrepitude  and  decay,  they  still  found  to  be  the  ways  of 
peace. 

Those  traditions,  and  the  writings  of  Henry  Venn,  are  calculated 
to  excite  thoughts  far  more  befitting  the  silence  of  a  solitary 
evening's  walk  than  the  noise  and  excitement  of  the  press.  His 
venerable  image  seems  to  look  upbraidingly  on  any  attempt  to 
delineate  himself  or  his  works  in  a  spirit  less  devout  than  his  own, 
or  less  exclusively  consecrated  to  the  glory  of  God  and  to  the  well- 
being  of  mankind.  Yet,  it  can  hardly  be  at  variance  with  those 
great  objects  of  his  life  to  record  of  him,  that  he  was  one  of  the 
most  eminent  examples  of  one  of  the  most  uncommon  of  human 
excellencies — the  possession  of  perfect  and  uninterrupted  mental 
health.  As  all  the  chords  of  a  well-tuned  harp,  or  as  all  the  organs 
of  a  well-ordered  body,  so  all  the  faculties  of  a  well-constituted 
mind,  contribute,  each  in  its  due  place  and  measure,  to  that  har- 
mony which  is  the  essence  at  once  of  all  effective  action,  and  of  all 
salutary  repose.  In  this  sense  of  the  words,  Henry  Venn  was 
^  made  whole,'  first  by  Nature,  or  that  divine  patrimony  with 
which  we  enter  on  our  present  state  of  being ;  and  then  by  Provi- 
dence, or  that  divine  beneficence  which  directs  and  blesses  our 
progress  through  life.  The  congruity  of  his  intellectual  powers 
was  not  marred  by  any  discord  in  his  affections,  nor  did  either 
reason  or  passion  ever  abdicate  or  usurp  in  his  mind  the  separate 
provinces  over  which  they  were  respectively  commissioned  to  reign. 
There  prevailed  throughout  the  whole  man,  a  certain  symphony 
which  enabled  him  to  possess  his  soul  in  order,  in  energy,  and  in 
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coTupi'igTire-     Ani  ae«  fzi  &ZI  zreac  sccfal  ectcrpraEs.  the  perfection 
of  liife  raeccsr  di5p«i«i5  'jQ  cLe  ctnipiefcni*  of  cLe  c«>Qceit  between 
the  TariofK  cor^jpertfir.g  ae^&s^  so  in  fciiiTvi^ial  life,  perfection 
can  result  oiihr  myni  t&e  fthtsijiEire  aco^rd.  azid  the  mnlDal  support, 
of  the  Tarioos  apcings  of  lurt^XL  vikfcfi  ap.fTn.ire  the  s*>litazT  agent. 
Thoe^  qoalitks  vhi<^  are  anragonigac  in  most  men,  were  con* 
seDtient  in  him;  and  his  taientey  thvogh  9e|jnratelT  of  no  Teiy 
exalted  order,  became,  bj  their  hahitnal  ooncnnrenee.  of  Teiy  singular 
efficaCT.     Thus,  his  athletic  sense  was  asiDciated  with  a  keen  taste 
for  the  beaatifnl,  and  with  a  qciok  perception  of  the  lodicroos. 
Thoagh  dwelling  amidst  the  most  sublime  derotional  elcTations, 
his  oral  and  epistolary  discourse  on  those  mysterioas  topics^  was 
characterised  bv  perfect  simplidtr  and  transparent  deamess.  With 
a  well-stored  memorr,  he  was  an  indep^ident,  if  not  an  original^ 
thinker.     With  deep  and  even  Tehem^it  attachments,  he  knew 
how  to  maintain  on  fit  oocasLons,  eren  towards  those  whom  he 
Wed  best,  a.  judicial  gravity,  and  even  a  judicial  sternness.     He 
acted  with  inde£eitigable  energy  in  the  throng  of  men,  and  yet,  in 
solitude,  could  meditate  with  unwearied  perseverance.     He  was  at 
once  a  preacher,  at  whose  voice  multitudes  wept  or  trembled,  and 
a  companion  to  whose  privacy  the  wise  resorted  for  instruction, 
the  wretched  for  comfort,  and  all  for  sympathy.     In  all  the  exi- 
gencies and  in  all  the  relations  of  life,  the  firmest  reliance  might 
always  be  placed  on  his  counsels,  his  support,  and  his  example. 
Like  St.  Paul,  he  became  all  things  to  all  men ;  and,  for  the  same 
reason,  that  he  might  by  any  means  save  some.     For  the   con- 
centration of  all  his  desires  on  that  one  object,  bore  the  double 
relation  of  cause  and  of  effect  to  that  concentration  of  thought  and 
oneness  of  mind  by  which  he  was  distinguished.     Keeping  that 
single  end  continually  in  view,  he  made  all  the  resources  within 
his  reficli  at  all  times  tributary  to  it. 

To  Henry  Venn,  therefore,  among  the  *  Evangelical '  clergy, 
luilonged,  as  by  an  inherent  right,  the  province  which  he  occupied 
of  giving  to  the  world  a  perfect  and  continuous  view  of  their  system 
of  (JhriHtian  ethics.  The  sacred  consonance  of  all  the  passages  of 
his  own  life,  and  the  uniform  convergence  of  them  all  towards  one 
great  d^jsign,  rendered  his  conceptions  of  duty  eminently  pure, 
larger  and  consist^jnt;  gave  singular  acuteness  to  his  discernment  of 
moral  error ;  and  imparted  a  rich  and  cordial  unction  to  his  per- 
muvHionH  to  obedience. 

The  Anglican  Church  alreatly  possessed,  in  the  'WTiole  Duty  of 
Man,'  a  troaiiHo  on  what  Bentham  calls  *  deontology,'  remarkable 
for  i\w  idiomatic  force  of  its  style,  for  the  extent  of  its  popularity, 
and  for  the  darkness  which  envelopes  its  true  authorship.     But  to 
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Mr.  Venn,  and  to  his  brethren,  it  appeared  so  defective,  in  the 
pursuit  of  morality  downwards  to  its  deep  and  only  sure  founda- 
tion, that  he  thought  it  necessary,  not  only  to  lay  the  basis  anew, 
but  also  to  erect  again  the  superstructure,  with  all  the  variations 
and  additions  consequent  on  that  fundamental  change.  The 
^  Ocnyiplete^  Duty  of  Man'  has  ever  since  rivalled,  if  it  has  not  sur- 
passed, the  fame  and  the  acceptance  of  the  ^  Whole  Duty  of  Man,' 
and  is  still  one  of  those  few  books  of  which  the  benefits  are  never 
unfelt,  of  which  the  love  never  abates,  and  of  which  the  republica- 
tion is  never  long  intermitted.  Even  in  our  own  age  of  literary 
voluptuousness,  it  retains  the  imdiminished  favour  of  many  classes 
of  readers,  although  no  sacrifice  is  made  in  it  to  gratify  the  tastes 
of  any  class.  It  was  written  from  the  soul,  and  therefore  to  the 
soul;  from  a  full  heart,  and  therefore  with  genuine  tenderness; 
from  a  profound  sense  of  responsibility,  and  therefore  with  the 
deepest  seriousness ;  from  a  full  mind,  and  therefore  with  no  per- 
ceptible regard  to  mere  words ;  from  the  most  mature  experience, 
and  therefore  in  a  tone  which  never  falters,  and  in  a  style  perfectly 
artless,  unrestrained,  and  perspicuous.  He  might  have  borrowed 
for  this  and  for  all  his  writings,  from  his  friend,  John  Newton,  the 
title  of  Cardiphonia. 

They  have  passed  to  their  account,  these  holy  men  of  the 
eighteenth  century ;  and  it  is  neither  without  the  appearance,  nor 
the  consciousness,  of  presumption,  that  these  attempts  are  made  to 
discriminate  between  them,  and  to  assign  to  each  his  appropriate 
claims  to  the  gratitude  of  a  later  age.  All  such  judgments  must 
be  more  or  less  conjectural,  resting  on  those  slight  and  imperfect 
indications  of  character,  which  can  be  discovered  in  their  extant 
writings,  or  in  the  brief  notices  in  which  their  contemporaries  have 
celebrated  them.  But  ailer  every  allowance  shall  have  been  made 
for  these  sources  of  error,  enough  will  remain  to  convince  any  im- 
partial inquirer,  that  the  first  generation  of  the  clergy  designated 
as  *  Evangelical,'  were  the  second  founders  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land— that  if  not  entitled  to  the  praise  of  genius,  of  eloquence,  or 
of  profound  learning,  they  were  devout,  sincere,  and  genuine  men 
—  that  the  doctrines  of  the  New  Testament  were  to  them  a  reality, 
and  the  English  liturgy  a  truth — that  their  public  ministrations 
and  their  real  meaning  were  in  exact  coincidence  —  that  they  rose 
as  much  above  the  Hoadlemn  formality  as  above  the  Marian 
superstition  —  that  they  revived  amongst  us  the  spirit  of  Paul  and 
Peter,  of  Augustine  and  Boniface,  of  Wicliffe  and  Ridley,  of  Baxter 
and  Howe, — that  they  burned  with  a  loyal  and  enlightened  zeal 
for  the  kingdom  of  Christy  and  for  those  eternal  verities  on  which 
that  kingdom  is  founded — that  their  personal  sanctity  rose  to  the 
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siastical  authority,  nor  the  renunciation  of  any  reputable  path  to 
eminence  or  to  wealth.  The  distinguishing  tenets  were  few  and 
easily  learned ;  the  necessary  observances  neither  onerous  nor  unat- 
tended with  much  pleasurable  emotion.  In  the  lapse  of  years  the 
discipline  of  the  society  imperceptibly  declined,  and  errors  coeval 
with  its  existence  exhibited  themselves  in  an  exaggerated  form. 
When  country  gentlemen  and  merchants,  lords  spiritual  and  tem- 
poral, and  even  fashionable  ladies  gave  in  their  adhesion ;  their 
dignities  iminvaded,  their  ample  expenditure  flowing  chiefly  in  itn 
accustomed  channels,  and  their  saloons  as  crowded,  if  not  an  bril- 
liant, as  before,  the  spirit  of  ^Tiitfield  wa«  to  be  traced  among  hiM 
followers,  not  so  much  in  the  burning  zeal  and  self-devotion  (f(  tliat 
extraordinary  man,  as  in  his  insubordination  to  episcopal  rule,  and 
in  his  imquenchable  thirst  for  spiritual  excitement  Although  tho 
fields  and  the  market-places  no  longer  echoe^l  to  the  voice  of  the 
impassioned  preacher  and  the  hallelujalis  of  enraptured  myriads^ 
yet  spacious  theatres,  sacred  to  such  uses,  received  a  amntieim  host 
to  harangue  or  to  applaud,  to  recoimt  or  to  hear  adventures  of 
stirring  interest,  to  listen  to  exhortations  for  propagating  the  Chris- 
tian faith  to  the  furthest  recesses  of  the  globe,  to  drop  tlie  KuiK$r- 
fluous  guinea,  and  to  retire  with  feelings  strangely  balanced  between 
the  human  and  the  divine,  the  glories  of  heaven  and  the  vanities 
of  earth. 

And  then,  in  oljedience  to  the  general  law  of  linmari  affairs, 
arrived  the  day  of  reaction.  A  new  race  of  students  hwl  grown 
up  at  Oxford.  They  were  men  of  unsullied,  and  even  wjvere  virtue ; 
animated  by  a  devotion  which,  if  not  very  fervent,  was  at  least 
genuine  and  grave;  conversant  with  classical  literature,  and  not 
without  pretensions,  more  or  less  a^nsiderable,  U)  an  ac^|uaint.an(;e 
with  Christian  antiquity.  As  they  paced  thoughtfully  along  those 
tall  avenues,  to  which,  a  hntulred  yearn  l>efore,  Whitfield  and  the 
Wesleys  had  been  accust^^meil  to  retire  for  meditation,  they  rer^^iiled, 
with  a  mixture  of  aversion  and  onternpt,  from  the  image  of  the 
crowded  assemblages,  and  the  dramatic  exercim$s,  in  which  the  suc- 
cessors of  those  great  men  in  the  Church  cff  England  were  per- 
forming so  conspicuous  a  part.  Tliey  revolved,  nrjt  without  indig- 
nation, the  intell(5cti]al  Ijarrenness  with  which  that  Church  hnA 
been  stricken,  from  the  time  when  h(sr  m^ist  [K^pular  teachers  had 
not  merely  been  satisfied  to  trea<l  the  narrow  circle  of  the  *  Evan- 
gelicar  theology,  but  had  exulte<l  in  that  Iwndage  as  indicating 
their  poHHf»«sion  of  a  purer  light  than  had  visiter!  the  other  minis- 
ters of  the  Gr^Kpel.  TYiey  invoke<l,  with  an  occasional  sigh,  but 
not  without  many  a  Mtter  smile,  the  reappearance  amongst  us 
of  a  piety  more  profound  and  masculine,  more  meek  and  con- 
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same  elevation  as  their  theological  opinions — and  that  in  all  thead 
reapectfi  they  formed  a  contrast,  as  cheering  in  one  light  as  it  was 
melancholy  in  another,  to  the  spirit  which,  in  that  age,  charactei 
ised  their  clerical  brethren.  On  the  other  band,  the  coincidence 
with  the  spirit  and  the  doctrincB  of  the  Methodists,  and  especially 
of  Whitfield,  was  such  as  to  forbid  the  belief  that  there  existed  no 
other  relations  between  the  two  bodies,  but  that  of  a  simultaneous 
existence.  It  has  already,  indeed,  been  shown,  that  Newton  wa« 
the  disciple  of  Whitfield,  that  Scott  was  the  disciple  of  Newton, 
and  that  Miiner  was  his  imitator ;  and  it  would  be  easy  to  show 
that  Venn  lived  in  a  long  and  friendly  intercourse  with  the  great 
Itinerant,  and  officiated  with  him  in  places  of  public  worship' 
which  rejected  episcopal  controul. 

But  the  '  Evangelical  Fathers,'  bound  as  they  were  to  the  Churcl 
of  England  by  their  vows,  and  deeply  attached  to  her  ordinances, 
had  neitlier  the  power  nor  the  wish  to  emulate  the  '  Fathers  of 
Methodism,'  by  establishing  a  new  ecclesiastical  polity.  The  Una 
of  demarcation  between  them  and  the  other  Anglican  clergy,  being 
therefore  indicated  by  no  corresponding  difference  of  government,  of 
confessions,  or  of  ritual,  gradually  became  less  and  less  definite,  until 
at  length  it  had  been  almost  wholly  obliterated.  No  one  man  of' 
commanding  genius  arose  to  lay  the  foundation  of  a  new  spiritual 
dynasty ;  and  no  religious  system  can  ever  acquire  a  corporate  per- 
petuity, or  long  retain  a  continuous  succession,  which  does  noti 
commence  in  some  such  pereonal  unity.  No  scholars  arose  amonj 
them,  illustrious  for  learning,  nor  any  authors  to  whom  the  homage 
of  the  world  at  large  has  been  rendered ;  and  without  such  an  aris- 
tocracy, no  intellectual  commonwealth  can  long  flourish.  Their 
theology,  also,  revolved  so  much  on  a  very  few  central  points,  as  to 
induce  a  disastrous  facility  in  catching  a  superficial  acquaintanctf 
with  it,' and  in  reproducing  it  in  a  plausible  imitation.  Popnii 
applause,  neither  carefully  measm-ed,  nor  always  well  merited, 
rewarded  any  eminent  success  in  the  advocacy  of  their  peculiar 
tenets ;  and  they  were  early  taught  the  deep  truth  of  the  remark  of 
Tacitus — '  Pessinaura  inimicorum  genus,  laudantes. 

Gradually,  also,  it  came  to  pass  in  the  Evangelical,  as  in  other 
societies,  that  the  symbol  was  adopted  by  many  who  were  strangers 
to  the  spirit  of  the  original  institution ;  —  by  many  an  indolent, 
trivial,  or  luxurious  aspirant  to  its  advantages,  both  temporal  and 
eternal.  The  terms  of  membership  had  never  been  definite  or 
severe.  Whitfield  and  his  followers  had  required  from  those  who 
joined  their  standard  neither  the  practice  of  any  peculiar  aus- 
terities, nor  the  adoption  of  any  new  ritual,  nor  the  abandonment 
of  any  established  ceremonies,  nor  an  irksome  submiuaiun  to  eccle- 


THE   "evangelical"   SUCCESSION.  445 

siastical  authority,  nor  the  renunciation  of  any  reputable  path  to 
eminence  or  to  wealth.  The  distinguishing  tenets  were  few  and 
easily  learned ;  the  necessary  observances  neither  onerous  nor  unat- 
tended with  much  pleasurable  emotion.  In  the  lapse  of  years  the 
discipline  of  the  society  imperceptibly  declined,  and  errors  coeval 
with  its  existence  exhibited  themselves  in  an  exaggerated  form. 
When  country  gentlemen  and  merchants,  lords  spiritual  and  tem- 
poral, and  even  fashionable  ladies  gave  in  their  adhesion;  their 
dignities  iminvaded,  their  ample  expenditure  flowing  chiefly  in  its 
accustomed  channels,  and  their  saloons  as  crowded,  if  not  as  bril- 
liant, as  before,  the  spirit  of  Whitfield  was  to  be  traced  among  his 
followers,  not  so  much  in  the  burning  zeal  and  self-devotion  of  that 
extraordinary  man,  as  in  his  insubordination  to  episcopal  rule,  and 
in  his  unquenchable  thirst  for  spiritual  excitement.  Although  the 
fields  and  the  market-places  no  longer  echoed  to  the  voice  of  the 
impassioned  preacher  and  the  hallelujahs  of  enraptured  myriads,, 
yet  spacious  theatres,  sacred  to  such  uses,  received  a  countless  host 
to  harangue  or  to  applaud,  to  recount  or  to  hear  adventures  of 
stirring  interest,  to  listen  to  exhortations  for  propagating  the  Chris- 
tian faith  to  the  furthest  recesses  of  the  globe,  to  drop  the  super- 
fluous guinea,  and  to  retire  with  feelings  strangely  balanced  between 
the  human  and  the  divine,  the  glories  of  heaven  and  the  vanities 
of  earth. 

And  then,  in  obedience  to  the  general  law  of  human  aflTairs, 
arrived  the  day  of  reaction.  A  new  race  of  students  had  grown 
up  at  Oxford.  They  were  men  of  unsullied,  and  even  severe  virtue ; 
animated  by  a  devotion  which,  if  not  very  fervent,  was  at  least 
genuine  and  grave ;  conversant  with  classical  literature,  and  not 
without  pretensions,  more  or  less  considerable,  to  an  acquaintance 
with  Christian  antiquity.  As  they  paced  thoughtfully  along  those 
tall  avenues,  to  which,  a  hundred  years  before,  Whitfield  and  the 
Wesleys  had  been  accustomed  to  retire  for  meditation,  they  recoiled, 
with  a  mixture  of  aversion  and  contempt,  from  the  image  of  the 
crowded  assemblages,  and  the  di'amatic  exercises,  in  which  the  suc- 
cessors of  those  gi'eat  men  in  the  Church  of  England  were  per- 
forming so  conspicuous  a  part.  They  revolved,  not  without  indig- 
nation, the  intellectual  barrenness  with  which  that  Church  had 
been  stricken,  from  the  time  when  her  most  popular  teachers  had 
not  merely  been  satisfied  to  tread  the  narrow  circle  of  the  *  Evan- 
gelical' theology,  but  had  exulted  in  that  bondage  as  indicating 
their  possession  of  a  purer  light  than  had  visited  the  other  minis- 
ters of  the  Gospel.  They  invoked,  with  an  occasional  sigh,  but 
not  without  many  a  bitter  smile,  the  reappearance  amongst  us 
of  a  piety  more   profound  and  masculine,  more  meek  and  con- 
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templative.  They  believed  that  such  a  change  in  the  religioqa 
chavacter  of  their  age  and  country  was  a  divine  coimuand,  and9 
that  a  commiBsioD  had  been  given  to  themiielves  to  carry  it  iutdfl 
efiect.  I 

It  happened  that  at  this  period  Mr.  Wordsworth  had,  at  OxfordJ 
a  pupil  and  aa  imitator,  who  would  have  surpassed  his  master,  iS 
he  could  have  attained  to  the  esquisite  felicities  of  hia  master'^ 
occaniunal  and  better  style.  The  author  of  the  '  Christian  Year,'fl 
like  the  author  of  the  'Excursion,'  inhabited  a  world  in  whicbl 
the  humblest  objects,  and  the  most  familiar  incidents,  were  Eym*fl 
bolical  of  whatever  is  most  elevated  in  things  igpiritual,  and  moaU 
remote  from  our  experience  in  things  invisible.  In  the  tame  sub*! 
urbs,  the  dusty  roads,  and  the  busy  streets  of  Oxford,  Mr.  KeblflS 
lived  by  imagination,  not  by  sight.  On  every  side  they  teemed  fo^| 
him  with  analogies  and  interpretations  of  the  significance  of  berfl 
.liturgical  offices,  of  the  mysteries  of  her  priesthood,  and  of  tfa^| 
temples  erected  by  no  human  bands  in  the  souls  of  her  worshippers  I 
When  he  transferred  to  the  canvas  the  rich  hues  in  which  the  saoofl 
tuary  within  the  veil  of  common  things  was  disclosed  to  his  ownl 
eyes,  he  was  accustomed  to  throw  over  the  picture  aii  atmosphert^l 
which,  however  brilliant,  was  not  seldom  so  hazy  as  to  be  almosfcfl 
impervious.  What  the  Virgin  Mother  bad  been  to  the  grentfl 
painters  of  Italy,  that  the  Anglican  or  Elizabethan  Church  becamol 
to  him.  Immaculate  in  conception,  peerless  in  beauty,  resplendeutl 
with  eveiy  grace,  she  presented  herself  to  him  as  a  living  per*  fl 
Bonality  to  be  loved  and  wooed,  and  as  a  divine  impersonation  toil 
be  adored  and  hymned.  I 

No  strains  could  be  more  grateful  than  these  to  the  sensitive  1 
ears  which  had  been  wounded  by  the  coarser  sounds  wafted  from  % 
Eseter  Hall  to  the  banks  of  Isis ;  and  it  is  one  of  the  caprices  of  1 
fortune,  which,  at  the  expense  of  the  Professor  of  Poetry,  has  cod-  M 
ferred  on  the  Professor  of  Hebrew  the  honour  of  bestowing  hia  1 
patronymic  on  the  league  formed  under  the  auspices  of  their  com-  \ 
mon  Alma  Mater,  against  the  '  Evangelical  auccesslou.'  For,  ] 
although  the  warfare  of  their  holy  alliance  has  chiefly  been  con- 
ducted in  the  lowlands  of  Prose,  it  commenced  by  an  irruption  of 
the  invaders  from  the  mountain  tops  of  Poetry.  From  first  to  last, 
indeed,  their  assaults  have  been  more  or  less  Parnassian  or  Pe-  j 
gasiean.  The  same  liands  which  wrought  at  the  '  Tracts  for  the  J 
Times,'  strung  and  swept  the  chords  of  the  '  Lyra  Apostolica.'  I 
In  everything  but  rhythm,  the  tractariau  essay  was  lyrical.  la  M 
everything  but  tediouaness,  the  apostolic  lyre  was  tractarian.  To  | 
each  belonged  the  poetical  privilege  of  escaping  by  a  half  sense,  or  1 
by  the  half  suggestion  of  a  sense,  or  by  words  with  no  sense  at  all, 
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from  the  dilemma  of  Mr.  Justice  Shallow — *  If,  sir,  you  come  with 
news  from  the  court,  I  take  it,  sir,  there  is  but  two  ways,  either  to 
utter  them  or  to  conceal  them.' 

Mr.  Newman  was  incomparably  the  most  eminent  of  those  trac- 
tarians,  who  chiefly  used  the  instrument  of  prose.  His  tiieology 
differed  from  that  of  Mr.  Keble,  as  a  substance  in  a  solidified  form 
differs  from  itself  when  in  a  gaseous  form.  The  style  of  each 
bore  the  impress  of  learning,  and  elevation  of  sanctity  and  tender- 
ness, but  was  chargeable  with  that  cloudiness  or  ambi-dexterity  of 
meaning  which  David  Hume  denoimced  as  the  vilest  of  all  the 
abuses  of  the  gift  of  language.  But  these  eminent  writers  were 
still  more  clearly  identified  by  their  unmasculine  horror  of  every- 
thing vulgar  in  belief  or  in  sentiment,  and  therefore  of  the  *  Evan- 
gelical' tenets  as  vulgar  beyond  all  other  opinions,  and  of  the 
^  Evangelical '  teachers  as  vulgar  beyond  all  other  men.  And  as 
from  Oxford  had  come  forth  Wicliffe,  to  subvert  the  spiritual 
power  of  Rome,  and  Whitfield,  with  a  deluge  of  popular  rhetoric, 
to  overwhelm  the  hierarchy  of  England,  so  in  the  same  venerable 
academy  arose  Messrs.  Keble  and  Newman,  to  cast  down  the 
stronghold  of  Protestantism.  But  they  came  neither  with  con- 
flagration nor  with  storm.  The  genius  of  refinement,  fastidious- 
ness, exclusion,  and  delicacy,  attended,  if  it  did  not  guide,  their 
movements.  They  were  therefore  speedily  encumbered  by  the 
throng  who  will  always  attach  themselves  to  any  leader  who  ex- 
hibits a  supercilious  contempt  for  the  common  herd,  and  stands 
haughtily  aloof  from  it.  But  they  were  also  followed  by  the  crowd 
of  aspirants  after  sacerdotal  domination,  and  by  that  still  larger 
crowd,  who,  not  knowing  how  to  distinguish  between  the  right 
and  the  duty  of  private  judgment,  are  rejoiced  to  repudiate  both 
the  one  and  the  other,  as  burdens  beyond  their  strength. 

It  therefore  came  to  pass,  in  the  Oxonian,  as  in  other  leagues, 
that  the  head  moved  forward  by  the  impulse  of  the  tail.  Step  by 
step  in  their  progress,  ^  the  Church,'  whom  they  worshipped, 
changed  her  attitude  and  her  suspect.  She  soon  disclaimed  her 
Elizabethan  or  statutory  origin,  and  then  made  vehement  efforts 
to  escape  from  her  Elizabethan  or  statutory  ceremonial.  She  as- 
sumed the  title,  and  laid  claim  to  the  character,  of  the  Primitive 
Church,  or  the  Church  of  the  Fathers,  and  at  length  arrogated  to 
herself  the  prerogatives  of  that  Catholic  or  universal  church,  which 
*  lifts  her  mitred  front  in  courts  and  palaces,'  whether  at  Eome,  at 
Moscow,  or  at  Lambeth,  but  whose  presence  is  never  vouchsafed 
to  any  who  cannot  trace  back  from  ^ostolic  hands  an  episcopal 
succession. 

At  this  stage  of  the  history  of  the  Oxonian  league,  its  progress 
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was  quickened  and  animated  by  the  panic  which  exliibited  ttseO 
from  one  end  to  the  other  of  the  hostile  camp.  The  disciples  n 
WTiitfield  and  of  Wesley  united  to  those  of  Newton  and  Scott,  « 
Milner  and  of  Venn,  and,  reinforced  by  the  whole  strength  of  tin 
Nonconformists,  began  to  throw  up  along  the  whole  Held  of  coed 
troversy  entrench  in  enta  for  their  own  defence,  and  batteries  ScM 
the  annoyance  of  their  assailants.  Amongst  the  literary  luis^ea 
cast  by  the  contending  hosta  against  each  other,  there  arp  fe^ 
better  worth  the  study  of  those  who  wish  to  estimate  the  probaliM 
result  of  the  conflict,  than  the  life  of  Richard  Hiurell  Proude.  M 
was  launched  from  a  catapult  under  the  immediate  direction  ifl 
Messrs.  Keble  and  Newman  themselves,  and,  though  it  is  a  bo<d 
of  no  great  inherent  value,  it  has  a  considerahle  interest  aa  thM 
only  biography  which  the  world  possesses,  of  a  confessor  of  OxfottI 
Catholicism.  It  contains  a  vivid  picture  of  the  discipline,  thd 
studies,  the  opinions,  and  the  mental  hahite  of  his  fraternity,  and 
ia  published  by  the  two  great  fathers  of  that  school,  with  tbfl 
avowal  of  their  '  own  general  coincidence'  in  the  opinions  and  feel4 
ingB  of  their  disciple.  We  have  thus  a  delineation  at  full  lengtJ 
of  one  of  those  divines  who  are  to  effect  the  conquest  which  wsM 
attempted  in  vain  by  the  Bellarmines  and  the  Bossueta  of  formadi 
times.  If  it  teaches  us  nothing  else,  this  biography  will  at  leasfl 
teach  us  what  ia  the  real  extent  and  urgency  of  the  danger  whicfafl 
has  so  much  disturbed  the  tranquillity  of  the  guardians  of  tb« 
Protestant  faith  of  England.  I 

Richard  Hurrell  Froude  was  born,  aa  we  read,  on  the  '  Feaat  om 
the  Annunciation,'  in  the  year  1803,  and  died  in  1836.  He  waJ 
an  Etonian,  a  fellow  of  Oriel  College,  a  priest  in  holy  orders  of  ibtM 
Church  of  England,  the  writer  of  unsuccessfid  prize  essays,  and  n*m 
journals,  letters,  and  sermons;  an  occasional  contributor  to  thfijfl 
periodical  literature  of  hia  theological  associates;  and,  during  thai 
last  four  years  of  hia  life,  an  invalid  in  search  of  health,  either  inM 
the  south  of  Europe  or  in  the  West  Indies.  I 

Snch  are  alt  the  incidents  of  a  life  to  the  commemoration  of'l 
■which  two  octavo  volumes  have  been  dedicated,  A  more  intrac- J 
table  story,  if  regarded  merely  as  a  narrative,  was  never  under-l 
taken.  But  Mr.  Fronde  left  behind  him  a  great  collection  o« 
papera,  which  affection  would  have  committed  to  the  fire,  thouglJ 
party  apirit  has  given  them  to  the  press.  The  most  imfcrupuloiiH 
publisher  of  diariea  and  private  correspondence  never  offered  tosm 
sale  a  aelf-analysia  more  frank  or  less  prepossessing.  But  thefl 
■world  is  invited  to  gaze  on  this  suicidal  portraitiu-e  on  account  of  ■ 
'  •  the  extreme  importance  of  the  views,  to  the  development  of  which  I 
the  whole  is  meant  to  be  subservient,'  and  in  order  that  they  may  I 
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not  lose  ^  the  instruction  derivable  from  a  full  exhibition  of  his 
character  as  a  witness  to  those  views.  Heavy  as  are  the  penalties 
which  the  editors  of  these  volumes  have  incurred  for  their  dis- 
closure of  the  infirmities  of  their  friend,  the  world  will  probably 
absolve  them,  if  they  will  publish  more  of  the  letters  which  he  ap- 
pears to  have  received  from  his  mother,  and  to  have  transmitted 
to  them.  One  such  letter  which  they  have  rescued  from  oblivion, 
is  worth  far  more  than  all  which  they  have  published  of  her  son's. 
Though  both  the  parent  and  the  child  have  long  since  been  with- 
drawn from  the  reach  of  this  world's  judgment,  it  yet  seems  almost 
an  impiety  to  transcribe  her  estimate  of  his  early  character,  and  to 
add  that  the  less  favourable  anticipations  which  she  drew  from  her 
study  of  him  in  youth,  were  but  too  distinctly  verified  in  his  riper 
years.  She  read  his  heart  with  a  mother's  sagacity,  and  thus  re- 
vealed it  to  himself  with  a  mother's  tenderness  and  truth. 

*  From  his  very  birth  his  temper  has  been  peculiar ;  pleasing, 
intelligent,  and  attaching,  when  his  mind  was  undisturbed,  and  he 
was  in  the  company  of  people  who  treated  him  reasonably  and 
kindly  ;  but  exceedingly  impatient  imder  vexatious  circumstances ; 
very  much  disposed  to  find  his  own  amusement  in  t^azing  and 
vexing  others ;  and  almost  entirely  incorrigible  when  it  was 
necessary  to  reprove  him.  I  never  could  find  a  successful  mode  of 
treating  him.  Harshness  made  him  obstinate  and  gloomy ;  calm 
and  long  displeasure  made  him  stupid  and  sullen;  and  kind 
patience  had  not  sufficient  power  over  his  feelings  to  force  him 
to  govern  himself.  After  a  statement  of  such  great  faults,  it  may 
seem  an  inconsistency  to  say,  that  he  nevertheless  still  bore  about 
him  strong  marks  of  a  promising  character.  In  all  points  of  sub- 
stantial principle  his  feelings  were  just  and  high.  He  had  (for  his 
age)  an  unusually  deep  feeling  of  admiration  for  everything  which 
was  good  and  noble ;  his  relish  was  lively,  and  his  taste  good,  for 
all  the  pleasures  of  the  imagination ;  and  he  was  also  quite  conscious 
of  his  own  faults,  and  (untempted)  had  a  just  dislike  to  them.' 

Exercising  a  stem  and  absolute  dominion  over  all  the  baser 
passions,  with  a  keen  perception  of  the  beautiful  in  nature  and  in 
art,  and  a  deep  homage  for  the  sublime  in  morals ;  imbued  with 
the  spirit  of  the  classical  authors,  and  delighting  in  the  exercise  of 
talents  which,  though  they  fell  far  short  of  excellence,  rose  as  far 
above  mediocrity,  Mr.  Froude  might  have  seemed  to  want  no 
promise  of  an  honourable  rank  in  literature,  or  of  distinction  in  his 
sacred  office.  His  career  was  intercepted  by  a  premature  death  ; 
but  enough  is  recorded  to  show  that  his  aspirations,  however  noble, 
must  have  been  defeated  by  the  pride  and  moroseness  which  his 
mother's  wisdom  detected,  and  which  her  love  disclosed  to  him ; 
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united  as  they  were  to  a  con^itutional  distrust  of  his  ofwn  poveni 
and  a  weak  reliance  on  other  minds  for  guidance  and  snpporL    A 
spirit  at  once  haughty  and  unsustained  by  genuine  self-confidoia; 
subdued  by  the  stronger  will  or  intellect  of  other  men^  and  gI<M7iiig 
in  that  subjection ;  regarding  the  opponents  of  his  mastats  with  aa 
intolerance  exceeding  their  own;    and,  in  the  midst  of  all  hii 
animosity  towards  others,  turning  with  no  infrequent  indignatiioii 
on  itself,  —  might  form  the  basis  of  a  good  dramatic  sketchy  of 
which  Mr.  Froude  might  not  unworthily  sustain  the  burden.     But 
a  *  dialogue  of  the  dead/  in  which  George  Whitfield  and  Hichaid 
Froude  should  be  the  interlocutors,  would  be  a  more  appit>|male 
channel  for  illustrating  the  practical  uses  of  'the  Second  fiefonna- 
tiouy'  and  of  the  Catholic  Restoration,'  which  it  is  the  object  of 
their  respective  biographies  to  illustrate.     Rhadamanthus  having 
dismissed  them  from  his  tribunal,  they  would  compare  together 
their  juvenile  admiration  of  the  drama,  their  ascetic  discipline  at 
Oxford,  their  early  dependence  on  stronger  or  more  resolute  minHit^ 
their  propensity  to  self-observation  and  to  self-portraiture,  their 
contemptuous  opinions  of  the  negro  race,  and  the  surprise  with 
which  they  witnessed  the  worship  of  the  Church  of  Borne  in  lands 
where  it  is  still  triumphant.    So  far  all  is  peace,  and  the  Concordes 
anirruB  exchange  such  greetings  as  pass  between  disembodied  spirits. 
But  when  the  tidings  brought  by  the  new  denizen  of  the  Eljsian 
fields  to  the  reformer  of  the  eighteenth  century,  reach  his  afirigbted 
shade,  the  regions  of  the  blessed  are  disturbed  by  an  unwonted 
discord ;  and  the  fiery  soul  of  Whitfield  blazes  with  intense  desire 
to  resume  his  wanderings  through  the  earth,  and  to  lift  up  his 
voice  against  the  new  apostasy. 

It  was  with  no  unmanly  dread  of  the  probe,  but  from  want  of 
skill  or  leisure  to  employ  it,  that  the  self-scrutiny  of  Whitfield 
seldom  or  never  penetrated  much  below  the  surface.  Preach  he 
must ;  and  when  no  audience  could  be  brought  together,  he  seized 
a  pen  and  preached  to  himself.  The  uppermost  feeling,  be  it  what 
it  may,  is  put  down  in  his  journal  honestly,  vigorously,  and  devoutly. 
Satan  is  menaced  and  upbraided.  Intimations  from  heaven  are 
recorded,  without  one  painful  doubt  of  their  origin.  He  prays  and 
exults,  anticipates  the  future  with  delight,  looks  back  to  the  past 
with  thankfulness,  blames  himself  simply  because  he  thinks  him- 
self to  blame,  despairs  of  nothing,  fears  nothing,  and  has  not  a 
moment's  ill-will  to  any  human  being. 

Mr.  Froude  conducts  his  written  soliloquies  in  a  different  spirit. 
His  introverted  gaze  analyses  with  elaborate  minuteness  the  various 
motives  at  the  confluence  of  which  his  active  powers  receive  their 
impulse,  and,  with  perverted  sagacity,  pursues  the  self-examination. 


THE  "EVANGEUCAL"  SUCCESSION.  451 

until,  bewildered  in  the  dark  labyrinth  of  his  own  nature,  he  es- 
capes to  the  cheerful  light  of  day  by  locking  up  his  journal.  *  A 
friend '  (whose  real  name  is  as  distinctly  intimated  under  its  initial 
letter,  as  if  it  were  written  at  length)  ^  advises  burning  confessions. 
I  cannot  make  up  ray  mind  to  that,'  observes  the  penitent ;  *  but  I 
think  I  can  see  many  points  in  which  it  will  be  likely  to  do  me 
good  to  be  cut  off  for  some  time  from  these  records.'  On  such  a 
subject  the  author  of  ^ The  Christian  Year'  was  entitled  to  greater 
deference.  That  bright  ornament  of  the  College  de  Propaganda 
at  Oxford  had  also  gazed  on  his  own  heart  through  the  mental 
microscope,  till  he  had  learnt  the  danger  of  the  excessive  use  of  it. 
While  admonishing  men  to  approach  their  Creator  not  as  isolated 
beings,  but  as  members  of  the  Universal  Church,  and  while  aiding 
the  inmates  of  her  hallowed  courts  to  worship  in  strains  so  pure,  so 
reverent,  and  so  meek,  as  to  answer  not  imworthily  to  the  voice  of 
hope  and  reconciliation  in  which  she  is  addressed  by  her  Divine 
Head,  this  *  sweet  singer'  had  so  brooded  over  the  evanescent 
processes  of  his  own  spiritual  nature,  as  not  seldom  to  render  his 
real  meaning  imperceptible  to  his  readers,  and  probably  to  himself. 
With  how  sound  a  judgment  he  counselled  Mr.  Froude  to  burn 
his  books,  may  be  judged  from  the  following  entries  in  them: — 

^  I  have  been  talking  a  great  deal  to  B.  about  religion  to-day.  He 
seems  to  take  such  straightforward  practical  views  of  it  that,  when 
I  am  talking  to  him,  I  wonder  what  I  have  been  bothering  myself 
with  all  the  summer,  and  almost  doubt  how  far  it  is  right  to  allow 
myself  to  indulge  in  speculations  on  a  subject  where  all  that  is 
necessary  is  so  plain  and  obvious.' — *  Yesterday,  when  I  went  out 
shooting,  I  fancied  I  did  not  care  whether  I  hit  or  not ;  but  when 
it  came  to  the  point,  I  found  myself  anxious,  and,  after  having 
killed,  was  not  unwilling  to  let  myself  be  considered  a  better  shot 
than  I  described  myself.  I  had  an  impulse,  too,  to  let  it  be  thought 
that  I  had  only  three  shots  when  I  really  had  had  four.  It  was  slight, 
to  be  sure,  but  I  felt  it'  —  *  I  have  read  my  journal,  though  I  can 
hardly  identify  myself  with  the  person  it  describes.  It  seems  like  hav- 
ing some  one  under  one's  guardianship  who  was  an  intolerable  fool, 
and  exposed  himself  to  my  contempt  every  moment  for  the  most 
ridiculous  and  trifling  motives ;  and  while  I  was  thinking  all  this, 
I  went  into  L.'s  room  to  seek  a  pair  of  shoes,  and  on  hearing  him 
coming  got  away  as  silently  as  possible.  Why  did  I  do  this  ?  Did 
I  think  I  was  doing  what  L.  did  not  like  ?  or  was  it  the  relic  of  a 
sneaking  habit  ?  I  will  ask  myself  these  questions  again.' — ^  I  have 
a  sort  of  vanity  which  aims  at  my  own  good  opinion,  and  I  look  for 
any  thing  to  prove  to  myself  that  I  am  more  anxious  to  mind  myself 
than  other  people.      I  was  very  hungry,  but  because  I  thought  the 
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charge  unreasonable,  I  tried  to  shirk  the  waiter;  sneakiagl' 
'Yesterday  I  was  much  put  ont  by  an  old  fellow  chewing  tobi 
and  spitting  across  me;  also  bad  thoughts  of  various  kinds  it 
presenting  themselves  to  my  mind  when  it  was  vacant.' — ' '. 
sillily  to-day,  as  I  used  to  do  last  term,  hut  took  no  pleasure  in  i 
HO  I  am  not  ashamed.  Although  I  don't  recollect  any  harm  « 
myself,  yet  I  don't  feel  that  I  have  made  a  clean  breast  of  it.'- 
forgot  to  mention  that  I  had  been  looking  rauud  my  rooms, 
thinking  that  they  looked  comfortable  and  nice,  and  that  I  salt 
my  heart.  Ah,  ah !  1  am  warm.'  — '  It  always  euggesta  itaelf  to  n 
that  a  wise  thought  is  wasted  when  it  is  kept  to  myself,  againsfr'' 
which,  as  it  is  my  moat  bothering  temptation,  I  will  set  down  some 
arguments  to  be  called  to  mind  in  time  of  trouble.' — '  Now,  I  am 
proud  of  this,  and  think  that  the  knowledge  it  shows  of  myself  im- 
plies  a  greatness  of  mind.'  — 'These  records  are  no  guide  to  rae  t^ 
show  the  state  of  my  mind  afterwards ;  they  are  so  far  from  beio^ 
exercises  of  humility,  that  they  lessen  the  shame  of  what  I  recordj 
just  as  professions  and  good-will  to  other  people  reconcile  us  to  oud 
neglect  of  them-' 

The  precept '  know  thyself  came  down  from  heaven;  but  suolf 
self-knowledge  as  this  has  no  heavenward  tendency.     It  is  no  pai 
of  the  economy  of  our  nature,  nor  is  it  the  design  of  our  Maker,  that 
we  should  so  cunningly  unravel  the  subtle  filaments  of  which  om 
motives  are  composed.     If  a  man  shoidd  subject  to  such  a  Ecrutin)^ 
the  feelings  of  others  to  himself,  he  would  soon  lose  his  faith  i 
human  virtue  and  affection.   The  mind  which  should  thus  put  to  thn 
question  its  own  workings  in  the  domestic  or  social  retations  of  lifoj 
would  ere  long  become  the  victim  of  a  still  more  fatal  sceptid 
"Why  dream  that  this  reflex  operation  which,  if  directed  towturdt 
those  feelings  of  which  our  fellow-creatiues  are  the  object,  woul^ 
infallibly  eject  from  the  heart  all  love  and  all  respect  for  man,  shouln 
strengthen  either  the  love  or  the  fear  of  God?     A  welt-tutorec' 
conscience  aims  at  breadth  rather  than  minuteness  of  survey,  oJxS 
tasks  itself  much  more  to  ascertain  general  results  than  to  find  oi)l 
the  solution  of  riddles.     So  long  as  religious  men  must  reveal  theix 
'  experiences,'  and  self-defamation  revels  in  its  present  impuiutn| 
there  is  no  help  for  it,  but  in  withholding  the  applause  to  whicrf 
even  lowliness  itself  aspires  for  the  candour  with  which  it  La  com^ 
btned,  &nd  the  acnteness  by  which  it  is  embellished. 

As  it  is  not  by  these  nice  self- observers  that  the  creeds  of  hoatl 
antiquity,  and  the  habits  of  centuries  are  to  be  shaken ;  so  neither-l 
is  such  higli  emprise  reserved  for  ascetics  who  can  pause  to  eaoi 
merate  the  slices  of  bread  and  butter  fi-om  which  they  have  abi 
stained.     When  WTiitfield  would  mortify  his  body,  he  set  about  ij 
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like  a  man.  The  paroxysm  was  short  indeed,  but  terrible.  While 
it  lasted  his  diseased  imagination  brought  soul  and  body  into 
deadly  conflict,  the  fierce  spirit  spuming,  trampling,  and  well-nigh 
destroying  the  peccant  carcase.     Not  so  the  fastidious  and  refined 

*  witness  to  the  views '  of  the  restorers  of  the  Catholic  Church. 
The  strife  between  his  spiritual  and  animal  nature  is  recorded  in  his 
journal  in  such  terms  as  these, — ^  Looked  with  greediness  to  see  if 
there  was  goose  on  the  table  for  dinner.' — ^  Meant  to  have  kept  a 
fast  and  did  abstain  from  dinner,  but  at  tea  eat  buttered  toast.' — 

*  Tasted  nothing  to-day  till  tea  time,  and  then  only  one  cup  and 
dry  bread.'  —  ^  I  have  kept  my  fast  strictly,  having  taken  nothing 
till  near  nine  thiy  evening,  and  then  only  a  cup  of  tea  and  a  little 
bread  without  btitter,  but  it  has  not  been  as  easy  as  it  was  last.'  — 

*  I  made  rather  a  more  hearty  tea  than  usual,-  quite  giving  up  the 
notion  of  a  fast  in  W.'s  rooms,  and  by  this  weakness  have  occasioned 
another  slip.' 

Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  propriety  of  disclosing  such 
passages  as  these,  they  will  provoke  a  contemptuous  smile  from  no 
one  who  knows  much  of  his  own  heart.  But  they  may  relieve 
the  anxiety  of  the  alarmists.  Luther  and  Zuingle,  Cranmer 
and  Latimer,  may  still  rest  in  their  honoured  graves.  *  Take 
courage,  brother  Ridley,  we  shall  light  up  such  a  flame  in  England 
as  shall  not  soon  be  put  out,'  is  a  prophecy  which  will  not  be 
defeated  by  the  successors  of  the  Oxonian  divines  who  listened  to  it, 
so  long  as  they  shall  be  vacant  to  record,  and  to  publish,  contrite 
reminiscences  of  a  desire  for  roasted  goose,  and  of  an  imdue  indul- 
gence in  buttered  toast. 

Yet  the  will  to  subvert  the  doctrines  and  discipline  of  the  Refor- 
mation is  not  wanting,  and  is  not  concealed.  Mr.  Froude  himself, 
were  he  still  living,  might,  indeed,  object  to  be  judged  by  his 
careless  and  familiar  letters.  No  such  objection  can,  however,  be 
made  by  the  eminent  persons  who  have  deliberately  given  them  to 
the  world  on  account  ^  of  the  truth  and  extreme  importance  of  the 
views  to  which  the  whole  is  meant  to  be  subservient,'  and  in  which 
they  record  their  'own  general  concurrence.'  Of  these  weighty 
truths  take  the  following  examples  : — 

*  You  will  be  shocked  at  my  avowal  that  I  am  every  day  becom- 
ing a  less  and  less  loyal  son  of  the  Reformation.  It  appears  to  me 
plain  that  in  all  matters  which  seem  to  us  indiflferent,  or  even 
doubtful,  we  should  conform  our  practices  to  those  of  the  Church 
which  has  preserved  its  traditionary  practices  unbroken.  We 
cannot  know  about  any  seemingly  indifferent  practice  of  the  Church 
of  Rome  that  it  is  not  a  development  of  the  apostolic  ij^oy,  and  it  is 
to  no  purpose  to  say  that  we  can  find  no  proof  of  it  in  the  writings 

G  0  3 


46% 


THB  ^ETAKGElJeU."  SUCCESSIOHT. 


of  the  first  six  centuries  —  they  most  find  a  disproof  if  they  woal4 
do  any  thing.' — '  I  think  people  are  injudicious  who  talk  agaimt 
the  Roman  Catholics  for  worshipping  saints  and  honouring  tho 
Virgin  and  JmageB,  &c.  These  things  may  perhaps  be  idolatrous ; 
I  cannot  make  up  my  mind  about  it,' — '  P.  called  us  the  Papal 
Protestant  Church,  in  which  he  proved  a  double  i^orance,  as  we 
are  Catholics  without  the  Popery,  and  Church  of  EnglaJid  men 
without  the  Protestantism.' —  '  The  more  I  think  over  that  view  of 
yours  about  regarding  our  present  communion  service,  &c  as  a 
judgment  on  the  Church,  and  taking  it  as  the  crumbs  from  the 
apostles'  table,  the  more  I  am  struck  with  its  fitness  to  be  dwelt 
upon  as  tending  to  check  the  intrusioQ  of  irreverent  thoughts, 
without  in  any  w.ty  interfering  with  one's  just  indignation.' — 'Your 
trumpery  principle  about  Scripture  being  the  sole  rule  of  faith  in 
fiindamentals  (I  nauseate  the  word},  is  but  a  mutilated  edition, 
without  the  breadth  aod  axiomatic  character,  of  the  origiual.' — 
'Really  I  hate  the  Reformation  and  the  Reformers  more  and  more, 
and  have  almost  made  up  my  mind  that  the  rationalist  spirit  they 
set  afloat  is  the  y^evStnrpotf>^Ti]i  of  the  Revelations,' — '  Why  do  you 
praise  Ridley  ?  Po  you  know  sufficient  good  about  him  to  counter- 
balance the  fact,  that  he  was  the  associate  of  Cranmer,  Peter 
Martyr,  and  Bucer?' — '  I  wish  you  could  get  to  know  something  of 
S.  and  W.'  (Southey  and  Wordsworth),  '  and  un-Protestantiae, 
un-Miltoniae  them,'  — '  Hoiu  is  it  we  are  so  much  in  advantx  of 
our  generation  ?' 

Spirit  of  George  Whitfield  I  how  would  thy  voice,  rolled  ^m 
'  the  secret  place   of  thunders,'   have   overwhelmed   these   puny 
protests  against  the  truths  which  it  was  the  one  business  of  thy  life  i 
to  proclaim  from  the  rising  to  the  setting  sun  I     In  what  does  the  I 
modern  creed  of  Oxford  differ  from  the  ancient  faith  of  Rome?  I 
Hurried  along  by  the  abhorred  current  of  advancing  knowledge  I 
and  social  improvement,  they  have  indeed  renounced  papal  domi- 1 
nion,  and  denied  papal  infallibility,  and  rejected  the  grosser  super- 1 
etitiona  which  Rome  herself  at  once  despises  and  promotes.     Bat  f 
a  prostrate  submission  to  human  authority  —  the  repose  of  the  1 
wearied  or  indolent  mind  on  external  otiservances — an  escape  from  M 
the  arduoas  exercise  of  man's  highest  faculties  in  the  worship  o" 
his  Maker— and  the  usurped  dominion  of  the  imaginative  over  tioM 
rational  nature, — -these  are  the  common   characteristics   of  ! 
systems. 

The  Reformation  restored  to  the  Christian  world  ita  only  a 
thentic  canon,  and  its  one  Supreme  Head.  It  proclaimed  ■ 
Scriptures  as  the  rule  of  life;  and  the  Divine  Redeemer  as  ( 
supreme  and  central  object  to  whom  every  eye  must  turn,  and  « 
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wLom  every  hope  must  rest.  It  cast  down  not  only  the  idols 
erected  for  the  adoration  of  the  vulgar,  but  the  idolatrous  abstrac- 
tions to  which  the  worship  of  more  cultivated  minds  was  rendered. 
Penetrating  the  design,  and  seizing  the  spirit  of  the  gospels,  the 
reformers  inculcated  the  faith  in  which  the  sentient  and  the 
spiritual  in  man's  compound  nature  had  each  its  appropriate  office; 
the  one  directed  to  the  Eedeemer  in  his  palpable  form,  the  other 
to  the  Divine  Paraclete  in  his  hidden  agency  ;  while,  imited  with 
these,  they  exhibited  to  a  sinful,  but  penitent,  race  the  parental 
character  of  the  Omnipresent  Deity.  Such  is  not  the  teaching  of 
the  restored  theology.  The  most  eminent  of  its  professors  have 
thrown  open  the  doors  of  Mr.  Froude's  oratory,  and  have  invited 
all  passers-by  to  notice  in  his  prayers  and  meditations  ^  the  absence 
of  any  distinct  mention  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour.'  They  are  ex- 
horted not  to  doubt  that  there  was  a  real  though  silent  ^  allusion  to 
Christ '  under  the  titles  in  which  the  Supreme  Being  is  addressed; 
and  are  told  that  *  this  circumstance  may  be  a  comfort  to  those 
who  cannot  bring  themselves  to  assume  the  tone  of  many  popular 
writers  of  this  day,  who  yet  are  discouraged  by  the  peremptoriness 
with  which  it  is  exacted  of  them.  The  truth  is,  that  a  mind  alive 
to  its  own  real  state  often  shrinks  to  utter  what  it  most  dwells 
upon ;  and  is  too  full  of  awe  and  fear  to  do  more  than  silently  hope 
what  it  most  wishes.' 

It  would  indeed  be  presumptuous  to  pass  a  censure,  or  to  hazard 
an  opinion,  on  the  private  devotions  of  any  man ;  but  there  is  no 
such  risk  in  rejecting  the  apology  which  the  publishers  of  those 
secret  exercises  have  advanced  for  Mr.  Fronde's  departure  from  the 
habits  of  his  fellow  Christians.  Feeble,  indeed,  and  emasculate 
must  be  the  system,  which,  in  its  delicate  distaste  for  the  *  popular 
writers  of  the  day,'  would  bury  in  silence  the  name  in  which  every 
tongue  and  language  has  been  summoned  to  worship  and  to  rejoice. 
Well  may  ^  awe  and  fear '  become  all  who  assume  and  all  who 
invoke  it.  But  an  *  awe '  which  *  shrinks  to  utter '  the  name  of 
Him  who  was  born  at  Bethlehem,  and  yet  does  not  fear  to  use  the 
name  which  is  ineffable ; — a  ^  fear '  which  can  make  mention  of  the 
Father,  but  may  not  speak  of  the  Brother,  of  all,  —  is  a  feeling 
which  fairly  baffles  comprehension.  There  is  a  much  more  simple, 
though  a  less  imposing  theory.  Mr.  Froude  permitted  himself, 
and  was  encouraged  by  his  correspondents,  to  indulge  in  the 
language  of  antipathy  and  scorn  towards  a  large  body  of  his  fellow 
Christians.  It  tinges  his  letters,  his  journals,  and  is  not  without 
its  influence  even  on  his  devotions.  Those  despised  men  too  often 
celebrated  the  events  of  their  fiedeemer's  life,  and  the  benefits  of 
his  passion,  in  language  of  offensive  familiarity,  and  invoked  Him 
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with  fond  and  feeble  epithets.     Therefore,  a  good  Oxford-Catbol 
must  envelope  in  mystic  terms  all  allusion  to  Kim  round  whom  a 
its  centre  the  whole  Christian  system  revolves.     The  line  of  dei 
cation  between  themselves  and  these  coarse  sentimentalists  must  fa 
broad  and  deep,  even  though  it  should  exclude  those  by  whom  if 
indrawn,  from  all  the  peculiar  and  distinctive  ground  on  which  thi 
standard  of  the  reformed  Churches  has  been  erected.       There  id 
really  nothing  to  dread  from  such  hostility  and  from  such  enemieflr^ 
A  iine  lady  visits  the  United  States,  and,  in  loathing  against  the 
salivated  and  tohacconised  republic,  becomes  an  Absolutist.      A 
'  double-first  class'  theologian  overhears  the  Evangelical  paalmody. 
and  straightway  turns  Catholic,     But  Congress  will  not  dissolve  a 
the  bidding  of  the  fair  Exclusive ;  nor  will  Exeter  Hall  be  closed  t 
propitiate  the  fastidious  Double-first,     The  martyrs  of  disgust  aaS 
the  heroes  of  revolutions  are  composed  of  entirely  opposite  i 
terials,  and  are  cast  in  quite  different  moulds.    Nothing  truly  gres 
or  formidable  was  ever  yet  accomplisherl,  iii  thought  or  action, 
men  whose  love  for  truth  was  not  strong  enough  to  triumph  t 
their  dislike  of  the  offensive  objects  with  which  truth  may  chanc* 
to  be  associated. 

Mr,  Froude  was  the  helpless  victim  of  such  associations.     No* 
thing  escapes  his  abhorrence  which  has  been  regarded  with  favoui 
by  his  political  or  religious  antagonists.     The  bill  for  the  Abolition: 
of  Slavery  was  recommended  to  Parliament  by  an  Administratioi 
more  than  siu^pected  of  Liberalism  in  matters  ecclesiastical.     Thai 
'  Witness  to  Catholic  Views,'  '  in  whose  sentiments  as  a  whole,'  hi»] 
editfira  concur,  visits  the  West  Indies,  and  they  are  not  afraid  I 
publish  the  following  report  of  his  feelings :  —  'I  have  felt  it  a  kind'fl 
of  duty  to  maintain  in  my  mind  au  habitual  hostility  to  the  ni^en^l 
and  to  chuckle  over  the  failures  of  the  new  system,  as  if  these  pool 
wretches  concentrated  in  themselves  all  the  Whiggery,  dissent,  cant^l 
and  abomination  that  have  been  ranged  on  their  side.'     Lest  thi^ 
should  pass  for  a  pleasant  extravagance,  the  editors  enjoin  thd 
reader  not  to  '  confound  the  author's  view  of  the  negro  cause  andfl 
of  the  ahstract  iieffvo  with  his  feelings  towards  any  he  shouli£ 
actually  meet ; '  and  Professor  Tholuck  is  simimoned  from  G-ermanjy 
to  explain  how  the  '  originators  of  error '  may  lawfully  be  the  c 
jects  of  a  good  man's  hate,  and  how  it  may  innocently  over0ow  u 
all  their  clients,  kindred,  and  connections.     Mr.  Froude's  feeliiij_ 
towards  the  '  abstract  negro '  would  have  satisfied  the  learned  Pro* 
fessor  in  his  most  malevolent  mood.     '  I  am  ashamed,'  he  says,  <Xfl 
cannot  get  over  my  prejudices  against  the  niters.'  —  '  Every  o 
meet  seems  to  me  like  an  incarnation  of  the  whole  Anti-Slaver( 
Society,  and  Fowell   Buxton   at  their  head,'  —  'The  thing  ( 
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strikes  me  as  most  remarkable  in  the  cut  of  these  niggers  is  exces- 
sive immodesty,  a  forward  stupid  familiarity  intended  for  civility, 
which  prejudices  me  against  them  worse  even  than  Buxton's  cant 
did.  It  is  getting  to  be  the  fashion  with  everybody,  even  the 
planters,  to  praise  the  emancipation  and  Mr.  Stanley.' 

Mr.  Froude,  or  rather  his  editors,  appear  to  have  fallen  into  the 
error  of  supposing  that  their  profession  gives  them  not  merely  the 
right  to  admonish,  but  the  privilege  to  scold.  Lord  Stanley  and 
Mr.  Buxton  have,  however,  the  consolation  of  being  railed  at  in 
good  company.  Hampden  is  *  hated '  with  much  zeal,  though,  it 
is  admitted,  with  imperfect  knowledge.  Louis  Philippe,  and  his 
associates  of  the  Three  Days,  receive  the  following  humane  bene- 
diction —  *  I  sincerely  hope  the  march  of  mind  in  France  may  yet 

prove  a  bloody  oneJ*  —  *  The  election  of  the  wretched  B.  for , 

and  that  base  fellow  H.  for ,  in  spite  of  the  exposure,'  &c. 

Again,  the  editors  protest  against  our  supposing  that  this  is  a  play- 
ful exercise  in  the  art  of  exaggeration.  *  It  should  be  observed,' 
they  say,  ^  as  in  other  pai*ts  of  this  volume,  that  the  author  use<l 
these  words  on  principle,  not  as  abuse,  but  as  expressing  matters 
of  fact,  as  a  way  of  bringing  before  his  own  mind  things  as  they 
are.' 

Milton,  however,  is  the  especial  object  of  Mr.  Froude's  virtuous 
abhorrence.  He  is  '  a  detestable  author.'  Mr.  Froude  rejoices  to 
learn  something  of  the  Puritans,  because,  as  he  says,  *  It  gives  me 
a  better  right  to  hate  Milton,  and  accounts  for  many  of  the  things 
which  most  disgusted  me  in  his  (not  in  my  sense  of  the  word) 
poetry  / '  —  ^  A  lady  told  me  yesterday  that  you  wrote  the  article 
of  Sacred  Poetry,  &c.  I  thought  it  did  not  come  up  to  what  I 
thought  your  standard  of  aversion  to  Milton.' 

Mr.  Froude  and  his  editors  must  absolutely  be  delivered  over  to 
the  secular  arm  and  club  of  Dr.  Philip,  under  the  writ  Le  Hoeretico 
Caatigando^  for  their  wilful  obstinacy  in  rejecting  the  infallible 
sentence  of  the  fathers  and  ecumenical  counsels  of  the  Church 
poetical  on  this  article  of  faith.  There  is  no  room  for  mercy. 
Messrs.  Froude  and  Newman  are  not  of  the  audience,  meet  but 
few,  to  whom  the  Immortal  addressed  himself.  They  have  no 
place  in  that  little  company  to  which  alone  it  is  reserved  to  estimate 
the  powers  of  such  a  mind,  and  reverently  to  notice  its  defects. 
They  belong  to  that  multitude  who  have  to  make  their  choice  be- 
tween repeating  the  established  poetical  creed,  and  holding  their 
peace.  Why  are  freethinkers  in  literature  to  be  endured  more 
than  in  religion  ?  The  guilt  of  Liberalism  has  clearly  been  con- 
tracted by  this  rash  judgment ;  and  Professor  Tholuck  being  the 
witness,  it  exposes  the  criminals  and  the  whole  society  of  Oriel,  nay. 
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the  entire  Uaiversity  itaelf,  to  the  'diffusive  irul'ignatloj 
who  cling  to  the  Catholic  faith  in  poetry. 

There  are  much  better  things  in  Mr.  Fronde's  book  than  t 
preceding  quotations  might  appear  to  promise.     If  given  as  8pe< 
mens  of  his  powers,  they  would  do  injustice  to  one  whom  we  w: 
lingly  would  believe  to  have  been  a  good  and  able  man,  a  rip 
scholar,  and  a  devout  Cbristlan;  though  as  illustrations  of  the  tem-4 
per  and  opinions  of  those  who  now  sit  iu  WicliEfe's  seat,  they  i 
neither  unfair  nor  unimportant.     But  they  may  convince  all  Tvhoid 
it  concerns,  that  hitherto  at  least  Oxford  has  not  given  birth  to  I 
new  race  of  giants,  by  whom  the  Evangelical  founders  and  i 
Hionaries  of  the  Church  of  England  are  about  to  be  expelled  from 
their  ancient  authority,  or  the  Protestant  world  excluded  froua  the 
hght  of  day  and  the  free  breath  of  heaven. 

It  was  but  a  heartless  folly  of  the  surviving  friends  of  Richj 
Hurrell  Froude,  which  thus  exhibited  him  as  the  foremost  in  thflf 
reaction  against  the  '  Evangelical '  system.     To  mark  the  progre* 
of  that  reaction,  bis  brother   (who  announces  himself  as   J. 
Froude,  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford)  has  published  a  novel  calle< 
the  '  Nemesis  of  Faith.'     The  passage  from  the  flippant  shallownet 
of  the  posthumous  essayist  to  the  puny  scepticism  of  the  living 
novelist,  has  consumed  about  ten  years,  although,  from  first  to  lastyl 
the  direction  of  it  has  been  unaltered.     Mr.  Richard  Hurrell  Froiidi 
had,  however,  the  merit  of  using  his  mother-tongue  with  propriety^ 
and  ease.     It  is  the  taste  of  Mr.  J.  A.  Froude  to  involve  hia  meaa«l 
ing  in  a  style  which  strives  in  vain  to  be  Germanic,  and  to  adorn  itl 
with  those  meretricious  embellishments  which  he  has  successfullT 
borrowed  from  the  modem  Parisian  romance.     This  tractarian  of 
the '  latest  development '  is  the  biographer  of  an  imaginary  pupil  of 
Mr.  Newman,  on  whom  he  bestows  the  name  of '  Markham  Sother^  , 
land,'     Markham  writes  several   letters  to  a  friend  who  is  i 
known  to  us  by  the  name  of  '  Arthur,'  and  Aithur  attaches  to  h 
friend's  letters  a  series  of  commentaries.     But  Markham  and  Arthui 
are  but  two  names  for  one   person.     They  have  e«ery  sentimeol 
and  every  opinion  in  common ;  if,  indeed,  their  unmanly  pultngi 
deserve  the  name  of  sentiment,  or  their  chloroform  dreams  c 
aspire  to  the  dignity  of  opinions. 

The  mouldering  walls  of  an  old  abbey  deliver  a  discourse  to  | 
Markham  about  '  Paganism,'  '  Star  Gods,'  and   '  Almighty  Pan.' 
After  secretly  avowing  to  his  friend  his  infidelity,  he  obtains  ordi'*f 
nation  and  a  benefice.     Certain  'Evangelical'  and  much  abuse 
ladies  and  gentlemen  at  a  tea-table,  wring  from  him  the  avowal  < 
his  unbelief.     He  loses  his  benefice,  and  migrates  to  the  Lake  < 
Como ;  where  he  plays  extensively  on  the  flute,  writes  several  iiT»i 
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ligious  papers,  seduces  a  young  married  lady,  and  ends  his  days  in 
a  monastery.  Rousseau  himself  would  have  shrunk  from  making 
his  Savoyard  vicar  the  hero  of  his  Eloise.  Mr.  Froude,  without 
any  such  embarrassment,  prepares  his  readers  for  an  adulterous 
catastrophe,  by  a  series  of  audacious  speculations  from  a  clergyman 
on  matters  religious  and  ecclesiastical 

To  quote  almost  any  page  of  this  book,  would  be  to  stain  our  own 
pages,  although  it  would  be  easy  to  enliven  them  by  various  exhi- 
bitions of  the  writer's  estimate  of  himself  and  of  other  men.  For 
example,  Mr.  Froude's  hero  having,  for  the  first  time,  performed 
divine  service  as  a  minister  of  the  Church  of  England,  relieves  him- 
self by  the  following  missive  to  his  correspondent :  —  ^  I  felt  so  sick, 
Arthur.  So ;  I  may  live  to  be  like  Burnet,  or  Tillotson,  or  Bishop 
Newton,  or  Archdeacon  Paley.  May  I  die  sooner  !  '  There  would 
seem  a  very  reasonable  probability  that  this  ardent  aspiration  will 
not  have  been  breathed  by  Mr.  J.  A.  Froude  in  vain.  But  the 
ludicrous  too  rapidly  makes  way  for  emotions  of  a  far  different 
kind.  The  following  are  no  unfair  specimens  of  the  general  style 
of  this  child  and  pupil  of  Oxford  Catholicism :  — 

*  Considering  all  the  heresies,  the  enormous  crimes,  the  wicked- 
nesses, the  astounding  follies  which  the  Bible  has  been  made  to  jus- 
tify, and  which  its  indiscriminate  reading  has  suggested;  considering 
that  it  has  been  indeed  the  sword  which  our  Lord  said  that  He  was 
sending ;  that  Tiot  the  Devil  hirnself  could  have  invented  an  imple- 
ment Tnore  potent  to  fill  the  hated  world  with  lies,  and  bloody  and 
fui^ ;  I  think  certainly  that  to  send  hawkers  over  the  world,  loaded 
with  copies  of  this  book,  scattering  it  in  all  places,  among  all  per- 
sons—  not  teaching  them  to  understand  it  —  not  standing,  like 
Moses,  between  that  heavenly  light  and  them,  but  cramming  it 
into  their  own  hands  as  God's  book,  which  He  wrote,  and  they  are 
to  read,  each  for  himself,  and  learn  what  they  can  for  themselves 
—  is  the  mjost  culpable  folly  of  which  it  is  possible  for  man  to  be 
guilty^ 

^  In  Christianity,  as  in  everything  else  which  men  have  thrown 
out  of  themselves,  there  is  the  strangest  mixture  of  what  is  most 
noble  with  what  is  most  ....  I  shrink  from  the  only  word.' 

*  Sin,  therefore,  as  commonly  understood,  is  a  chimera.' 

^  Our  failures  are  errors,  not  crimes ;  —  Nature's  discipline  with 
which  God  teaches  us,  and  as  little  violations  of  His  law,  or 
rendering  us  guilty  in  His  eyes,  as  the  artist's  early  blunders, 
or  even  ultimate  and  entire  failures,  are  laying  store  of  guilt  on 
him.' 

*  When,  when  shall  we  learn  that  "  minds  "  are  governed  by  laws 
as  inexorable  as  physical  laws,  and  that  a  man  can  as  easily  refuse 
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to  obey  wliat  Las  power  over  liim,  as  a  steel  atom  can  resist  tlitf 
magnet  ? ' 

'And  why  all  this  murdering?  Sometimes  for  sins  committe 
five  centuries  past,  while  for  those  five  centuries  generation  was  Isj 
to  go  on  to  follow  generation  in  a  darkness  out  of  which  no  deliver- 
ance was  offered  them;  for  Israel  raonopoliaed  God.  It  la  nothing 
to  say  these  were  peculiar  exceptive  cssen.  The  nation  to  whom 
they  were  given  never  thouglit  them  peculiar  cases.  And  what  i« 
Revelation,  if  it  is  but  a  catalogue  of  examplen,  not  what  we  are, 
but  what  we  are  not,  to  follow  ?  No,  Arthur,  this  is  not  Ood  - 
this  'h  a  Fiend  ! ' 

From  the  shelter  of  his  convent  Mr,  Newman,  the  former  teacfaq 
of  Mr.  J.  A.  Froude,  has  also  sent  forth  a  novel— a  novel  of  humoui 
drollery,  and  sarcasm,  directed  chiefly  against  those  who,  ten  yet 
since,    were    his    own    zealous     and    affectionate    disciples.         Th^ 
scourge  of  his  contempt  is  laid  with  inexorable  severity  on  all  wbi 
have  been  weak  enough  to  be  dazzled  and  misled  by  the  glare  <    _ 
hia  sophistry.     In  a  book,  which  Mr.  Newman  once  regarded  as  the 
-rule  of  hie  faith,  there  is  an  awful  woe  denounced  on  those  by  whom 
offences  shall  come.     In  reading  the  work  of  his  brother  novelist 
with  that  denunciation  in  his  remembrance,  Mr.  Newman  may  per-J 
haps  have  been  awakened  to  some  other  and  less  exulting  feelingp 
than  that  of  contempt  for  his  dupes.     He  has  consigned  one  o 
them,  Richard  Hurrell  Froude,  to  lasting  ridicule.     He  baa  drawikl 
another  of  them,  Mr.  J.  A.  Froude,  into  the  awful  responsibility! 
of  conceiving  in  his  heart,  and  publishing  with  full  deliberation^  F 
the  '  Nemesis  of  Faith.'    Little  as  is  our  sympathy  with  the  aiitborl 
of  that  revolting  novel,  we  have  still   less  fellow-feeling  for    AIr,.| 
Newman,  in   his   new   character  of  Mepbistopheles,   mocking   nol 
merrily  at  the  delusions  he  has  himself  propagated,  and  heedleasa 
(as  it  seems)  of  their  fatal  consequences.     He  is  at  least  entitled'! 
to  the  praise  of  fairly  preparing  for  the  fate  which  awaits  them^J 
any  who  shall  be  simple  enough  to  give  heed  to  his  present  reo^l 
Bonings,  to  yield  to  his  present  persuasions,  or  to  follow  his  present  I 
example.* 

•  In  tliifl  edition  of  this  book  T  retain  tlie  proceJinp:  pBragmpli,  not  becaiuaj 
J  (kdliere  to  it,  but  becausu  I  could  out  otherwise  eiplniu  in  what  sense  and  t 
what  extent  I  now  retract  it,     It  was  on  the  I8th  of  JiJy  1863,  that  I  for  tl 
first  time  leamt  (and  the  evidence  which  tJien  rea(-h(.>d  me  wna  altjigcther  con.'B 
dasive  and  irresistible  to  ihow),  that  I  had  been  mistaken  in  representing  Mr.f 
NewiOBQ  as  having  aimed  the  ridicule  and  the  sarcasms  uf  his  novel  against  thoi 
who  had  formerly  been  his  own  disciples,  and  whoso  imputtd  errors  were  th. 
result  of  bis  own  t«acliing ;  and  that  those  caustic  passages  had  really  been  da- 
ei^ed  to  chaatieo  the  follies  of  a  different  claas  of  persons.    This  discoveiy  tni-i 
poses  on.  me  the  ohligatioQ  of  tbus  publicly  and  unequivocally  apologising  bil 
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Let  us,  however,   render   to   the   discarded    followers   of    Mr 
Newman  the  justice  which  he  himself  refuses  them. 

Although  the  reaction  at  Oxford  seems  chiefly  to  have  originated 
in  a  certain  morbid  fastidiousness  of  taste,  yet  there  was  some 
apology  for  the  indulgence  of  that  feeling ;  for  while  the  *  Evan- 
gelical '  teaching  had  grievously  degenerated  from  the  standard  of 
Newton  and  Scott,  of  Milner  and  of  Venn,  all  the  more  eminent 
opponents  of  it  who  had  risen  up  at  that  university,  were  men  of 
letters,  and  some  of  them  men  of  large  capacity ;  and  they  may 
be  forgiven,  if  they  cannot  be  approved,  for  the  contemptuous  spirit 
in  which  they  contrasted  their  own  intellectual  stature  with  the 
dwarfish,  sterile,  rotatory  minds  of  so  many  of  their  more  con- 
spicuous antagonists.     Although  this  innovation  was,  in  some,  but 
the  relapse  into  the  spiritual  bondage  from  which  the  Reformers- 
Mr.  Newnian  for  having  done  him  that  injustice,  and  for  the  asperity  of  thf 
terms  in  which,  under  my  misconception  of  his  meaning,  I  referred  to  him.     I 
cannot,  however,  reproach  myself  with  any  other  fault  on  this  subject  than 
that  of  dulness.  Wits  so  nimble  as  his  are  edways  in  danger  of  being  misunder- 
stood by  slower  and  more  torpid  minds ;  and  to  myself  at  least  the  mistake  into 
which  I  fell  was  ine\dtable.     It  was  a  very  serious  but  a  natural  blimder.     I 
had  wholly  misconceived   the  light  in  which  Mr.   Newman,  and  the   other 
clerical  seceders  from  the  Church  of  England  to  the  Church  of  Home,  must  re- 
gard themselves.     I  had  anticipated  that  men  who  had  grown  grey  in  the  as- 
siduous inculcation  of  doctrines  which,  according  to  their  new  or  adopted  creed, 
were  nothing  less  than  deadly  poison  to  the  souls  of  their  hearers,  would  have 
announced  that  awful  discovery  in  the  spirit  of  the  most  profound  self-abase- 
ment— would  have  asked  pardon  of  God  and  man  for  the  terrible  and  irreparable 
evil  of  which  they  now  believed  themselves  to  have  been  the  deliberate  and 
persevering  authors — would  have  been  filled  with  a  modest,  if  not  an  oppressive, 
consciousness  of  the  weakness  and  fallibility  of  their  own  judgment,  and  of 
their  extreme  liabihty  to  error  —  and  would  have  abounded  in  compassionate 
tenderness  for  those  religious  prejudices  in  which  they  had  themselves  been  so 
recently  immersed. — But  when,  to  my  surprise,  I  found  them  a  body  of  self- 
satisfied,  self-confident,  and  contumelious  polemics,!  read  iheir  facetup,  as  well 
as  some  of  their  graver  passages,  in  what  I  must  now  conclude  to  have  been  a 
*  non -natural  *  and  injurious  sense.     Under  the  bias  of  some  such  mistake  I 
have  in  this  book  referred  to  Mr.  Newman  in  one  or  two  other  places  in  terms 
which  I  should  not  now  select,  but  which  it  is  not  now  worth  while  to  alter, 
lie  is  not  a  man  whose  literary  or  personal  reputation  will  be  assailed  by  any 
one  who  is  discreetly  jealous  of  his  own.     While  utterly  dissenting  from  the 
doctrines  which  he  has  recently  adopted,  I  render  a  willing  homage  to  his 
genius  and  his  learning,  to  his  mastery  of  all  the  resources  of  our  English 
tongue^  to  the  integrity  with  which,  for  conscience  sake,  he  has  abandoned  so 
many  brilliant  prospects  and  long-cherished  attachments,  and  to  the  spirit  with 
which  he  stands  erect  and  fearless  in  the  presence  of  antipathies  and  of  calum- 
nies before  which  many  a  brave  man  might  have  quailed.    My  solicitude  not 
to  be  numbered  among  his  enemies  and  calumniators  is  dictated  by  my  regard, 
not  for  him,  but  for  myself;  for  I  am  well  aware  that  neither  his  estimation 
in  the  world   nor  his  tranquillity  of  mind  is  at  all  dependent  on  anything 
which  I  have  ever  written  or  could  ever  write  respecting  him. 
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had  rescued  us,  yet,  in  many  more,  it  waa  a  sincere  and  resolute 
effort  to  throw  round  our  ProteBtant  liberties  the  safeguards  of  law 
and  order,  of  rererence,  and  of  hoar  antiquity.  Although  the 
movement  brought  into  action  not  a  few,  who,  like  Mr.  Richard 
Hurrell  Fro  ode,  could  never  advance  beyond  the  impertinent 
minutiifi  and  the  ecclesiastical  fopperies  which  became  the  badj 
of  their  fraternity,  yet  it  called  forth  a  atill  greater  number  destii 
to  break  up  much  fallow  or  ueglectetl  ground  in  the  Gospel  fii 
and  thence  to  raise  harvests  of  thought  which  had  never  before 
been  gathered  in  their  own  generation.  And  though  many  of  the 
husbandmen  in  that  field  laboured  to  exalt,  beyond  all  reaaonabLe 
limits,  the  aiitbority  of  ecclesiastical  traditions,  yet  even  that 
attempt  may  perhaps  have  been  more  dangerous  ii>  appearanoe 
than  in  reality. 

For,  in  the  great  cycle  of  religious  controversy,  the  questiona  at 
issue  remain  very  much  the  same  from  one  age  to  another,  though 
the  terms  in  which  they  are  stated  and  discussed  are  continually 
shifting.  Thus,  from  the  remotest  historical  era  of  the  Jewish  aadti 
Christian  Churches,  the  strife  between  the  'Biblical'  and 
'  Traditional '  parties  has  been  unaltered  in  substance,  though 
ried  on  under  many  different  forms  of  speech.  To  each  of 
contending  hosts  an  impartial  arbitrament  must  award  a  i 
measiu'e  of  truth  and  justice,  and  of  consequent  success. 
Bibliclsts  have  always  maintained  that,  in  every  passage  of  Holy^ 
Writ,  we  are  listening  to  words  in  which  the  Deity  himself  haa 
condescended  to  affurd  to  us  solutions  at  once  complete  and 
unambiguous,  of  all  the  problems  in  which,  as  responsible  mor^ 
agents,  we  have  any  concern.  The  Traditionists  have,  with  similar 
constancy,  alleged  that  ainca  the  creation  of  our  race,  those  sacred 
truths  by  which  we  ai'e  bound  to  mould  our  ideas,  and  to  regulate 
our  conduct,  have  been  transmitted  from  one  depository  of  theni 
(patriarchal  or  sacerdotal)  to  another;  that,  in  the  Bible,  those 
truths  are  neither  systematically  arranged  nor  logically  established, 
nor  even  categorically  propounded ;  that  they  are  announced  by 
the  inspired  wi'itera  in  language  usually  so  popular  and  poetical, 
often  so  mythic  and  abrupt,  as  must  imavoidably  have  induced 
endless  diversities  and  invincible  errors,  if  there  bad  not  been,  in 
the  mind  of  every  reader,  a  preconceived  scheme  of  hereditary 
doctrine,  into  the  complex  harmony  of  which  all  scriptural 
revelations  might  be  first  received,  and  then  be  adjusted  and  re- 
conciled. They  who  adhere,  with  severe  consistency,  to  the  laat 
of  these  opinions,  generally  take  refuge  in  the  Roman  Catholic 
fold,  as  the  one  secure  place  of  shelter  from  fatal  error.  They 
who  pursue  to  its  consequences  the  former  of  these  opinions,  fo 


lent 


uually 

id  thoM 
;h  car^^l 
Df  th^H 
;ertai^H 


I 


THE   "EVANGELICAL"   SUCCESSION.  468 

the  most  pai't  find  themselves^  at  lengthy  astray  on  the  bleak 
mountains  of  scepticism,  without  a  track,  a  r^ing-place,  or  a 
guide. 

Neither  of  these  disputants  is,  however,  in  point  of  fact,  thus 
inflexibly  self-consistent.  Loudly  as  our  *  Tractarians '  extol  the 
authority  of  ecclesiastical  tradition,  they  are  not  really  unconscious 
into  what  an  abyss  they  would  be  conducted  by  following  that 
guidance  alone  without  an  habitual  appeal,  and  a  constant  reference, 
to  the  divine  law  and  to  the  written  testimony.  Confidently  as 
our  ^  evangelical  biblicists'  proclaim  that  the  *  Bible  and  the  Bible 
only '  is  their  religion,  they  still  read  it  inevitably,  though  oft^n 
unconsciously,  by  the  light  of  those  very  ti-aditions  which  their 
theory  repudiates. 

In  the  New  Atlantis,  as  we  learn  from  the  great  circumnavigator 
who  discovered  and  described  it,  Christianity  was  established  by 
the  unassisted  teaching  of  a  volume  in  which  were  written  *all  the 
canonical  books  of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments.'  It  had  been 
placed  by  St  Bartholomew  *  on  a  great  cylindrical  pillar  of  light ' 
on  the  sea-shore  of  the  island,  whence  it  was  devoutly  brought  for 
the  instructioh  of  the  islanders,  *  by  one  of  the  wise  men  of  the 
society  of  Solomon's  house.'  Francis  Bacon,  the  witness  of  ^  this 
miraculous  evangelism '  of  the  Apostle,  has,  with  characteristic 
wisdom,  abstained  from  alleging  the  yet  greater  miracle,  that  the 
Atlantean  people  had  succeeded  in  extracting  from  those  inestimable 
leaves  any  one  of  the  three  creeds  of  the  Catholic  Church,  or  any 
other  dogmatic  synopsis  of  the  Christian  faith.  His  narrative,  on 
the  contrary,  implies  that,  in  their  theological  isolation,  neither 
doctors  nor  dogmas  flourished  amongst  them ; — that  cut  off,  as  they 
were,  from  all  intercourse  with  the  Fathers,  the  Schoolmen,  and 
the  Reformers,  they  had  found  their  solitary  written  guide  inex- 
orably silent  on  many  of  the  most  arduous  of  the  questions  which 
most  deeply  affect  the  actual  condition  and  the  prospects  of  our 
race ; — that  it  had  never  even  occiured  to  them  to  assign  to  divinity 
a  place  among  the  sciences ; — that  they  were  destitute  of  all  tenets 
whatever  on  many  of  the  subjects  most  insisted  on  among  other 
Christians,  such  as  original  sin,  baptismal  regeneration,  the  efficacy 
of  the  sacraments,  and  the  like ; — and  that,  although  devout  and 
learned  above  all  other  people,  these  mere  biblicists  of  the  New 
Atlantis  had  never  discovered  in  their  language,  nor  attempted  to 
invent,  any  terms  in  which  to  define  either  the  mysteries  of  the 
divine  nature,  or  those  of  the  human  nature  of  the  divine  Ee- 
deemer,  or  those  of  His  real  presence  in  the  consecrated  elements. 
Such,  indeed,  seems  to  have  been,  and  such  is  probably  still,  the 
primitive  simplicity  of  these  ^  Bible  Christians,'  that  if  they  shall 
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hereafter  be  visited  by  the  most  *  evangelical '  of  our  mis»ioDaries, 
the  '  wise  men  of  the  society  of  Solomon's  houee,"  though  they  havdi 
by  heart  the  volume  deposited  on  the  pillar  of  light,  will  inf&lHbl;  ' 
astiOund  their  visitors  by  the  assurance  that  they  have  never  pei 
ceived  in  it,  nor  conjectured  that  it  could  contain,  either  the  syi 
tern  of  theology  which  their  new  teachers  will  lay  before  them, 
any  other  theological  system  whatever. 

If  a  lawyer,  educated  in  this  nineteenth  century,  should  say  that 
he  had  gathered  the  whole  scheme  of  the  British  Constitution  from 
the  statiites  at  large,  he  would  be  quite  aa  reasonable  aa  a  contem- 
porary divine,  who  should  persuade  himself  that  he  had  deduced 
his  creeds  and  systematic  views  of  Christian  doctrine  from  the  Bible,' 
Mid  the  Bible  alone.    The  Doctor,  whether  he  has  graduated  in  lai 
or  in  divinity,  has  grown  up  from  the  cradle  in  the  arms  of  tradi- 
tions, and  in  the  lap  of  prepossessions,  which  have  indelibly  im- 
pressed their  own  character  on  all  the  knowledge  which  he 
afterwards  derived  from   his  books.     We  have  some  myriads 
clergymen  amongst  us,  who  have  subscribed  their  assent  to  each 
the  three  confessions  of  faith  which  are  comprised  in  the  Anglit 
Liturgy.     Will  any  one  of  those  reverend  persons  seriously 
that,  without  the  aid  of  uninspired  teaching,  he  either  did  diacovi 
in  the  sacred  text,  or  could  have  discovered  there,  the  whole  of  anj 
one  of  those  confessions  ?  or  that,  if  confined  to  the  study  of  thi 
text  alone,  he  would  have  detected  a  fatal  error  in  the  opinion 
the  '  Similarity  of  Substance  ? ' — a  vital  tnith  in  the  opinion  of  th( 
'  Identity  of  Substance  ; '  or  that  he  would  have  learnt  that  between] 
the  inversion  of  the  words  '  Begotten  not  made,'  and  the  retainioj 
those  words  in  their  present  order,  there  lay  all  the  difference  of 
deadly  heresy  and  an  orthodox  belief? 

Unwelcome  as  such  a  conclusion  must  be  to  any  coutroversialii 
it  seems  inevitable  to  conclude  that  the  Traditional  party  is  far  moi 
biblical,  and  the  Biblical  party  very  far  more  traditional,  thi 
either  of  them  are  willing  to  suppose,  whether  of  their  oppouem 
or  of  themselves.     Except  by  those  who  rush  either  into  the 
treme  of  spiritual  hondi^e,  or  into  the  excesses  of  spiritual  anarchy, 
these  conflicting  opinions  are  held  on  both  sides,  with  such  gri 
though  unavowed  qualifications,  aa  render  them  far  more  innoxiou 
in  fact,  than  might  he  anticipated,  from  the  incautious  langUf^e 
<he  disputants.     To  be  thus  imconacionsly  at  variance  with  oDesell 
is  a  mental  weakness,  which,  in  a  greater  or  less  degree,  is  only 
universal.     Many  a  man  prostrates  liimself  before  the  siirine  of  th< 
Virgin,  in  whose  heart  the  spirit  of  the  Bible  neutralises  the  snpi 
stition  which  it  has  not  subdued.     Many  a  man  worships  in  all 
naked  simplicity  of  Geneva,  in  whose  mind  the  traditions  of 
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Chiirch  control  the  lawless  licence  with  which  he  boasts,  and  be- 
lieves, that  he  interprets  the  Scriptures  for  himself. 

Yet  since,  for  the  hearts  of  most  of  us,  slavery  has  more  attrac- 
tions than  freedom — since  it  leads  to  far  more  fatal  evils — and 
since  it  much  more  effectually  debars  us  from  the  highest  good — 
so  is  there  far  greater  cause  to  deprecate  the  dangers  of  the  tradi- 
tional, than  those  of  the  biblical,  system  of  belief.  For  all  tradi- 
tional knowledge  is  deeply  imbued  with  the  infirmities  and  the 
corruptions  of  the  human  agency  through  which  it  reaches  us.  It 
ever  tends  to  crystallise  into  brilliant,  but  cold,  hard,  and  profitless 
theories.  But  biblical  knowledge,  like  the  manna  rained  on  the 
wilderness,  ever  tends  to  dissolve  into  a  warm,  and  generous,  and 
healthful  nutriment.  From  ecclesiastical  lore  we  learn  how  to  be 
subtle  in  distinctions,  exact  in  the  analysis  of  particular  doctrines, 
and  clear-sighted  in  the  synthesis  of  them  all.  But  from  the 
Bible,  and  from  the  Bible  alone,  we  may  derive,  though  .with  no 
scientific  accuracy,  and  by  no  logical  process,  the  one  great,  prolifio^ 
and  all-embracing  idea — even  the  idea  of  Him  in  whom  we  live, 
and  move,  and  have  our  being.  There  also,  and  there  only,  we 
learn  all  that  is  to  be  known,  or  rather  all  that  is  to  be  felt  and  ex- 
perienced, of  our  relations  to  Him — how  they  have  been  impaired 
by  sin,  and  how  they  have  been  restored  by  an  adorable,  though 
utterly  inscrutable,  atonement.  There  also  we  discover  what  are 
the  spiritual  agencies  employed  for  the  restoration  of  our  nature  to 
its  primeval  image.  There,  too,  is  lifted  the  veil  which  interposes 
between  our  present  and  our  future  state,  so  far  as  to  disclose  to  us 
that  this  '  mortal  is  to  put  on  immortality.'  There,  in  no  recondite 
learning,  no  abstruse  (speculation,  nor  in  any  abstract  creed,  but  in 
the  very  person  of  Christ  himself,  is  exhibited  to  us  the  Way,  the 
Truth,  and  the  Life.  There  we  may  contemplate  and  listen  to 
Him,  who  is  the  *  Word,'  or  communicative  energy,  of  God.  There 
is  set  before  us  the  very  image  of  Deity,  so  far  as  it  can  be  projected 
on  the  dark  and  contracted  mirror  of  our  feeble  humanity.  There 
we  become  cognisant  of  a  spiritual  relationship — a  consanguinity 
of  the  soul  of  man  with  Hira  who  assumed  man's  nature — an  alli- 
ance which,  though  human  words  can  but  ill  express  it,  the  gospels 
reveal  to  us  as  not  less  real,  and  as  far  more  intimate  and  enduring, 
than  those  which  bipd  us  to  each  other  in  domestic  life. 

These,  and  such  as  these,  are  the  disclosures  which  day  by  day 
dawn  with  still  increasing  brightness  on  him  who  continually  refers 
to  the  revealed  Word  of  God  for  light,  and  day  by  day  examines  by 
that  light  every  theological  opinion  which  he  has  gathered  from 
any  other  source.  It  is  because  the  fathers  of  the  *  Evangelical 
succession '  thus  continually  resorted  to  Holy  Scripture  as  at  once 
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the  ultimate  source  and  the  one  criterion  of  all  religious  trutiiy 
that  we  reverently  hail  them  as  the  restorers  and  witnesses  of  the 
faith  in  their  own  and  in  succeeding  generations.  It  is  in  propor- 
tion as  they  who  now  sit  in  their  seats  are  in  this  respect  imitating 
their  example^  that  we  assign  to  them  also  their  measure  of  the 
same  honour.  But  we  do  not  judge  that  the  like  homage  may  not 
be  reasonably  rendered  to  many,  who,  taking  their  departure  from 
what  is  evidently  a  distant,  and  apparently  an  opposite  point,  are 
yet  conducted,  even  by  their  reverence  for  ecclesiastical  traditions, 
to  the  feet  of  the  same  great  Teacher,  and  who  study  His  recorded 
life  and  language  with  the  same  childlike  affiance  and  unreserved 
docility.  In  the  presence  of  their  common  enemies.  Sin  and  Igno- 
rance, Superstition  and  Idolatry,  our  teachers  would,  we  think,  do 
wisely  to  abate  much  of  their  mutual  alienation  and  distrust.  Their 
disciples  can,  we  trust,  not  \)e  doing  ill,  or  interposing  presumptu- 
ously, by  any  attempt,  however  humble,  to  promote  such  reconcile- 
ment. 
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BioGBAPHT  must  be  parsimonious  of  her  honours ;  yet^  even  in  the 
age  of  Burke  and  Mirabeau,  of  Napoleon  and  Wellington,  of 
Goethe  and  of  Walter  Scott,  she  could  not  have  justly  refused 
them  to  one  who,  by  paths  till  then  untrodden,  reached  a  social 
and  political  eminence  never  before  attained  by  any  man  unaided 
by  place,  by  party,  or  by  the  sword. 

William  Wilberforce  was  bom  at  Hull,  on  the  24th  of  August, 
1759.  His  father,  a  merchant  of  that  town,  traced  his  descent 
from  a  family  which  had  for  many  generations  possessed  a  large 
estate  at  Wilberfoss,  in  the  East  Eiding  of  the  county  of  York. 
From  that  place  was  derived  the  name  which  the  tafite  or  the 
caprice  of  his  latter  progenitors  moulded  into  the  form  in  which  it 
was  borne  by  their  celebrated  descendant.  His  mother  was  nearly 
allied  to  many  persons  of  consideration,  among  whom  may  be 
numbered  the  present  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  the  Bishop  of 
Winchester,  and  the  members  of  that  great  London  banking  house 
of  which  Lord  Carrington  was  formerly  the  head. 

In  the  commencement  of  the  reign  of  George  III.,  the  Grammar 
School  of  Hull  was  kept  by  Joseph  Milner,  the  Church  historian, 
assisted  by  his  brother  Isaac,  who  afterwards  rose  to  great  acade- 
mical honours  and  emoluments  in  the  University  of  Cambridge. 
To  attend  their  lectures,  William  Wilberforce,  then  a  sickly  and 
diminutive  child,  might  be  daily  seen  passing  along  the  streets  of 
his  native  town  with  his  satchel  on  his  shoulder.  Even  at  that 
early  age  he  was  himself  appointed  to  teach.  So  rich  were  the 
tones  of  his  voice,  and  such  the  grace  and  impressiveness  with 
which  it  was  modulated,  that  the  Milners  would  lift  him  on  the 
table,  that  his  schoolfellows  might  admire  and  imitate  such  a 
model  in  the  art  of  recitation.  At  a  far  distant  period  the  same 
matchless  voice  was  to  be  employed  in  courts  and  parliaments,  in 
defence  of  the  theological  system,  among  the  confessors  and  advo- 
cates of  which  each  of  his  tutors  was  destined  to  hold  a  distinguished 
station. 
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The  father  of  WilUara  Wilberforce  died  before  hia  son  had  con 
I  pleted  hia  tenth  year,  and  the  ample  patrimony  which  he  tht 
I  inherited  was  afterwards  largely  increased  on  the  death  of  ft 
I  paternal  uncle,  to  whose  guardianship  hia  childhood  was  committed. 
By  that  kinsman  he  was  placed  at  a  school  in  the  imaiediate 
neigbonrhood  of  his  own  residence,  at  Wimbledon  in  Surrey.  Th» 
following  are  the  characteristic  terms  in  which,  many  yeai-s  afters- 
wards,  the  pupil  recorded  his  recollections  of  this  second  stage  of 
his  literary  education.  'Mr.  Chalmers  the  master,  himself  •' 
Scotchman,  had  an  usher  of  the  same  nation,  whose  red  beard,  fot. 
he  scarcely  shaved  once  a  month,  I  shall  never  forget.  They  taught. 
French,  arithmetic,  and  Latin.  With  Greek  we  did  not  mucti 
meddle.  It  was  frecjueuted  chiefly  by  the  soiis  of  merchants,  andi 
they  taught,  therefore,  everything  and  nothiug.  Here  I  continue^ 
some  time  as  a  parlour  boarder.  I  was  sent  at  first,  among  th» 
lodgers,  and  I  can  remember  even  now  the  nauseous  food  with 
which  we  were   supplied,  and   which    I   could   not   eat    without' 


Hia  early  years  were  not,  however,  to  pass  away  witliout  some 
impressions  more  important  and  not  less  abiding  tlian  those  which 
bad  been  lefl;  on  his  sensitive  nerves  by  the  red  beard  of  one  of 
his  Scotch  teachers,  and  by  the  ill  savour  of  the  dinners  of  the 
,  other.  His  uncle's  wife  was  a  disciple  of  George  Whitfield,  ani^, 
under  her  pious  care,  he  acquired  a  familiarity  with  the  sacred 
writings,  and  a  habit  of  devotion,  tlie  results  of  which  were  per- 
ceptible throughout  the  whole  of  hia  more  mature  life.  While  yet 
a  Bchool-boy,  he  bad  written  several  religious  letters,  '  much  in 
accordance  with  the  opinions  which  he  subaequently  adopted,'  and 
which,  but  for  his  peremptory  interdict,  the  zeal  of  some  indiscrert. 
friend  would  have  given  to  the  world.  On  looking  back,  after  a 
long  interval,  to  this  part  of  his  youthful  training,  Mr.  Wilberforoe 
summed  up,  in  the  following  pithy  sentence,  his  estimate  of  its- 
apparent  tendency :  '  If  I  had  staid  with  my  uncle  I  should  probably 
have  been  a  bigoted,  despised  Methodiat.'  His  mother's  earlier 
sagacity  foresaw  what  her  son's  later  experience  discovered,  t 
by  her  he  was  withdravni  from  Wimbledon,  and  initiated  into  t 
amusements  and  luxuries  of  his  native  city. 

The  escape  from  methodism,  bigotry,  and  contempt^  was  coiQ'^ 
plete.  The  youth  sang,  danced,  and  feasted  with  the  wealthier> 
inhabitants  of  Hull,  endured  their  card  parties,  and  admired  theic 
strolling  players ;  and,  lest  these  spells  should  be  too  weak  to  cast 
out  the  Whitfield  spirit  from  hia  mind,  he  was  committed  by  the 
I  eame  maternal  prescience  to  the  care  of  a  profeasional  exorcist  of 
Buch   demons.     He   was   a   sound    and    well-beneficed   divine,   : 
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polished  gentleman,  an  elegant  scholar,  and  master  of  the  endowed 
grammar  school  of  Pocklington.  To  him  his  pupil  was  indebted 
for  some  general  knowledge  of  polite  literature,  and  for  an  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  best  dinner  tables  in  that  part  of  the  coimty 
of  York.  From  this  easy  thrall  he  passed,  at  the  age  of  seventeen, 
to  St,  John's  College,  Cambridge,  not  without  a  tincture  of  learning 
more  than  suflScient  for  the  plausibilities  of  the  literary  character 
which  he  was  there  to  sustain. 

No  better  choice  could  have  been  made,  if  the  object  of  his 
residence  at  the  University  had  been  to  repress  any  aspirations 
towards  scholarship  of  a  higher  order.  His  companions  were 
hard-drinking,  licentious  youths,  whose  talk  was  even  worse  than 
their  lives.  His  teachers  did  their  best  to  make  and  to  keep  him 
idle.  The  single  problem  proposed  for  his  solution  was,  *  Why  so 
rich  a  man  should  trouble  himself  with  fagging  ? '  and  no  Johnian 
Archimedes  could  find  the  answer.  Euclid  and  Newton  were 
abandoned  for  whist,  and  Thucydides  for  such  other  pastimes  as 
collegiate  dulness  loves  best.  With  a  great  Yorkshire  pie  crown- 
ing his  table,  and  with  wit,  drollery,  and  song  ever  flowing  from 
his  lips,  the  child  of  fortune  passed  through  his  academical  course, 
the  centre  of  that  never-failing  crowd,  whose  aim  it  is  to  eat  with- 
out cost,  and  to  be  amused  without  eflfort. 

^  That  complete  and  generous  education  which  fits  a  man  to 
perform  justly,  skilfully,  and  magnanimously,  all  the  oflBces,  both 
public  and  private,  of  peace  and  war,'  was  not  to  be  acquired  under 
such  teachers  or  among  such  associates.  Yet  scarcely  had  Mr. 
Wilberforce  shaken  oflf  that  alliance,  than  he  entered  on  one  of  the 
noblest  and  most  diflScult  of  those  oflBces.  Within  six  weeks  fi-om 
the  sumptuous  celebration  of  the  day  on  which  he  attained  his 
majca-ity,  he  found  himself,  by  the  expenditure  among  the  electors 
of  Hull  of  more  than  8000i.,  their  representative  in  the  House  of 
Commons. 

To  make  laws  is  the  single  emplojmaent  of  adult  life  which  is 
supposed  to  require  no  preparatory,  study;  which  may  be  one  of 
the  reasons  why  the  studies  of  half  a  life  are  too  little  for  the  right 
interpretation  of  such  laws  as  our  legislators  make.  The  young 
member  for  Hull,  conscious  as  he  was  of  his  ignorance,  may  yet 
have  sustained  himself  with  the  conviction  that  he  would  meet  in 
Parliament  with  many  as  ill  provided  as  he  was  with  political 
science,  and  scarcely  with  any  one  so  well  qualified  by  the  mere  in- 
stinct of  natural  sagacity  to  discuss  any  question,  however  un- 
familiar, or  to  adorn  it  by  the  embellishments  of  an  insinuating 
address,  a  playful  fancy,  a  brave  self-reliance,  and  a  voice  which 
resembled  an  Eolian  harp  controlled  by  the  touch  of  a  St.  Cecilia. 
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He  had,  indeeJ,  come  up  to  Loudon  (such  was  Lis  rustic  sim 
plicity)  '  stored  with  arguments  to  prove  the  authenticity  of  How- 
ley's  poems,'  uncoEBciuus  that,  among  the  gay  circle  awaiting  him, 
the  sermons  delivered  in  the  pulpit  of  St.  Mary  Redcliffe  would 
have  beeri  just  as  welcome  as  a  debate  ou  the  parchtaents  dis- 
covered in  her  tower.  Brookes's,  White's,  and  Boodle's  received 
him  with  open  arms.  George  Selwyn  stood  sentinel  at  tlie  faro- 
table  to  keep  away  any  intrusive  good  advice.  With  Fox,  Fitz- 
patrick,  and  Sheridan  he  chatted,  or  played  at  cards  or  dice, 
according  to  the  humour  of  the  moment.  His  suppers  were  taken 
at  a  club  of  which  William  Pitt,  Lord  Grenville,  and  Windham 
were  assiduous  members.  At  a  Shaksperian  party  at  the  Boar's 
Head  he  admired  the  surpassing  brilliancy  of  Pitt,  'the  wittiest 
man '  (such  is  his  record  of  that  evening)  '  he  ever  knew ;  to  whose  j 
mind  every  possible  combination  of  ideas  seemed  always  present^ 
and  who  could  at  once  produce  whatever  he  desired.'  At  Wimbl»-!| 
don  the  ghost  of  his  pious  aimt  might  have  awakened  from  1 
tomb  to  see  Lord  Harrowby,  her  nephew's  guest,  alight,  not  loi 
before  sunrise,  at  the  gates  which  once  were  hers,  wearing  i 
triangular  hat  which  bad  clung  by  him  at  the  Opera,  and,  not  long^ 
after  the  sun  bad  risen,  William  Pitt,  another  of  his  guests,  in- 
dustriously sowing  her  ooce-loved  flower-beds  with  the  fn^ments 
of  it^  in  order,  as  he  declared,  to  raise  a  crop  of  new  ones.  At 
Burlington  House  Mrs.  Sheridan  sang  to  him  '  old  English  songs 
angelically.'  At  Devonshire  House  he  was  himself  required  to 
sing  by  no  meaji  judge  in  such  matters,  George,  the  too  famous 
Prince  of  Walefl.  One  while  passing  an  evening  with  Mrs.  Siddoos,- 
at  another  exchanging  repartees  with  the  '  charming  Mrs.  Crewei/'J 
and  occasionally  speaking  with  applause  in  St.  Stepheu's  Chapel  (in 
those  days  the  best  and  most  fashionable  of  debating  societies),  h 
floated  with  the  gay  crowd  down  the  smooth  current  of  early  lid 
until  the  resignation  of  the  Shelburne  ministry  restored  Mr.  Pitt  fe 
leisure,  and  enabled  the  two  friends,  accompanied  by  Mr,  Eliot  (de« 
alike  to  both  of  them),  to  project  and  execute  a  summer  tour  in<i 
France. 

This  '  march  of  the  allies  to  Paris '  was  directed  through  tba  ■  | 
ancient  city  of  Rheims.  As  the  school  in  which  the  future  minister  I 
of  England  and  his  friends  were  to  study  the  French  language,  no.j 
place  could  have  been  more  judiciously  chosen;  for,  as  M.  Guizot  | 
teaches  us,  it  is  the  sacred  fountain  from  whence  have  flowed  all  ( 
the  streams  of  our  modern  civilisation.  Yet  in  the  year  I7S8  J 
Bheims  failed  to  impart  to  her  English  visitors  the  knowledg« 
which  they  had  proposed  to  gather  there.  '  We  spent  nine  or  1 
days  without  making  any  great  progress,'  says  Mr.   Wilberforo 
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■  whicb,'  be  adds,  '  could  not  indeed  be  expected  of  ub,  as  we  Bpoke 
to  no  biiman  being  but  eacti  other  and  our  Irisb  courier.'  Ten 
years  later  such  a  secret  conclave  of  foreigners  in  the  metropoliu  of 
an  English  province  would  have  excited  the  jealousy  of  Mr,  Pitt 
himself.  Little  marvel,  then,  that  in  the  capital  of  Champ^ne  it 
attracted  the  inquisitive  eye  of  M.  Du  Chatel,  the  Royal  Intendant 
of  Police.  Who  might  these  mysterious  strangers  be  ?  Were  they 
hatching  a  conspiracy  against  the  great  ally  of  Washington  ?  — 
England  had  bitter  humiliations  to  avenge.  Or  were  they  in  alli- 
ance with  Count  CagUostro  against  the  purses  of  bis  most  Christian 
Majesty's  subjects  ?  —  England,  impoverished  by  war,  was  the  too 
fertile  parent  of  swindlers  seeking  aft«r  their  prey.  M.  Du  Chatel 
must  look  to  it ! 

There  was  at  Bheims,  in  those  days,  an  Abb^  de  Legeard,  '  a 
fellow  of  infinite  humour,'  to  whom  the  Intendant  disclosed  his 
BUSpicionB.  The  Abbe  imdertxiok  a  domiciliary  visit  to  the  in- 
triguants. He  found  them  as  full  of  humour  as  himself,  liked 
their  appearance,  their  manners,  and  their  talk,  and  ended  at  last 
by  a  cordial  tender  to  them  of  his  good  services. 

The  son  of  Chatham  stood  then  in  ui-gent  need  of  such  subsidies 
as  he  was  destined  at  a  future  day  to  lavish.  '  Here  we  are,'  he 
exclaimed  to  the  fascinated  Abbe, '  in  the  middle  of  Cbampagoe, 
and  can't  get  any  tolerable  wine  I '  The  Abbe  was  moved.  In  hia 
own  cellars  was  some  of  the  choicest,  and  it  crowned  his  hospitable 
board,  during  five  or  six  successive  hours,  for  the  exhilaration  of 
his  English  guests  —  a  symposium  doubtless  of  infinite  hilarity, 
fearful  as  may  have  been  its  length,  to  the  courteous  Frenchman. 

Rbeims  began  to  assume  a  brighter  aspect.  Kit,her  the  future 
agitator  of  Europe,  or  the  future  liberator  of  Africa  (hist^ary  does 
not  say  which),  had  been  the  bearer  of  an  introduction  to  M, 
Coustier,  of  that  city,  from  the  great  Peter  Thellusson,  and  to  the 
hotel  of  M.  Coustier,  their  coachman  was  directed  to  drive.  '  It 
was  with  some  surprise  that  we  found  him '  (such  is  Mr.  Wilber- 
force's  contemporary  narrative)  '  behind  a  counter  distributing 
raisins.  I  had  heard  that  it  was  very  usual  for  gentlemen  on  the 
Continent  to  practise  some  handicraft  trade  or  other  for  their 
amusement,  and  therefore,  for  my  own  part,  I  concluded  that  his 
taste  was  in  the  fig  way,  and  that  he  was  only  playing  at  grocer 
for  his  amusement ;  and,  viewing  the  matter  in  this  light,  I  could 
not  help  admiring  the  excellence  of  his  imitation.'  A  genuine 
grocer,  however,  was  M.  Coustier.  But  he  was  un  brave  homms 
to  boot,  and  at  the  request  of  milords  Anglais  mounted  his  wig 
and  sword,  and  ushered  them  to  the  house  of  one  of  his  best  cus- 
tomers among  the  noblesse.     This  was  no  other  than  M.  Du  Chatel 
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iiiinself,  '  Relations  of  peiice  aud  amity "  were  establialied  betweei 
the  Int«ndant  and  tfie  suspects.  He  introduced  them  to  thtt 
ArcbViishop,  and  the  Arcbbishop  gave  tbeiii  '  two  very  good  anal 
pleasant  dinners,'  with  an  iDvitatioD  to  spend  a  week  at  bis  p^acf 
Tl]e  following  is  the  portrait  which  Mr.  Wiiberforce  has  bequ^thed 
to  posterity  of  this  agreeable  prelate.  '  Archbishops  in  England 
are  not  like  archbishops  in  France.  These  last  are  jolly  fellows, 
of  about  forty  years  of  age,  who  play  at  billiards,  and  live  ltk«'| 
other  people.' 

In  October,  Paris  openetl  her  gates  to  the  three  members  of  th(^ 
British  Parliament.     Mr.  Wilberforce's  memorabilia  of  their  sojotu 
there  resemble  the  brief  notes  so  often  found  in  the  hands   i 
'  honourable  gentlemen '  when  rising  to  take  part  in  a  debate.] 
From  these  fragmente,  however,  we  collect  that  they  associate 
with  Vergennes,  La  Fayette,  and  Marmontel  —  that  they  followeC 
the  court  to  FontaineUeau  —  that  there  Mr.  Pitt  bnnted  the  stag  o 
horseback,  while  his  companions  in  a  chaise  hunted  the  boar — -I 
that  Louis  XVI,  on  that  occasion  presented  himself  '  in  immense 
boots,  a  clumsy  strange  figure,  of  the  hog  kind' — that  at  Madame 
de  Polignac's  '  poor  Marie  Antoinette  chatted  easily,'  aud  rallied  _ 
them  with  inquiries  after  their  friend  M.  Coustier,  the  Spicier— 
that  they  passed  an  evening  with  Benjamin  Franklin — that  ' 
the  men  and  women  crowded  round  Pitt  in  shoals,  who  behavec 
with  great  spirit,  though  he  was  sometimes  a  little  bored  whei 
they  talked  to  him  about  'the  Parliamentary  Reform' — and  that] 
he  was  at  length  rescued  from  the  crowd  of  his  admirers  by  Iri%l 
who,  in  the  shape  of  a  king*s  messenger,  suddenly  appeared  i 
Paris,  charged  with  despatches  irom  the  Jupiter  Londint 

The  object  of  this  royal  summons  was  to  secure  the  aid  of  MrJ 
Pitt  in  opposing  the  India  Bill,  and  in  turning  out  the  authors  o 
it.     He  obeyed ;  and  in  the  struggle  in  which  he  was  so 
wards  engaged  with  the  majority  of  the  House  of  Commons,  bej 
^H         found  no  more  zealous  or  effective  supporter  than  the  partaker  c 
^^^k       bis  amusements  at  Paris  and  at  Rheims, 

^^^P  The   Coalition   Ministry  was   now   the  one   object  of  populal 

^^^         invective ;  and,  at  a  public  meeting  in  the  Cattle  Yard  at  York,  e 
W  March,   1V84,  Mr.  Wiiberforce,  in  a  speech,  welcomed  with  i 

I  loudest  plaudits,  contributed  his  share  of  invective  i^nst  th^ 

I  Unholy  Alliance.     In  an  account  of  the  scene  which  he  transmitte " 

I  to  Mr.  Duudas,  James  Boswell  described  it  in  terms  equally  oh* 

I  racteristic  of  the  speaker  and  of  himself.     '  I  saw,'  he  says,  '  whirf 

B.  seemed  a  mere  shrimp  mount  upon  the  table ;  but,  as  I  listenedjl 

^^^^L      he  grew  and  grew  until  the  shrimp  became  a  whale.' 
^^^Hk     -  A  still  more  convincing  attestation  of  bis  eloquence  on   tbU] 
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occasion  is  to  be  found  in  the  consequences  to  which  it  led.  Mr. 
Wilberforce  had  attended  this  meeting  with  the  avowed  purpose 
of  defeating  the  influence  of  the  great  Whig  families  of  Yorkshire 
at  the  approaching  general  election,  and  with  the  unavowed 
purpose  of  becoming  himself  a  candidate  for  the  county.  From 
*  Wilberforce  and  Liberty,'  the  cry  raised  by  his  auditors  while  he 
spoke,  the  transition  was  obvious  and  easy  to  the  cry  of  *  Wilber- 
force for  Yorkshire '  when  he  concluded.  The  current  of  popular 
favour  flowed  strongly  in  his  support,  for  he  appeared  as  the 
tribune  of  the  people  against  the  patricians  of  the  North  ;  he  had 
opposed  the  India  Bill ;  he  had  denounced  the  Coalition ;  and  he 
enjoyed  the  personal  aflfection  of  Mr.  Pitt,  then  rich  in  hereditary 
honours,  in  personal  renown,  and  in  the  brightest  promise.  Large 
subscriptions  defrayed  the  expense  of  the  contest,  and  his  aristo- 
cratic opponents,  without  venturing  to  the  poll,  surrendered  to  him 
a  seat  which  he  continued  to  occupy  without  intermission  in  many 
successive  Parliaments. 

With  this  memorable  triumph,  Mr.  Wilberforce  closed  his  twenty- 
fifth  yecu".  He  was  now  in  possession  of  whatever  could  exalt  the 
hopes  of  a  candidate  for  fame  on  the  noblest  theatre  of  civil  action 
which  at  that  period  had  ever  been  thrown  open  to  the  ambition  of 
private  men.  But  the  appointed  hour  had  also  struck,  from  which 
a  hew  direction  was  to  be  given  to  the  thoughts  and  the  pursuits 
of  this  favourite  of  nature  and  of  fortune. 

Accompanied  by  some  of  his  female  relatives,  and  by  Isaac 
Milner,  one  of  his  two  earliest  tutors,  the  new  member  for  the 
county  of  York,  before  appearing  in  the  House  of  Commons  in  that 
capacity,  undertook  a  journey  to  the  south  of  France,  and  thence 
through  Switzerland  to  Spa.  This  expedition  (interrupted  by  a 
brief  retiurn  to  England  in  the  winter  of  1784-5)  was  extended 
during  some  months,  and  forms  a  memorable  era  in  his  life.  The 
lessons  he  had  learnt  in  childhood  at  Wimbledon,  had  left  an  indelible 
impression  on  his  mind.  The  dissipation  of  bis  subsequent  days 
had  but  retarded  the  growth  of  those  seeds  of  early  piety.  The 
companions  of  his  youth  had  not  been  without  frequent  intimations 
that  their  gay  associate  was  silently  revolving  deeper  thoughts 
than  those  which  formed  the  staple  of  their  ordinary  social  inter- 
course. These  were  now  to  take  entire  possession  of  his  mind,  and 
to  become  the  life  and  mainsprings  of  his  future  existence.  The 
opinions  of  George  Whitfield  had  found  a  more  impressive  exposi- 
tor than  the  good  lady  who  had  originally  inculcated  them  upon 
him. 

Isaac  Milner  was  a  man  of  strong  native  sense,  and  of  no  incon- 
siderable learning,  and  would  probably  have  attained  to  celebrity. 
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both  in  science  and  in  theology,  if  the  too  early  posseseinn  of  tbl 
rich  ecclesiastical  and  academic  sinecures  bad  not  enabled  hiit 
gratify  hia  constitutional  indolence.     In  a  narrow  collegiate  circle 
he  exercised  a  colloquial  despotism  akin  to  that  which  Samuel 
Johnson  had   enjoyed,  and   to  which  Samuel  Parr  had  aspired 
among  the  men  of  letters  and  stategmen  of  their  age.    But  Milnei 
dogmatism  was  relieved  by  a  tenderneaa  of  heart  not  inferior  to  tl 
of  the  great  lexicographer,  and  was  informed  by  a  divinity  incom- 
parably more  profound  than  that  of  the  grandiloquent  grammarian. 
He  waa  among  the  dearest  of  the  friends  of  Mr.  Wilberforce,  and 
now  became  hia  spiritual  preceptor  and  guide. 

And  now  our  narrative  has  reached  a  point  at  which  the  ground'  I 
over  which  we  have  to  pass  becomes  tremulous  and  unstable.     If  ^ 
we  adopt  the  orthodox  style  of  the  Episcopalian  Churches,  we  must 
record  that '  the  baptismal  seed,  long  dormant  in  the  soul  of  Isaac 
Milner's  pupil,  began  at  length  to  germinate  and  to  yield  ita  friiit.' 
If  we  prefer  the  language  of  a  more  popular  theology,  it  must  1 
stated  that '  the  conversion  of  Mr.  Wilberforce  took  place  in  1 
twenty-eixth  year  of  his  age,  and  during  hie  journey  to  Niw 
There  are,  we  doubt  not,  those  to  whom  each  of  these  forms  ( 
speech  conveys  an  intelligible  meaning.     But  there  are  others  b 
can  perceive  in  them  nothing  more  than  abtruse  metaphors 
rhetorical  tropes ;  and  they,  in  a  deep  consciousness  of  their  ow: 
ignorance,  referring  all  auch  mysteries  both  to  that  revelation  oS^M 
the  divine  will  which   is  'written  with  ink,'  and  to   that   other  [ 
revelation  of  it  which   is  written  'on  the  fleshly  tables  of  thei 
heart,'  will  learn  from  each  of  those  revelations  that  the  hui 
mind  is  subject  to  a  sacred  influence,  which,  like  the  wind,  blowet 
where  it  listeth,  although  it  be  given  to  none  to  discover  whence  i1 
cometh  or  whither  it  goeth. 

It  ia  a  fact,  which  few,  if  any,  self-observers  will  deny,  that,  i 
the  interior  life  of  every  man,  there  are  occurrences  esplicable  o 
no  hypothesis  but  that  of  the  direct  intervention  of  the  Supre 
Euler  of  the  Universe  for  the  spiritual  improvement  of  hia  rations] 
creatures.  Such  events  may  be  considered  either  as  parts  of  som 
great  predetermined  system,  or  aa  immediate  interpositions  of  t 
Deity  in  particular  ctises.  Each  supposition  alike  refers  to  thai 
divine  origin  those  salutary  changes  in  human  character  which  thcj 
least  thoughtful  so  often  notice,  and  which  even  the  most  depravet 
not  seldom  undergo. 

Such  a  change,  when  enduring  and  complete,  is  designated  i 
the  familiar  theological  terminology  aa  '  a  new  birth ; '  and  if  it  h 
allowable  to  assign  a  definite  sense  to  a  phrase  so  much  darkenac 
by  the  rhetorical  use  of  it,  '  the  new  birth '  may  be  stud  to  cboi 
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in  the  progressive  coincidence  of  inclination  and  of  duty,  or  in  the 
divorce  of  obedience  from  self-denial.  A  slow,  a  laborious,  and  an 
imperfect  process  indeed  with  the  best  of  us  1  Yet,  in  very  many, 
an  evident  reality  attested  by  the  most  conclusive  proofs.  The 
very  day-dreams  on  this  subject,  which  are  floating  in  most  minds 
and  in  most  societies,  are  themselves  a  sufficient  evidence  of  the 
existence  of  substantial  things  on  which  they  rest  as  a  basis,  and 
which  they  indistinctly  reflect  and  dimly  shadow  forth  to  us. 

But  when  such  a  phenomenon  is  alleged  by  the  biographers  of 
any  man,  they  are  bound  to  distinguish,  as  clearly  as  may  be, 
between  his  original  and  his  superinduced  character,  and  to  explain, 
in  unambiguous  language,  in  what  the  new  man  differed  from  the 
old.  A  hard  necessity,  if  not  a  desperate  attempt !  Yet  an  at- 
tempt to  be  reverently  made,  if  we  would  not  dismiss,  unsolved 
and  unexamined,  the  most  curious  problem  which  the  life  of  Mr. 
Wilberforce  raises  or  suggests. 

Man,  as  he  is  delineated  by  the  great  masters  of  fiction,  is  made 
up  of  elements  which  are  at  once  incongruous,  inharmonious,  con- 
flicting, and  yet  compatible.  Man,  as  he  is  drawn  by  inferior 
artistfi,  is  the  impersonation  of  some  one  dominant  propensity 
which  possesses,  guides,  and  individualises  him.  Thus  Lawrence 
Sterne  has  filled  up  his  canvass  with  four  figures,  each  of  whom, 
like  one  of  Joanna  Baillie's  heroes,  is  in  bondage  to  some  one 
tyrannical  passion.  To  Mr.  Shandy  is  assigned  the  love  of  wisdom, 
—  to  Uncle  Toby  the  wisdom  of  love,  —  to  Corporal  Trim  heart- 
loyalty  to  his  captain,  —  and  to  Yorick  a  versatile  sympathy,  by 
which  the  humours  of  all  the  rest  are  caught,  and  heightened,  and 
reflected.  Shakspeare  or  Cervantes  would  have  known  how  to 
blend  the  whole  group  into  one  complex  man  —  a  composite  yet 
not  irreconcilable  assemblage  of  dissimilar  qualities  —  a  veritable 
imit  of  the  race  of  Adam.  Such  an  imaginary  personage  would 
have  borne  a  vivid  resemblance  to  the  aboriginal  William  Wilber- 
force. 

By  force  of  a  decree  preceding  his  birth,  he  came  into  the  world 
predestined  to  be  the  centre  of  admiration  and  of  love  for  the 
circle  of  his  associates  in  it.  Nature  herself  endowed  him  with 
that  genial  warmth  and  graciousness  of  temper  which,  by  a  constant 
succession  of  spontaneous  impulses,  pours  itself  into  all  the  chan- 
nels of  social  intercourse.  Towards  aJl  who  approached  him,  those 
kindnesses  which,  unless  when  innate  are  unattainable,  expanded 
with  such  a  happy  promptitude,  that^  to  borrow  a  well-known 
eulogy,  he  might  have  passed  for  the  brother  of  every  man,  and 
for  the  lover  of  every  woman,  with  whom  he  conversed. 

This  instinct  of  philanthropy  was  combined  with  a  mercurial 
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gaiety,  and  with  that  exquisite  perception  of  all  the  proprieties  I 
of  life,  wliich,  in  mesmeric  langiinge,  places  cultivated  minda  in  ' 
relation  of  mutual  conscioumiess  towivrds  each  other.'  Every  eysi 
wliieh  followed  liim  beamed  with  the  lights,  or  was  darkened  by  the  I 
shadows,  which  played  over  hie  countenance;  and  his  feelings, J 
whether  grave  or  gay,  vibrated  through  every  point  of  the  drde  I 
by  which  he  was  surrounded. 

The  basis  of  the  natural  or  indigenous  character  of  Mr.  Wilber- 
force  was  laid  in  this  quick  fellow-feeling  with  other  men.     All  the 
restless  vivacity  of  Voltaire,  and  a  sensibility  more  profound  than 
that  of  Rousseau,  met  in  him  and  mutually  controlled  each  other. 
His  responsiveness  to  the  joys  and  the  sorrows  of  his  companions  ■ 
made  the  happy  and  the  wretched  his  captives  in  their  turns.,  f 
But,  though  ready  to  weep  with  those  who  wept,  he  was  still  morel 
prompt  to  rejoice  with  those  that  rejoiced;  nor  could  the  elastiol 
rebound  of  his  heart  to  gladness  be  ever  long  repressed  by  any! 
burthen,  whether  laid  on  others  or  on  himself. 

Society  was  not  merely  his  delight  or  his  passion ;  it  waa  thai 
necessity  of  his  existence.     He  mixed  freely,  and  on  equal  termaJ^ 
with  all  the  men  and  women  of  his  ^e  the  most  eminent  in  wit^l 
iu  genias,  and  in  learning;  and  drank  in,  with  the  keenest  relish,! 
every  variety  of  colloquial  eloquence.     Yet  he  not  merely  endured'! 
but  rejoiced  in  companions,  whose  absence  would  have   been  j 
luxury  to  any  one  but   himself.     When   Pitt,   and   Burke,  i 
Sheridan  were  not  to  be  had,  he  would  take  the  most  cordial  plea-l 
sure  in  the  talk  of  the  most  woollen  of  his  constituents  at  Leec 
When  Madame  de  Stael  and  Mrs.  Crewe  were  away,  some  dowag 
from  the  Cathedral  Whist  Club  became  his  inspiring  muse, 
for  the  moment,  would  seem  herself  to  be  half  inspired.     Dulnee 
fled   at  his   approach.      The   most   somnolent   awakened    at   bid 
presence.      The    heaviest    countenance    caught    some    animatioiC 
from  his  eye.     'The  listless  prisoner  of  an  easy  chair'  gave  ouK 
some  sparks  of  intellect  when  brought  into  a  friendly  cotlisioi 
with  him. 

Reckless  is  the  liberality  which  bestows  rank,  wealth,  beauty,  an^ 
prowess  so  lavishly  on  the  preux  chevalier  of  romance.  He  enjoys' 
those  exterior  advantages  at  the  expense  of  his  essential  greatnet 
But  the  charm  exercised  by  Mr.  Wilberforce  was  the  inherent  an^ 
indefeasible  attribute  of  the  soul  herself.  Informed  by  her,  thffl 
body  which,  with  all  affection  and  reverence  be  it  spoken,  was  ball 
a  caricature  of  the  human  form  divine,  became  the  ready  minist 
of  all  his  social  purposes,  and  the  eloquent  interpreter  of  all  I 
emotions.  Before  his  fellow-men,  that  diminutive  and  sbapeles 
figure  bore  itself  gallantly,  as  if  elevated  and  sustained  by  con4 
i  worth.     Towards   the   other  sex,  his   attitudes   and   looki 
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and  bearing  expressed  a  respect  and  a  tenderness  so  heartfelt 
and  so  grateful,  as  to  impart  to  the  humblest  woman  he  addressed 
a  sense  of  self-complacency;  and  as  to  fascinate  those  who  were 
themselves  the  most  skilful  in  the  arts  of  fascination.  Bayard, 
accosting  a  damsel  of  the  House  of  Longueville,  could  not  have 
carried  himself  with  a  more  gentle  and  generous  courtesy. 

There  is  an  association  of  certain  indissoluble  ideas  which  de- 
grades the  histrionic  art  in  general  esteem,  yet  the  faculty  of 
exhibiting  and  exciting  every  human  sentiment  is  a  power  which, 
though  too  often  desecrated  to  the  meanest  ends,  may  be  devoted 
to  the  noblest.  Mr.  Wilberforce  was,  by  the  gift  of  nature, 
amongst  the  most  consummate  actors  of  his  times.  Imagine 
David  Garrick — talking  not  as  a  mime,  but  from  the  resources  of 
his  own  mind,  and  the  impulses  of  his  own  natiu*e — to  have  per- 
sonated in  some  other  society  the  friends  with  whom  he  had  been 
dining  at  the  Literary  Club, — now  uttering  maxims  of  wisdom 
with  Johnsonian  dignity — then  haranguing  with  a  rapture  like 
that  of  Burke — telling  a  good  story  with  the  unction  of  James 
Boswell — chuckling  over  a  ludicrous  jest  with  the  child-like  glee 
of  Oliver  Goldsmith — singing  a  ballad  with  all  the  taste  of  Percy 
— reciting  poetry  with  the  classical  enthusiasm  of  Cumberland — 
and,  at  each  successive  change  in  this  interiude,  exhibiting  the 
amenities  of  Sir  Joshua — then  brood  a  while  over  this  supposed 
monopolylogue,  and  there  will  emerge  an  image  of  the  social 
William  Wilberforce,  ever  the  same,  and  ever  multiform,  constrain- 
ing his  companions  to  laugh,  to  weep,  to  admire,  to  exult,  and  to 
meditate  at  his  bidding. 

This  rare  felicity  in  running  over  the  whole  scale  of  feeling,  and 
the  refinement  which  rescued  him,  at  each  successive  passage,  from 
every  taint  of  afifectation  or  of  coarseness,  gave  to  his  discourse  a 
far  deeper  interest  than  would  have  belonged  to  the  mere  words  he 
uttered,  if  falling  from  any  lips  but  his  own.  A  certain  air  of 
originality  embellished  the  most  trite  and  familiar  of  his  observa- 
tions. There  was  still  an  impress  of  novelty  when  he  repeated  for 
the  twentieth  time  some  favourite  maxim,  or  told  over  again  some 
well-known  story,  or  resumed  the  discussion  of  yesterday  from  the 
very  beginning.  In  *  The  Doctor,'  Southey  has  drawn  an  inverted 
pyramid,  the  narrowing  lines  of  which  represent  the  subsiding 
cadences  in  which  he  supposes  Mr.  Wilberforce  to  repeat  the  words, 
*  Poor  creature  1 '  when  advised  by  the  anonymous  author  to  read 
his  book  on  a  Sunday ;  each  cadence  in  its  turn  being  meant  to 
convey  a  rebuke  in  which  kindness  and  acidity,  liking  and  dislike, 
acquiescence  and  dissent,  meet  together  in  continually  varying 
proportions.  Now  this  is  hardly  a  burlesque.  The  words,  however 
simple,  which   Mr.   Wilberforce  selected   as  the  vehicle  of  any 
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paadon,  became,  ia  his  use  of  them,  as  replete  w 

those  homely  phrases  with  which  Mrs.  Siddons  v 

awaken  the  loudest  echoes  of  the  theatre.     The  expression  'Po< 

creature  I '  modulated,  and  varied,  and  played  with,  as   he   i 

have  managed  it,  would  have  formed  an  exquisite  criticism  on  t 

favourite  work  of  the  Laureate,  with  all  its  graceful  pathos  i 

unmirthful  jocularity. 

In  the  age  of  Jekyll,  Mackintosh,  and  Sydney  Smith,  society  1 
no  member  more  popular  or  more  attractive  than  William  Wilb 
force.     At  one  time  obeying  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  at  anotbea 
piu'suing  the  train  of  hia  solitary  musing,  he  passed  and  repasaedl 
from  the  merest  frolic  of  fancy  to  the  most  mature  contemplations, 
the  same  simple-hearted  natural  man,  talking,  without  effort, 
preparation,    or   disguise,   from   the    overflowing    of    his    mind, 
although  bis  voice  and  manner,  and  the   whole  structure   i 
dialogue,  were  in  a  state  of  constant  vicissitude.     Yet  scarcely  anyi 
memorial  of  his  table-talk  has  survived  him,  nor  is  it  difficult   tol 
explain  the  reason. 

Wit  may  either  pervade  a  man's  conversation,  or  be  condensed 
in  particular  passages  of  it,  as  the  electric  current  may  be  either 
equally  diffused  through  the  atmosphere,  or  flash  across  it.     -  -    ~ 
Wilberforce  turned  on  every  topic  which  he  touched  a  sort  of  j 
vanic  stream  of  vivacity,  humour,  and  warm-heartedness,  whiokS 
tended  rather  to  volatilise  and  to  disperse,  than  to  consolidate,  the 
Bubstauces  on  which  it  fell.     He  did  not  dispose  of  a  laughable 
incident  by  one  terse  and  pregnant  jest ;  he  rather  used  it  as  a  toy 
to  be  tossed  about  and  played  with  for  a  while,  and  then   thrown 
Even  his  wisdom  demanded  a  certAin  breadth  of  space  for 
it«  development ;  for  it  incorporated  every  illustration,  pleasant  or 
pathetic,  which  fell  in  his  way,  and  left  behind  it  an  impreasioa  i 
more  delightfiil  than  definite.   Being  himself  amused  and  interest* 
by  everything,  whatever  he  said  became  amusing  or  interesting.fl 
Sotnetimes  Francis  Bacon  would  supply  the  text,  and  sometimeal 
Sir  John  Sinclair ;  but  whether  he  fused  the  pure  gold  of  the  sag« 
or  brayed,  as  in  a  mortar,  the  crotchets  of  the  simpleton,  the  com^ 
ment  was  irresistibly  charming,  though   no  memory  could  retain! 
the  glowing,  picturesque,  or  comic  language  in  which  it  was  deli^ 
vered.     When  he  and  Sydney  Smith  left  the  same  dinner-taMoj 
their  companions  carried  away  some  of  the  sohd  bidlto 


nd, 

ied 
either      ■ 
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'  company  a 


from  the  Canon  of  St.  Paul's  to  he  eshihited  in  other 
but  from  the  member  for  the  county  of  York,  recollections  whit^ 
though  not  transferable  to  others  hy  any  quotation  of  his  wonj 
dwelt  with  themselves  as  an  exhilarating  influence,  like  that  < 
some  joyous  carol  or  pungent  lether. 
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If  it  be  required  that  the  eulogies  on  his  colloquial  powers 
should  be  justified  more  distinctly  than  by  this  kind  of  general 
description,  the  demand  will  perhaps  be  best  satisfied  by  referring 
to  his  letters.  It  must  indeed  be  admitted  that  his  epistolary 
style  is  far  below  that  of  the  great  writers  in  that  kind,  and  below 
his  own  reputation;  that  his  sport  is  not  very  graceful,  nor  his 
tenderness  very  touching,  nor  his  gravity  very  impressive.  But 
suppose  a  man  continually  pouring  forth,  in  his  common  talk, 
language  as  brilliant  as  that  in  which  he  writes  to  Hannah  More, 
or  as  playful  as  that  in  which  he  rallies  Lord  Muncaster,  or  as  full 
of  deep  meaning  as  that  in  which  he  unbosoms  himself  to  William 
Hey,  or  as  afifectionate  as  the  style  of  his  letters  to  his  sons ;  and 
suppose  that  his  discourse  is  continually  embellished  by  the  most 
perfect  histrionic  ornaments;  and  the  supposition  will  render 
Mr.  Wilberforce  audible  and  visible  to  the  imaginations  of.  those 
who  never  heard  or  saw  him,  very  much  as  he  was  to  the  bodily 
organs  of  those  who  lived  with  him  in  familiar  intimacy. 

His  social  passion,  and  his  social  talents,  clung  to  him  even 
when  he  quitted  the  throng  of  men  for  the  solitude  of  his  library. 
Although  a  stranger  to  all  the  exact  sciences,  whether  physical  or 
moral,  and  though  neither  bom  nor  educated  to  be  himself  a  great 
author,  he  was  yet  the  happy  comrade,  the  docile  pupil,  and  the 
enthusiastic  admirer  of  the  greatest.  After  having  lost  the  sight 
of  one  of  his  eyes,  and  while  sorely  annoyed  by  the  ailments  of  the 
other,  he  ran  over  with  eagerness,  and  appreciated  with  curious 
felicity,  a  greater  body  of  literature  than  is  usually  compassed  by 
those  who  devote  themselves  exclusively  to  letters. 

It  was,  indeed,  an  ill-assorted  and  heterogeneous  mass,  made  up 
of  history,  morals,  philosophy,  poetry,  statistics,  ephemeral  politics, 
and  theology ;  yet  it  was  not  without  a  certain  unity  of  design  that 
these  were  all  in  turn  either  lightly  skimmed,  or  diligently  studied. 
He  was  never  abandoned  by  his  human  afifections,  even  when  his 
books  were  his  only  companions.  He  searched  them  to  detect  the 
various  springs  of  human  action,  and  their  influence  on  the  welfare 
of  the  great  brotherhood  he  loved  so  well.  He  learned  from  them 
to  understand,  and  so  to  benefit,  mankind.  Nor,  in  his  intercourse 
with  these  mute  teachers,  was  he  deserted  by  the  tricksy  Ariel, 
who  inspired  his  carriage  and  his  talk  in  the  haunts  of  living  men. 
That  brilliant  fancy  broke  out  into  a  ceaseless  colloquy  with  the 
grave  masters  at  whose  feet  he  sat.  He  would  controvert,  interro- 
gate, or  applaud  in  the  form  of  marginal  notes,  when  he  was  alone ; 
or,  if  an  auditor  was  at  hand,  in  spoken  comments,  at  one  moment 
so  arch  and  humorous,  at  the  next  so  reverent  and  afifectionate, 
and  then  so  full  of  solenm  meaning,  that  the  austere  folio,  or  the 
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saucy  pamphlet,  became  so  many  characters  in  a.  sort  of  traj^ 
comedy;  in  which,  however,  there  was  uaualJy  a  large  preponderance 
of  the  droll  above  the  serious. 

For  BO  arbitrary  were  the  associationB  of  his  ideas,  such  the  revelry 
of  his  animal  life,  and  so  tumultuous  the  flow  of  his  thoughts,  that  i 
if  his  presence  had  not  been  fatal  to  fatigue,  the  rapid  transitioiii 
through  which  the  interlocutor  in  any   dialogue  with    him 
hurried,   might   have  perplexed   and   wearied   the    most    patient 
listener.     In  his  most  playful   moods,   reverence  for  all  that   he 
esteemed  great  and  holy  would  arrest  at  an  instant  the  riot  of  his 
spirits ;  and,  when  elevated  to  the  highest  contemplations,  some  odd 
conceit  would  lighten  up  his  face  with  unexpected  smiles,  and  breaka 
forth  in  a  burst  of  conti^ous  merriment. 

It  was  difficult  or  impossible  to  take  a  deliberate  measure  of  the  I 
intellectual  stature  of  such  a  companion ;  nor  was  it  until  time  and 
distance  had  subdued  the  power  of  the  charm,  and  diminished  the 
accuracy  of  the  remembrance  of  it,  that  they  who  lived  with   him 
could  make  any  successful  attempt  to  estimate  and  analyse  the 
powers  by  which  they  had  been  dazzled.     The  result  of  that  tardy 
effort  was  to  induce  the  conviction  that  the  master  of  the  spell  had 
not  received  from  on  high  a  commission  to  disclose  bidden  truth,  or 
to  throw  over  familiar  truth  the  mantle  of  a  creative  imagination  — 
that  he  never  held,  nor  could  ever  have  attained,  to  a  place  amon<r 
philosophers  or  poets  —  and  that  nature  had  not  formed  him  for 
patient  inquiry,  suspended  judgment,  or  for  faith  in  the  glorious 
unrealities  of  fiction.     But  if  not  permitted  to  take  his  stand  within 
the  innermost  circle  of  genius,  he  derived  from  nature  such  rapjditjr  ■ 
of  conception  —  such  an  intuitive  insight  into  the  characters  aTil 
other  men  —  such  a  sense  of  the  ludicrous  and  of  the  tender  — 
wit  vaulting  so  lightly  across  his  whole  visible  horizon  —  and  i 
ardent  a  lose  for  every  form  of  beauty,  as  justified  the  enthiisiasiil  I 
of  his  admu-ers,  although  his  name  would  scarcely  have  descended.! 
to  posterity  if  he  had  devoted  himself  to  any  other  th^i  an  acti 
life. 

And  now,  whether  it  be  more  fitly  called  the  tardy  riponioi 
of  baptismal  seed,  or  an  early  conversion,  or  by  whatever  othfl 
theological  term  the  event  may  be  most  properly  described,  it  ci 
to  pass  that  he  was  roused  and  qualified  for  that  course  of  life,  ij 
the  great  though  gradual  change  to  which  we  have  referred, 
be  horn  again '  is  to  acquire,  not  new  powers,  but  a  new  tenden(H 
of  the  powers  which  we  derive  from  nature.  William  Wilberfor 
the  pupil  of  George  Selwyn,  and  William  Wilberforce,  the  pupil  Q 
John  Newton,  were  not  two  different  men,  but  one  and  the  t 
man.     Yet  his  two  preceptors  did  not  differ  more  widely  from  e 


WILLIAM    WILBERFORCE.  481 

other  than  he  diflFered  from  his  former  self.  Before  him  had  opened 
a  new  world,  and  within  him  a  new  creation.  From  an  intoxicating 
intercourse  with  human  society,  he  had  withdrawn  to  commune 
with  himself.  From  self-acquaintance  he  had  ascended  to  commu- 
nicate with  the  eternal  source  of  light.  Faith  had  revealed  to  him 
the  illusions  of  sight,  and  motives  had  sprung  up  in  his  mind  of  an 
energy  in  some  degree  commensurate  with  the  invisible  realities 
which  she  disclosed  to  him.  His  social  feelings,  which  had  traversed 
the  earth  unsatisfied,  now  found  their  resting-place  in  the  Redeemer, 
who  henceforth  became  the  ever-present  associate  of  his  hopes  and 
purposes.  The  new  fabric  of  thoughts  and  of  aflFections  which  arose 
within  him  rested  on  a  basis  more  firm  than  he  had  ever  found 
before,  because  cemented  and  sustained  by  divine,  as  well  as  by 
human,  love. 

It  was,  indeed,  with  deep  dejection  and  a  protracted  self-conflict, 
that  these  new  habits  of  mind  were  formed.  Gradually  and  surely, 
however,  the  joyful  spirit  of  the  man  re-assumed  its  dominion  over 
him.  The  frolic  of  earlier  years  had  subsided,  and  his  gaiety 
assumed  a  more  cautious  and  a  gentler  character.  But  as  his  self- 
government  gained  strength,  and  as  peace  diflFused  her  holy  calm 
over  him,  he  rose  to  the  enjoyment  of  that  perfect  freedom  in  which 
even  his  constitutional  hilarity  could  indulge  and  disport  itself. 
Still  sadness  flew  at  his  approach ;  and,  though  the  most  devout  of 
men,  his  mirth  was  as  exhilarating  as  the  first  laughter  of  child- 
hood. 

God  was  in  all  his  thoughts.  His  piety  was  allied  not  only  to 
his  serious  pursuits,  but  to  all  the  daily  pleasures,  and  even  to  the 
whims  and  amusements  of  life.  Inhabiting  at  once  the  visible  and 
the  invisible  worlds,  he  rejoiced  over  his  bright  heritage  in  each. 
From  the  passing  shadows  of  earth  to  the  enduring  substances  of 
heaven,  from  secular  cares  to  devotional  exercises,  he  moved  with 
such  unexpected  rapidity,  that  the  web  of  his  discourse  would  some- 
times appear  to  be  of  ah  incongruous  colouring  and  texture.  But 
this  fusion  of  religious  and  worldly  thoughts  enhanced  the  spirit 
with  which  he  performed  every  duty,  and  the  zest  with  which  he 
welcomed  every  enjoyment. 

Faintly  as  any  portraiture  can  represent  Mr.  Wilberforce  in  his 
relations  with  other  men,  it  is  altogether  impossible  that  he  should 
be  properly  delineated  in  these  dearer  and  more  sacred  relations 
which  he  had  now  formed.  If  any  one  shall  refer  to  mere  en- 
thusiasm, the  belief  that  the  regenerate  heart  maintains  a  real, 
although  it  be  a  hidden,  intercourse  with  a  Being  who  has  f^ken 
up  His  abode  there,  we  shall  leave  the  censor  in  undisturbed  pos- 
session of  his  incredulity.     If  he  shall  deny  that  any  sound  mind 
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can  entcrtaio  such  a  belief,  we  shall  be  content  to  assure  him  t 

there  are,  in  the  character  of  man,  mystei-ieB  of  which  he  lias  | 

yet  no  knowledge.     But  if  lie  shall  aasert  that   the  iutercoui 

between  the  soul  and  the  in-dwelling  Paraclete  cannot  be  r 

by  the  written  confessions,  esperiencea,  or  revelations  of  any  sel& 

observer  whatever,  we  have  no  coDtroversy  with   him,    but   th« 

reverae. 

It  was  the  habit  of  Mr.  Wilberforce  to  traoacribe  in  a  pri' 
journal  the  results  of  a  most  unsparing  self-esamination,  not 
mixed  with  some  passages  from  those  prayers  in    which   lie 
eng^aged  'without  ceasing,'     The  extracts  from  those  nianuacri] 
which  his  biographers  have  publi^ed,  bear  the  impress  of  the  most 
perfect  sincerity.     They  attest  his  exquisite  tenderness  of  conscience, 
hia  constant  sense  of  pr&sent  Deity,  and  his  intense  solicitude  for  an 
entire  conformity  to  the  Divine  wilL     Doubtlesa  these  were  inestb* 
mable  aids  to  himself  in  hia  daily  retrospect  of  hia  own  spirit 
progress.     But,  having  served  that  purpose,  would  they  not  hai 
been  more  wisely  committed  to  the  flames,  than  to  the  press  ? 

Such  publications  too  often  foster  in  those  who  read  them,  a  ran] 
undergrowth  of  hypocrisy.  For  one  man,  who,  like  Mr.  Will 
force,  will  honestly  endeavour  to  lay  bare  on  paper  the  course  of 
his  life  and  the  state  of  his  heart,  one  hundred  will  make  tlie  same 
attempt  dishonestly,  having  the  fear  or  the  hope  of  the  biography 
before  their  eyes.  How  fluent  the  acknowledgment  of  those  fai  " 
which  the  reader  will  certainly  regard  as  venial,  while  he  admi 
the  sagacity  which  has  detected,  the  humiUty  which  has  condemni 
and  the  integrity  which  has  acknowledged  them  ! 

Such  disclosures,  whether  made  to  the  confessor  or  to  the  world, 
at  large,  are  at  best  an  illusion.  M'o  man  has  such  an  insight  into' 
his  own  circumstances,  motives,  and  actions,  or  such  leisure  foK 
describing  them,  or  such  powers  of  description,  aa  to  be  able  to 
afford  to  others  the  means  of  estimating,  with  any  approach  tO 
accuracy,  the  exact  merit  or  demerit  of  any  one  of  tus  steps  (and 
countless  are  the  millions  of  these  steps)  in  his  whole  moral  and 
religious  course. 

Or,  if  the  dissection  of  any  man's  soul  could  be  completely  effect- 
ed, what  eye  but  must  turn  away  from  the  spectacle  ?  Wisely  hM 
the  Church  proclaimed  the  sanctity  of  the  confessional.  WhowouUl' 
wish  or  dare  to  study  this  morbid  anatomy  ?  Who  would  not  h 
the  knowledge  with  which  the  memory  of  the  priesthood,  who 
'it  professionally,  is  soiled  and  burthened  ?  Who  has  courage  ei 
to  tell  how  far  our  mutual  affection  and  esteem  may  depend  on 
imperfect  knowledge  of  each  other?  The  same  creative  wiadoin 
which  shelters  from  every  human  eye  the  processes  of  our  ammal 
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frame,  has  shrouded  from  observation  the  workings  of  our  spiritual 
structure.  The  lowly  and  the  contrite  heart  is  a  shrine  in  which  He 
who  inhabiteth  eternity  condescends  to  dwell,  but  in  which  any 
other  presence  would  be  an  agony  and  a  profanation. 

We  have  three  judges  —  our  Maker,  ourselves,  and  our  neighbour. 
The  first,  looking  on  the  heart,  adjudicates  infallibly.  The  second, 
from  a  comparison  of  acts,  and  of  motives  imperfectly  understood, 
determines  inferentially.  The  third,  observing  only  the  outward 
conduct,  decides  hjrpothetically.  He  who  knew  what  was  in  man, 
confined  us  to  the  use  of  a  single  due  in  forming  any  such  hypo- 
thesis — '  By  their  fruits  ye  shall  know  them.'  Whether  we  study 
Mr.  Wilberforce,  or  any  other  human  models  it  is  safest  to  follow 
this  clue,  and  this  alone. 

Exceedingly  dissimilar  in  abundance  and  in  flavour,  are  the  fruits 
to  be  gathered  from  the  different  branches  of  the  vine,  which, 
spreading  out  to  tiie  ends  of  the  earth,  and  supplied  with  nutriment 
from  the  same  prolific  stem,  are  yet  all  more  or  less  propped  on 
some  foreign  stay.  Some  of  those  boughs  bang  like  creepers  from 
a  stiff  lattice-work  of  forms  and  ceremonies ;  and  then  the  fruit  is 
dry  and  penurious.  Others  cling  for  support  to  the  austere  aisles 
of  conventual  asceticism ;  and  then  the  produce  is  harsh  and  unpa- 
latable. Others,  again,  sink  down  and  sustain  themselves  on  a 
certain  stunted  and  coarse  shrubbery  of  irreverent,  sensuous,  and 
erotic  familiarity ;  and  then  the  vintage  becomes  watery  and  luscious. 
But  some  abide  in  the  all-sustaining  and  animating  trunk,  with  the 
firmest  hold  and  in  the  closest  union,  and  then  the  grapes  they 
yield  are  ponderous  and  racy,  like  the  clusters  of  Eshcoll,  glowing 
with  the  richest  bloom,  and  redolent  of  the  most  grateful  odours. 

The  interpretation  of  the  parable  is  to  be  found  in  every  page  of 
the  five  volumes,  in  which  two  of  the  sons  of  Mr.  Wilberforce  have 
recorded  the  life  and  writings  of  their  father.  Tried  by  literary 
laws  alone,  they  must  be  condemned  as  overladen  with  a  mass  of 
superfluous  details.  But  that  redundance  was  indispensable  to  an 
effect  of  a  far  higher  kind  than  any  m^e  artist  ever  had  in  view. 

In  these  annals,  or  rather  in  this  annual  register  of  Mr.  Wilber- 
force's  acts,  the  unity  of  design  consists  in  the  constant  exhibition 
and  prominence  of  one  great  truth  which  it  is  impossible  to  express 
aright,  except  in  the  words  of  an  inspired  Apostle.  It  is  the  story 
of  a  life  '  hidden  with  Christ  in  Grod.'  What  that  hidden  life 
really  was  in  the  person  of  William  Wilberforce,  none  but  himself 
could  know,  and  few  indeed  could  even  plausibly  conjecture.  But 
even  they  who  are  the  least  able  to  solve  the  enigma,  may  acknow- 
ledge and  feel  that  there  was  some  secret  spring  of  action  on 
which  his  strength  was  altogether  d^endent. 
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It  18  indeed  needless  to  allege  any  mystery  (except  as  all  thmgfl 
are  mysterioug)  to  account  for  the  more  ohrioua  phenomena.      IC 
was  no  marvel  that  a  man  of  great  talents  rejoiced  to  exercise  and 
exhibit  them  in  the  House  of  Commons;  or  that  a  gentleman   of 
large  estate  maintained  his  parliamentary  independei 
a  person   of  extraordinary  powers   of  conversation  delighted 
a  generous  hospitality ;  or  that  so   fortunate  a  husband,  fathei  _ 
brother,  and  friend,  was  perfectly  amiable  in  those  relations,  aoiV 
kind  and  temperate,  just  and  true,  in  his  dealings  with  the  outer 
world.     To  the  eye  ranging  over  the  mere  surface  of  society,  tlie 
master  of  almost  every  well-fumiehed  mansion    appears    like   an 
undiatinguiahable  monad  in  the  vast  and  decorous  company  of  tlU 
obliging  and  the  respectable. 

But  among  the  tasks  to  which  frail  man  is  subject,  there  is  iionfl_ 
to  which  jiis  unaided  strength  is  more  unequal,  thao  that  of  pa»s- 
ing  many  years  among  these  legitimate  advantages,  without  ever 
being  held  in  bondage  by  their  enervating  influence.  Horse-hair 
shirtfi  and  a  scourge  for  the  rebellious  flesh,  monastic  rule  for  t 
haughty  spirit,  poverty  for  the  proud  of  purse,  and  for  aelf-idola 
tors  silence  and  aechision !  But  what  is  the  outward  discipline  f 
him'who,  bidden  to  travel  on  the  highways  of  life,  can  take  c 
Htep  heavenwards,  unbeset  or  unobstructed  by  wealth,  power,  ad- 
miration, and  popularity  ?  How  shall  faith  preserre  her  dotninion 
over  him  to  whom  the  world  is  daily  offering  whatever  can  most 
kindle  the  imagination,  engage  the  underatanding,  or  gratify 
ambition  ? 

There  is  but  one  such  corrective.     It  is  to  be  found  in  that  tm^ 
broken  communion  with  tlie  indwelling  God,  in  which  Mr. ' 
berforce  habitually  lived.     He  '  endured  as  seeing   Him  who 
invisible,'  and  as  hearing  Him  who  is  inaudible.     ^Tien  most  i. 
mersed  in  political  cares,  or  in  social  enjoyments,  he  invoked  an4'n 
obeyed  the  voice  which  directed  his  path,  while  it  ti-anquilliaed  his  I 
mind.     That  voice  was  still  at  hand  to  soften  his  most  indignuit:! 
invectives,  and  to  disarm  his  parliamentary  polemics  of  all  theStf 
bitterness.     It  reduced   his   most  impassioned   statements   to  the  U 
severe  measure  of  truth.     It  chained  down  to  many  an  irkBomo 
study  a  mind  disposed  to  flutter  about  every  topic,  and  to  fasten 
upon  none.     It  rendered   him  most  tolerant  of  honest  mediocrity 
and  well-meant  dulness,  though  he  was  one  in  whom  every  spark  of 
genius  instantly  kindled  a  sympathetic  flash.     It  made  the  k« 
of  critics  the  moat  charitable  of  judges,      It  confined  to  i 
chosen  channels  the  stream  of  bounty  which  his  large  heart  i 
willing   to   pour  profusely  into  all.     It   rendered  every  r^nd 
interest  of  humanity  sacred   to  him,  although  he  was   placed  j 
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constant  and  immediate  contact  with  whatever  could  most  excite 
his  self-love  or  his  domestic  aflFections.  It  enabled  him  to  concen- 
trate his  benevolence  within  the  narrow  precincts  of  his  own  house, 
or  of  any  adjacent  cottage,  while  he  was  expanding  his  vision  to 
the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  to  remotest  posterities.  It  at  once 
chastised  and  animated  the  happy  temperament  with  which  he  sur- 
veyed the  ways  and  the  works  of  men,  and  tempered  without  blunt- 
ing the  edge  of  the  playful  wit  with  which  he  depicted  them.  It 
taught  him  to  rejoice,  as  a  child,  in  the  presence  of  a  Father  whom 
he  much  loved  and  altogether  trusted,  and  whose  approbation  was 
infinitely  more  than  an  equivalent  for  whatever  restraint,  self- 
denial,  labour,  or  sacrifice,  obedience  to  His  will  might  render 
necessary. 

And  thus  were  combined  and  reconciled  the  most  profoimd 
sense  of  the  vanity  of  human  pursuits,  and  the  most  lively  in- 
terest in  them  alk  Obeying  the  precept  which  Mr.  Taylor  has 
given  to  his  '  Statesman,'  he  observed  a  sabbatical  day  in  every 
week,  and  a  sabbatical  hour  in  every  day.  Those  days  and  hours 
gave  him  back  to  the  world,  not  merely  with  recruited  strength, 
but  in  a  spirit  the  most  favourable  to  the  right  discharge  of  his 
worldly  duties.  Things,  in  themselves  the  most  trivial,  wearisome, 
or  even  offensive,  had,  in  his  solitude,  assumed  a  solemn  interest 
from  their  connection  with  the  present  or  the  future  happiness  of 
mankind,  while  the  alluring  objects  of  human  ambition  had  been 
brought  into  a  humiliating  contrast  with  the  great  ends  for  which 
life  is  given,  and  with  the  immortal  hopes  by  which  it  should  be 
sustained.  Nothing  can  be  more  heartfelt  than  the  delight  with 
which  he  breathed  the  pure  air  of  these  devotional  retirements. 
Nothing  more  soothing  than  the  tranquillity  which  they  diffused 
over  a  spirit  harassed  with  the  conflicts  and  the  vexations  which 
track  the  path  of  all  who  labour  in  the  service  of  the  common- 
wealth. 

In  such  labours  Mr.  Wilberforce  was  sometimes  preceded  or  fol- 
low^ed,  but  was  always  accompanied,  by  that  section  of  the  Church 
(the  word,  in  our  use  of  it,  embraces  all  Christian  people),  which 
has  either  assumed  or  acquired  the  distinctive  title  of '  Evangelical.' 
They  claimed  him  as  their  champion  and  leader,  and  not  imjustly. 
And  yet  the  great  change  of  character  which  he  iinderwent,  would 
be  most  unfairly  represented  as  a  mere  passing  over  to  their  camp. 
He  was  exempt  from  bondage  to  that,  or  to  any  other  religious 
party.  Except  in  his  immutable  attachment  to  the  great  funda- 
mental doctrines  of  the  Gospel,  he  was  very  much  a  latitudinarian. 
Though  conforming  to  the  ritual  of  the  Church  of  England,  he 
occasionally  attended  the  public  worship  of  those  whp  dissent  from 
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communioD,  and  moiutAiDed  a  on-stant  and  affectiooate  fellow- 
>  with  many  ol'  them.  He  travelled  the  highways  of  life,  and 
eonversed  freely  with  all  who  thronged  them.  He  knew  little  of 
polemical  divinity,  and  aeemed  to  care  for  it  but  little.  His  heart 
mii»t  quickly  have  overleapt  the  boiindB  of  any  narrow  ecclesiastical 
aihance  which  he  might  have  contracted.  His  Catholic  spirit,  sus- 
tained by  a  ready  and  capacious  faith,  waa  seldom  harassed  by 
controversy  or  overclouded  by  scepticism.  No  man  ever  sought  out 
the  meaning  of  the  sacred  writers  with  more  congdentioua  care, 
ftnd  none  ever  acknowledged  their  divine  authority  with  a  more 
childlike  docility.  Finding  In  his  own  bosom  an  echo  to  every 
doctrine  and  every  precept  of  the  Gospel,  he  wisely  and  reverently 
received  this  evidence  of  their  truth,  and  instead  of  consuming  life 
in  a  protracted  and  still  reciu^ring  scrutiny  into  the  basis  of  his 
belief,  he  busied  himself  in  erecting  on  it  a  siiperstructure  of  piety 
and  active  benevolence.  Having  solemnly  consecrated  his  daya  to 
the  culture  and  improvement  of  his  own  spiritual  nature,  and  to 
the  advancement  of  human  happiness,  he  left  it  to  men  of  a,  leas 
favoured  destiny  to  debate  the'govemment  of  the  churches,  or  to 
untwist  the  finer  intricacies  of  their  creeds.  '  The  reformation  of 
manners,  and  the  abolition  of  the  slave  trade,'  having  been  delibe- 
rately selected  as  his  appropriate  province  of  public  service,  ha 
gave  up  to  the  faithful  diacharge  of  it  every  energy  of  his  renovated 
Boul,  until  labour,  age,  and  infirmity  dissolved  his  mortal  prison- 
house,  and  set  him  free  to  partake  of  a  purer  and  more  perfect 
renovation. 

'  Seated  in  the  open  air,  at  the  root  of  an  old  tree,  in  Holwood^ 
just  above  the  steep  descent  into  the  valley  of  Keston,'  Mr.  Wilber- 
force  discussed  with  Mr.  Pitt  the  probabilities  of  success  in  a  war- 
fare against  the  slave  trade;  and  rose  from  that  conference  with  a 
settled  renolution  to  take  the  earliest  opportunity  which  might  pi&- 
flent  itself  of  announcing  that  design  to  the  House  of  Commons. 

This  was  no  sudden  impulse.  While  yet  a  schoolboy  at  Pock- 
lington,  he  had  contributed  to  a,  newspaper  then  published  at  York, 
a  letter,  protesting  against  '  the  odious  traffic  in  human  6esb." 
That  early  impression,  from  whatever  source  derived,  had  deepened 
with  increasing  age.  During  the  first  six  years  of  his  parliamentary 
life,  he  had  instituted  many  inquiries  into  the  real  state  of  our 
colonial  slavery,  and  had  conceived  and  avowed  the  hope  that  he 
lihould  live  to  redress  the  wrongs  of  the  African  race.  He  had  in- 
vestigated this  gigantic  evil,  and  had  debated  the  arduous  remedy 
with  James  Ramsay,  the  first  confessor  and  proto-martyr  of  this 
faith,  and  with  Ignatius  Latrobe,  the  first  of  the  missionaries  who 
'  raised  the  banner  of  the  Cross  against  it,  and  with  Sir  Charles  and 
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Lady  Middleton,  who  bad  convened,  in  their  mansion  in  Kent,  the 
first  council  ever  held  in  this  kingdom  for  the  gathering  and  con- 
duct of  this  new  crusade. 

In  later  days,  agitation  for  the  accomplishment  of  great  political 
objects  has  taken  a  place  among  social  arts.  But  sixty  years  since, 
it  was  among  the  inventions  slumbering  in  the  womb  of  time,  taught 
by  no  professors,  and  illustrated  by  no  examples.  We  have  lived 
to  see  many  of  the  most  ancient  and  solid  edifices,  erected  by  the 
wisdom  of  our  ancestors,  totter  at  the  blast  of  leagues,  associations, 
speeches,  reports,  and  editorial  articles,  like  the  towers  of  Jericho 
falling  before  the  rams'  horns  of  Joshua.  But  when  Mr.  Wilber- 
force  and  his  friends  met  to  deliberate  on  their  enterprise,  the 
contrast  between  the  mc^itude  of  their  design  and  the  poverty  of 
their  resources,  demanded  a  faith  scarcely  inferior  to  that  which 
encouraged  the  invaders  of  Palestine  to  assault  with  the  soimd  of 
their  ti-umpets,  the  towers  built  up  by  the  children  of  Anak  to  the 
heavens.  Truth,  indeed,  and  justice  were  on  tkeir  side ;  and  in  the 
flower  of  his  youth,  his  eloquence,  and  his  fieuue,  Mr.  Pitt  had 
given  the  bright  augury  of  his  adhesion  to  their  cause.  But,  after 
twenty  years  of  ceaseless  Controversy  had  rolled  away,  the  most 
sanguine  of  them  was  constrained  to  '  stand  in  awe  of  the  powers 
of  falsehood  *  and  of  commercial  cupidity,  and  to  acknowledge, 
that,  in  effecting  so  great  a  deliverance,  Q-od  would  not  employ  the 
rulers  nor  the  mere  rhetoricians  of  the  world,  but  would  use,  as  His 
instruments.  His  own  devoted  servants  —  men  able  to  touch  in  the 
bosoms  of  others  the  sacred  springs  of  action  which  were  working 
in  their  own. 

Among  the  foremost  in  this  holy  war,  the  names  of  Q-ranville 
Sharpe  and  Thomas  Clarkson  are  ever  to  be  mentioned  with  pecu- 
liar reverence.  To  the  former  was  committed  the  presidency  of 
the  society,  charged  with  the  duty  of  collecting  and  diffusing  in*- 
formation  respecting  the  real  character  of  the  slave  trade.  Mr. 
Clarkson  became  the  zealous  and  indefatigable  agent  of  that  body. 
To  Mr.  Wilberforce  was  assigned  the  general  superintendence  of 
the  cause,  both  in  and  out  of  Parliament-. 

In  1789  he  first  {)roposed  the  abolition  of  the  slave  trade  to  the 
House  of  Commons,  in  a  speech  which  Burke  rewarded  with  one 
of  those  imperishable  eulogies  which  he  alone  had  the  skill  and  the 
authority  to  pronounce.  But  a  victory  over  Guinea  merchants  was 
not  to  be  numbered-  amongst  the  triumphs  of  eloquence.  Unable 
to  withstand  the  current  of  popular  feeling  which  the  novelty,  as 
much  as  the  nature,  of  the  proposal  had  stirred,  they  ss^aciously 
resolved  to  await  the  subsidence  of  this  unwonted  enthusiasm ; 
soliciting    only   a  suspension   of  the  measure  imtil  Parliament 
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To  this  Fabian  policy,  ever  changing  In  its  aspect,  but  uniform 
in  its  design,  the  slave  traders  were  indebted  for  the  protongatioti 
of  their  guilty  commerce.  Nearly  two  years  were  worn  away  ia 
the  examination  of  their  wifneases ;  and  wlien  Mr.  W'ilberforce  hai' 
with  difficulty,  succeeded  in  transferring  the  inquiry  from  the  I 
of  the  House  of  Commons  to  the  less  dOatory  tribunal  of  a  Selei 
Committee,  he  had  etill  to  struggle  laboriously  for  permission  t 
produce  testimony  in  refutation  of  the  evidence  of  bia  antagoni 
It  was  not,  therefore,  tiU  April,  1791,  that  the  question  of  thi 
abolition  of  the  trade  was  directly  broiight  to  issue ;  when  a  protd 
was  given  of  the  foresight  with  which  the  Guinea  merchaots  had 
calculated  on  the  gradual  subsidence  of  the  public  indignation. 
Ominous  were  the  forebodings  with  wiiicb  the  friends  of  Mr.  Wil- 
berforce  looked  forward  to  the  approaching  debate.  By  the  Master 
of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  his  position  was  compared  to 
that  of '  EpiscopiuH  in  the  infamous  synod  of  Dort ; '  while  John, 
Wesley  exhorted  him  to  proceed  to  the  conflict  as  a  new  '  Athb 
nasius  contra  munthim.'  Those  divines  had  well  interpreted  tbaj 
temper  of  the  times.  The  slave  traders  triumphed  by  an  ovoi 
whelming  majority.  In  the  political  tumults  of  those  days  t 
voice  of  humanity  was  no  longer  audible,  and  common  sense  hat 
ceased  to  discharge  its  office.  The  bad  faith  and  fickleness  of  t 
French  Government  had  involved  St.  Domingo  in  confusion  and 
bloodshed  ;  and  because  the  elements  of  society  bad  broken  loose 
in  that  colony,  it  was  judged  dangerous  to  arrest  the  accumulation 
of  the  materials  of  similar  discord  within  our  own!  Even  Mr, 
Pitt  avowed  bis  opinion  that  it  was  wise  to  await  more  tranquil 
times  liefore  the  slave  trade  should  be  abolished.  It  wa,s  in  vain 
that  Mr.  Wilberforce  urged  on  the  House  of  Commons,  in  1792. 
the  true  inference  from  the  calamitous  state  of  SL  Domingo. 
proposals  were  again  defeated.  Tliose  were  days  in  which  even 
change  was  branded  as  a  revolution,  and  when  the  most  bi 
rules  of  moral  or  political  conduct,  if  adduced  in  favour  of  any  re- | 
form,  were  denounced  and  abhorred  as  '  French  principlis  ' 

Reason,  however,  having  gradually  regained  her  dominion,  ths  ' 
procrastinating  system   of  the  slave  traders  assumed  a  new  shape, 
and  obtained,  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Dimdas,  its  most  formidable 
advocate.     With  perverse  ingenuity,  he   proposed   to  substitute  n 
gradual  for  an  immediate  abolition ;  fixing  a  remote  period  for  t 
entire  cessation  of  the  trade.     Yet  even  in  this  cautious  form  t 
bill  found  a  cold  reception  in  the  House  of  Peers,  where,  i 
consuming  the  session  in  the  examination  of  two  wilnesses,  thd 
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Ijordships  postponed  the  measure  till  the  following  year.  With 
the  arrival  of  that  period,  Mr.  Wilberforce  had  to  sustain  three 
successive  defeats.  The  House  of  Commons  rejected  first,  the  main 
proposal  of  an  immediate  ab9lition  of  the  trade ;  then,  a  motion 
restricting  the  number  of  slaves  to  be  annually  imported  into  our 
own  colonies ;  and,  finally,  a  plan  for  prohibiting  the  employment 
of  British  capital  in  the  introduction  of  slaves  into  foreign  settle- 
ments. His  perseverance,  however,  was  not  fruitless.  A  deep 
impression  had  been  made  by  his  past  efforts;  and,  in  1794,  the 
House  of  Commons,  for  the  first  time,  passed  a  bill  of  immediate 
abolition.  The  defenders  of  the  slave  trade  were  again  rescued 
from  the  impending  blow  by  the  interposition  of  the  Peers ; 
amongst  whom  a  melancholy  pre-eminence  was  thenceforth  to  be 
assigned  to  a  member  of  the  Boyal  House,  who  lived  to  redeem 
his  early  error,  by  assenting,  in  the  decline  of  life,  to  the  intro- 
duction of  the  law  for  the  abolition  of  slavery. 

Thus  far  the  difficulties  of  the  contest  had  chiefly  arisen  from 
the  influence  or  the  arts  of  his  enemies ;  but  Mr.  Wilberforce  had 
now  to  sustain  the  more  depressing  weight  of  the  secession  of  one 
of  his  most  effective  auxiliaries.  Suffering  imder  nervous  debility 
and  influenced  by  other  motives,  of  which  an  explanation  is  to  be 
found  in  his  *  History  of  the  Abolition  of  the  Slave  Trade,'  Mr. 
Clarkson  was  reluctantly  compelled  to  retire  from  the  field.  With 
what  deep  regret  he  abandoned  the  contest  may  be  learnt  from  his 
own  volumes ;  and  eai*nest  as  must  have  been  his  aspiration  for  its 
success,  he  was  unable,  during  the  eleven  years  which  followed,  to 
resume  his  place  amidst  the  champions  of  the  cause,  though  he 
lived  to  witneas  and  to  share  in  the  triumph. 

Providence  had  gifted  Mr.  Wilberforce  with  greater  nervous 
energy ;  and  though  sustaining  labours  not  less  severe,  and  a  public 
responsibility  incompeurably  more  anxious  than  that  under  which 
the  health  of  his  colleague  had  given  way,  he  returned  to  the  con- 
flict with  imabated  resolution.  In  1795,  and  in  the  following 
year,  he  again  laboured  in  vain  to  induce  the  House  of  Commons 
to  resume  the  ground  which  they  had  already  taken  ;  nor  could  his 
all-believing  charity  repress  the  honest  indignation  with  which  he 
records  that  a  body  of  his  supporters,  sufficient  to  have  carried  the 
bill,  liad  been  enticed  irom  their  places  in  the  House,  by  the  new 
opera  of  the  ^  Two  Hunchbacks,'  in  which  a  conspicuous  part  was 
assigned  to  the  great  vocalist  of  that  day,  Signor  Portugallo.  A 
rivalry  more  formidable  even  than  that  of  the  Haymarket  had 
now  arisen.  Parodying  his  father's  celebrated  maxim,  Mr.  Pitt 
was  engaged  in  conquering  Europe  in  the  West  Indies ;  and,  with 
the  acquisition  of  new  colonies,  the  slave  trade  acquired  an  in- 


cnmai  «stentf  isd  iU  sappvrten  had  obtehted  ingmuiuj  FkriW- 
11MEDU17  tBtoreit.  Tbe  renit  «m  to  ntiject  Mz.  WiOiafiMve,  in 
(be  detMto  (^  I7ft7,  to  a  deCnt  mora  ^aal  ibn  c^  of  tfaoac 
whlefa  be  bad  hHbcrto  endured.  His  opponoita  esgerlr  9caed  thm 
ofipnrttiitit;  to  nnder  it  iirefMRaUe.  On  tbft  motwa  of  Mr. 
CliarlM  EUis,  aa  vldraM  to  tbe  Oowa  me  cnried,  wUd  jfm 
femd  to  tb«  leglidotiTe  bodim  of  tbe  di&nnt  adotda  tbe  ImA  of 
I  prvpermg  for  the  reiy  meeaure  wUdi  tbe;  bed  kegued  togvcber 
■to  friMtrntc  It  wai  wttb  extrane  difficoltf,  «ad  Dot  witbont  tlw 
|mi«t  atnmiMciii  remotutnuKe^  that  Mr.  Wilberfime  dnewided  Hr. 
n  lending  hie  mipport  to  this  extrav^mat  project.     To 

■  liMsvMe  the  Talne  of  hiM  TraDsatlaatic  eonqaesta,  he  bad  tbruwn 
u  tbe  iDtfrrroiinw  bKween  oar  oolonies  end  tfaoae  of  Spain,  axkd 

m,}uui  offered,  in  the  nRwIy-ortguired  islands,  &eA  lands,  on  which 
H  tdare  trader*  might  effect  further  settlements;  and  thongfa,  by 
«>lew  importunity,  Mr.  Wilberforce  obt^ned  the  revocation  of 
l.ifae  Hnrt  of  tbpws  tnouiures,  and  the  su^peiLsion  of  the  aecond,  yet 
^tfae  aipiijitjr  of  the  slave  trnders,  and  their  ioflaence  in  tbe  national 
toiinoiis,  were  largely  increased  by  tbeae  new  proqjecfa  of  gain. 
rTheir  aiigmetiled  powent  were  attested  by  tbe  ill  snooesB  whicb 
|j*t«n(k'd  Mr.  Wiltierforce's  annual  motions  in  1798  and  1799. 

Tlio  context  hnd  now  endured  for  twelve  years.     Ten  succeeMve 

|#ffortii  luul  Iw-en  fruitiensly  made  to  obtain  the  concmrence  of  the 

FXeKislntiire  iti  arreHting  this  gigantic  ^1.     Hopcles  of  saocess  bj 

l|WT«ieviTanfi«  fn  the  same  tactics,  and   yet  incapable  of  retiring 

Ffrom  th'i  duty  be   had  aasumed,  Mr.  Wilberforce  now  addresHed 

hitiimlf  to  lli«  project  of  effecting,  by  a  compromise,  tbe  end  which 

iie<*Rif<l    unattniimbhi   by  diri-ct  and  open    bostilitiea.      The    year 

IStM)   wtM  accordingly  coiisuinccl    in  negotiations  with  tbe  chief 

Wiwt,  India  proprietors,  of  which  the  object  was  to  win  their  con- 

mirrenvtt  in  iinitting  Iho  duration  of  the  trade  to  a  period  of  6ve  or 

■  at  nii^t  wvcri  yearx.  DuliiMive  liopes  of  snccess  cheered  him  for  a 
while,  ))ut  it  wiu  ere  l<mg  apparent  that  the  phalanx  of  his  enemiea 
WM  too  firm  to  Iw  penetrated.  The  peace  of  Amiens  had  brought 
to  the  Onirt  of  London  a  minister  from  the  French  Republic,  who 
encouraged  the  hope  that  it  might  be  possible  to  arrange  a  general 
convention  of  all  the  European  powers  for  the  abandonment  of  tbe 
traffic,  l^ong  and  amious  were  the  endeavours  made  by  Mr.  Wil- 
berforce for  maturing  tiiis  project.  It  ia  needless  to  say  that  they 
were  unavailing.  The  neason  of  1801  was  about  to  cloae,  and  tbe 
end  in  view  appeared  more  distant  than  at  any  former  time. 

Mr,  Addington  seems  to  have  regarded  tbe  great  expediti(»i  to 
St.  Dgmingo  as  a  kind  of  sedative,  which  would  paralyse  the  r»- 
fiistance  of  the  oppressed  negroes  throughout  the  West  Indies ;  and 
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feared  to  check  the  operation  of  this  anodyne.  The  charm  which 
these  medical  analogies  exercised  over  the  then  occupant  of  the 
Treasury  bench  did  not,  however,  extend  its  influence  to  Mr,  Wil- 
berforce.  He  announced  his  purpose  to  resume  the  Parliamentary 
contest  in  the  year  1802,  when  the  attempt  was  accordingly  made, 
though  under  the  most  discouraging  circumstances.  The  wit  and 
eloquence  of  Mr.  Canning,  remonstrating  against  the  settlement  of 
new  lands  in  Trinidad,  had  been  repelled  by  the  passive  resistance 
of  the  then  Minister,  and  the  time  occupied  in  this  discussion  had 
delayed,  until  the  dissolution  of  Parliament  rendered  impossible, 
the  further  progress  of  the  Abolition  Act.  The  tumult  of  war  in 
the  succeeding  year  silenced  every  other  sound ;  and  the  advocate 
of  the  slaves  was  condemned  to  a  reluctant  silence,  whilst  every 
voice  was  raised  in  reprobation  of  Bonaparte,  and  in  resentment  of 
the  insult  oflFered  to  Lord  Whitworth. 

At  length  the  auguries  of  success  became  distinct  and  frequent. 
Mr.  Pitt  had  returned  to  oflSce ;  the  dread  of  Jacobinism  no  longer 
haunted  the  public  mind,  but,  above  all,  the  proprietors  in  the 
Caribbean  Islands  had  made  the  discovery,  that,  by  encouraging 
the  slave  trade,  they  were  creating  in  the  planters  of  the  conquered 
colonies  the  most  dangerous  rivals  in  their  monopoly  of  the  British 
market.  The  union  with  Ireland  had  added  a  new  host  of  friends. 
Not  a  single  representative  from  that  country  withheld  his  assist- 
ance. Amidst  all  these  encouragements,  Mr.  Wilberforce  again 
appealed  to  the  House  of  Commons,  and  carried  the  bill  with 
overwhelming  majorities.  Cordial  were  now  the  congratulations 
of  his  friends  of  every  class,  from  the  aged  John  Newton  of  St. 
Mary  Woolnoth,  to  Jeremy  Bentham,  whose  celebrity  as  the  most 
original  thinker  of  his  age  was  then  in  its  early  dawn.  But  the 
Peers  had  not  yet  yielded  to  the  influence  of  Christian  or  Moral 
Philosophy.  *  The  debate,'  says  Mr.  Wilberforce's  Diary,  *was 
opened  by  the  Chancellor  in  a  very  threatening  speech,  because 
over-rating  property,  and  full  of  all  moral  blunders.  He  showed 
himself  to  labour  with  feelings  as  if  he  was  the  legitimate  guardian 
of  property  —  Lord  Stanhope's  a  wild  speech  —  Lord  Hawkesbury 
spoke  honourably  and  handsomely  —  Westm(»reland  like  himself, 
coarse  and  bullying,  but  not  without  talent.  GrenviUe  spoke  like 
a  man  of  high  and  honourable  principles,  who,  like  a  truly  great 
statesman,  regarded  right  and  politic  as  identical.'  Blunders  and 
bullying,  however,  prevailed ;  and  the  question  was  adjourned  to 
the  following  session. 

Before  its  arrival  Lord  Brougham,  then  travelling  on  the  Con- 
tinent as  an  American,  and  even  '  venturing  to  pass  a  week  in  the 
same  house  with  several  French  Generals,'  had  offered  Mr.  Wilber- 


0c  Id  pursuing  rariuuH  collateral  inquirieB  throudfl 
Land  Germany,  aad  in  'the  great  scenes  of  bondajH 
'   (as   it  is  called)  Poland,  Husda,  and   Hungary.'     To   this  m«^| 
potent  ally  many  others  were  added.     Mr.  Stephen  and  Mr.  3Iifl 
caulay  were  unremitting  in  the  use  of  the  pen  and  the  press,     Tbfl 
classical  knowledge  of  Mr.  Robert  Grant  was  put  under  cotitribnfl 
tion,  to  illuatrate  the   state  of  slavery  in  the  ancient  world ;  aafl 
even  the  daughters  of  Lord  Muncaster  were  enlisted  in  the  servtefl 
of  methodising  the  contents   of  all    African  travels,   ancient  ao^l 
modem.    High  and  sanguine  as  wt-re  the  hopes  of  Mr.  Wilberforc^l 
be  had  yet  another  disappointment  to  sustain.      The    House  <JB 
Commons  of  1805,  receding  from  their  former  resolations,  rejecteJB 
liLS  bill,  and  drew  from  him,  in  bis  private  journals,  language  <ifl 
distress  and  pain  such  as  no  former  defeat  had  been  able  to  extoi^l 
The  death  of  Mr.  Pitt  approached ;  an  event  which   the  tnt^H 
calm  and  impartial  judgment  must  now  regard  as  Die  necessaijl 
precursor  of  the  liberation  of  Africa.     For  seventeen  years,  einiiSH 
the  commencement  of  the  contest,  he  had  guided  the  counsels  of^ 
this  country.      Successful    in    almost    every  other   Parliamentaiy 
conflict,  and  triumphing  over  the  most  formidable  antagonist,  he 
had  been  compelled,  by  the  Dundases,  and  Jenkinsons,  and  Rose%  ■ 
who  on  every  other  subject  quailed  under  his  eye,  to  go  to  t 
grave  without  obhterating  that  which  lie  himself  had  denounot 
OS  the  deepest  stain  on  our  national  character,  and  the  most  enon 
mous  guilt  recorded  in  the  history  of  mankind.     Diuing  that  lonf 
period,  millions  of  innocent  victims  had  perished.   Had  he  perilleti 
bis  political  existence  on  the  issue,  no  rational  man  can  doubt  thai 
an  amoiuit  of  guilt,  of  miaery,  of  disgrace,  and  of  loss,  would  hava 
been  spared  to  England  and  to  the  civilised  world,  such  as  i 
other  man  ever  hiid  it  in  bis  power  to  arrest. 

The  political  antagonists  of  Mr.  Pitt  were  men  of  a  different 
temper;  and  although  in  the  Cabinet  of  Mr.  Fox  there  were  not 
wanting  those  who  opposed  him  on  this  subject,  yet  it  was  an 
opposition  which,  in  the  full  tide  of  success,  he  could  afford  to  J 
disregard  and  to  pardon.     Had  it  endangered  for  a  single  BesaitHKl 
the  abolition  of  the  slave  trade,  these  names,  eminent  as  one  atT 
least  of  them  was,  would  infallibly  have  been  erased  from  the  list 
of  his  Administration.     Mr.  Fox's  Ministry  had   scarcely  taken 
their  places,  when  Lord  Greuville  introduced  into  the  House  of 
Lords,  and  speedily  carried,  two  bills,  of  which  the  first  abolished  ■ 
the  slave  trade  with  all  foreign  powers,  and  the  second  forbade  thai 
employment  in  that  traffic  of  any  British  shipping  which  had  notn 
already  been  eugaged  in  it;  whilst  the  House  of  Commons  resolvedv 
tliat  the  slave  trade  was  'contrary  to  the  piinciples  of  jiistice^M 
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liumanity,  and  sound  policy;  and  that  they  would  proceed  to 
abolish  it  with  all  practicable  expedition.'  Faithfully  was  this 
pledge  redeemed.  The  death  of  Mr.  Fox  did  not  even  delay  its 
fulfilment.  Early  in  1807  that  great  statesman,  to  whom  at  the 
distance  of  twenty-six  years  it  was  reserved  to  propose  the  abolition 
of  slavery  itself,  introduced  into  the  House  of  Commons  a  bill 
which  placed  on  the  British  statute-book  the  final  condemnation 
of  the  trade  in  slaves.  Amidst  the  acclamations  of  Parliament, 
the  enthusiastic  congratulations  of  his  friends,  and  the  applauses 
of  the  world,  Mr.  Wilberforce. witnessed  the  success  of  the  great 
object  of  his  life  with  emotions,  and  in  a  spirit,  which  could  not 
have  found  admission  into  a  mind  less  pure  and  elevated  than  his 
own.  The  friendly  shouts  of  victory  which  arose  on  every  side 
were  scarcely  observed  or  heeded  in  the  delightful  consciousness  of 
having  rendered  to  mankind  a  service  of  unequalled  magnitude. 
He  retired  to  prostrate  himself  before  the  Giver  of  all  good  things, 
in  profound  humility  and  thankfulness,  —  wondering  at  the  un- 
merited bounty  of  God,  who  had  carried  him  through  twenty  years 
of  unremitting  labour,  and  bestowed  on  him  a  name  of  imperishable 
glory. 

There  are  those  who  have  disputed  his  title  to  the  station  thus 
assigned  to  him.  Amongst  the  most  recent  is  to  be  numbered  one 
whose  esteem  is  of  infinitely  too  high  value  to  be  lightly  disre- 
garded, and  whose  judgment  will  carry  with  it  no  common  autho- 
rity. Mr.  Serjeant  Talfourd,  in  his  *  Life  of  Charles  Lamb,'  refer- 
ring to  an  interview  wh  142)1  took  place  between  Lamb  and  Mr. 
Clarkson,  uses  the  following  expressions :  — '  There  he  also  met 
with  the  true  annihilator  of  the  slave  trade,  Thomas  Clarkson,  who 
was  then  enjoying  a  necessary  respite  from  his  stupendous  labours 
in  a  cottage  on  the  borders  of  Ulswater.  Lamb  had  no  taste  for 
oratorical  philanthropy,  but  he  felt  the  grandeur  and  simplicity  of 
Clarkson's  character.' 

The  contrast  which  is  thus  drawn  between  *the  true  annihilator  ' 
of  the  slave  trade,  and  the  oratorical  philanthropist  who  declaimed 
against  it,  might  provoke  and  justify  a  retaliation,  from  which  we 
judge  it  wise,  because  charitable,  to  abstain.  Let  it  rather  be 
acknowledged  that  Mr.  Talfourd's  disrelish  for  oratorical  philan- 
thropy is  a  reasonable  and  honest  aversion.  But  neither  let  it  be 
concealed  that  the  *  philanthropy  of  agitation '  is  not  generally 
entitled  to  much  higher  esteem.  It  is  for  the  common  good  that 
the  merit  of  all  such  services  should  be  brought  down  from  the 
illuminated  pinnacles  of  hyperbole,  to  the  level  of  unadorned 
truth. 

We  claim  no  place  for  Mr.  Wilberforce  among  the  heroes  of 
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benevolence,  on  the  ground  of  bis  parliamentary  laboimi  in  tl 
cause  of  Africa.     Why  not  frankly  admit,  what  everybody  kno< 
that  the  conduct  of  any  great  cause  in  the  House  of  Commons 
contended  for  by  the  members  of  it  with  eager  rivalry,  and  that 
celebrity  and  the  influence  which  wait  on  the  suceessful  competitar^ 
are  such  as  might  vanqtush  any  common  amount  of  i^iathy  or  of 
idleneea.     A  gentleman  of  fortune  may  ^ve  bimsetf  up  to  labour 
during  half  his  life  in  Ibat  assembly  to  emancipate  a  continent, 
tfl  repeal  a  corn  law,  without  making  one  formidable  enemy, 
losing  a  single  friend,  or  mi<>siiig  one  night'e  rest,  or  foregoing 
solitary  dinner. 

Neither  is  the  noble  ai-my  of  martyrs  recruited  from  that  bi 
class,  who,  taking  for  their  point  of  departure  some  central 
mittee  in  London,  and  for  their  periphery  the  circuit  of  our  pi 
Yincial  cities,  and  for  their  conveyance  our  commodious  pub] 
vehicles,  and  for  their  solace  much  local  hospitality,  and  for  tJii 
support  a  reasonable  salary,  are  thus  enabled  to  earn  the  appli 
of  crowds,  and  the  eulogies  of  poet*. 

The  fact  is,  and  we  may  all  as  well  avow  it,  that  the  moral 
sublime  does  not  belong  to  oai  age  and  country.  The  labours 
which  the  learned  Serjeant  admires  as  'stupendous,'  were  probably 
far  less  'stupendous'  during  each  of  the  eight  or  nine  yean  of 
their  contin»iance,  than  those  of  his  biographer  in  his  chambers  or 
on  his  Oxford  circuit,  'The  true  annihilator  of  the  slave  trade" 
had,  during  the  eleven  last  and  most  irksome  years  of  the  contest, 
just  as  much,  and  just  as  little,  to  dik.with  it  as  Mr.  Tolfourd 
himself. 

But  woe  be  to  them  whose  joy  is  in  the  invasion  of  great  moneo, 
and  in  the  overthrow  of  great  reputations !  William  Wilberfoiee 
was  one  of  the  legitimate  heirs  of  immortality,  although  his  patli 
is  ill  appearance  the  same  with  that  which  has  since  been  trodden 
by  our  Daniel  O'Connells  and  our  Richard  Cobdens.  Tbomw 
Clarkson  is  a  name  to  be  for  ever  loved  and  honoured,  despite 
vulgar  herd  who  have  imitated  and  rivalled  his  course  of  pabl 
service.  The  just  and  genuine  praise  of  both  ia  the  same.  Thi 
exertions  for  the  abolition  of  the  slave  trade  were  but  in  eadi  as 
single  strain  in  concord  with  that  love  to  God  and  love  to 
which,  in  the  heart  of  each,  rose  in  one  unbroken  harmony,  from 
early  youth  to  extreme  old  age.  Their  common  title  to  endi 
fame  is,  that  in  a  gracious  acknowledgment  and  reward  of  thi 
holy  offices,  God  himself  assigned  to  them,  not  the  most  ardui 
and  certainly  not  the  most  self-denying,  but  the  foremost  places 
that  enterprise — an  enterprise,  the  memory  of  which  could 
preserved  to  the  remotest  times  only  by  being  impersonated 


mae       , 
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some  illustrious  names,  and  therefore  associated  with  theirs,  not  by 
any  human  caprice  or  fortuitous  accident,  but  by  the  selection  and 
appointment  of  the  Master  they  served.  And  therefore  will 
William  Wilberforce  be  remembered  with  affectionate  reverence  as 
long  as  the  history  and  the  language  of  England  shall  endure, 
maugre  such  sarcasm  as  that  which  we  have  quoted  ;  and  Thomas 
Clarkson  will  be  honoured  by  our  latest  peeterity,  in  defiance  of 
the  extravagance  of  his  eulogists,  and  though  degraded  by  the 
citizens  of  London  in  their  Guildhall  to  the  level  of  Beckfor d,  the 
insolent  poltroon  who  stands  beside  him  there. 

It  was  not  in  the  nature  of  Mr.  Wilberforce  to  concentrate  all 
his  thoughts  on  this,  or  on  any  other  single  design,  however  mag- 
nificent. He  could  not  be  a  passive  spectator  of  any  undertaking, 
which  had  the  welfare  of  mankind  for  its  object.  *  God  hss  set 
before  me  the  reformation  of  my  coimtry's  manners,'  was  one  part 
of  the  solemn  self-dedication  of  his  twenty-seventh  year,  and  he 
descended  to  the  grave  with  the  unalterable  conviction,  that  such 
was  the  will  of  God  concerning  him. 

The  forty-seven  years  which  intervened  between  those  epochs, 
embrace  the  most  momentous  era  of  modem  history.  Within  that 
period,  greater  changes  occurred  in  the  internal  economy  of  Great 
Britain,  than  had  been  witnessed  in  any  two  preceding  centuries. 
Agriculture,  commerce,  manufactures,  revenue,  and  population  ex- 
panded with  an  unexampled  elasticity.  Never  before  had  the 
materia]  world  been  made  to  pay  so  large  a  tribute  to  the  material 
wants  of  mankind.  Under  the  half  magical  power  of  the  steam- 
engine,  works  which  would  have  baffled  the  muscular  strength  of 
all  the  inhabitants  of  the  globe  united,  were  performed  in  a 
narrow  district  of  this  narrow  island,  with  an  ease,  a  precision,  and 
a  rapidity,  emulating  some  of  the  mighty  operations  of  nature. 
Wealth,  such  as  avarice  had  scarcely  pictured  in  her  dreams,  was 
accumulated  in  those  centres  of  mechanical  industry,  and  the 
higher  class  of  English  society,  commercial  as  well  as  noble, 
revelled  in  a  sumptuousness  of  living,  for  which  a  description 
or  an  example  could  be  found  nowhere  but  in  the  fabulous 
East. 

Mr.  Wilberforce  was  hardly  a  far-sighted  philosopher ;  yet 
behind  this  brilliant  spectacle,  his  prescience  saw  the  lowering  of 
that  storm,  the  approach  of  which  is  now  confessed  by  the  fore- 
bodings of  every  thoughtful  man  in  Europe.  His  meditations  and 
his  discourse  continually  pointed  to  the  still  widening  gulph  be- 
tween the  two  extremes  of  English  society.  He  mourned  over  the 
coming  conflict  .between  vice,  ignorance,  poverty,  and  discontent 
on  the  one  side,  and  selfishness,  sensuality,  hardness  of  heart,  and 
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cirriiption  on  the  other — between  our  loathsome  cellars  aijd  oufl 
I     luxuriant  palaces.     But  it  was  not  in  his  nature  to  abandoii  hiiid| 
seir  to  that  or  to  any  other  inefTectual  grief.  H 

To  stay  the  advance  of  the  plague,  he  addressed  himself  to  thfl 
promotion  of  every  scheme  which  ingenuity,  his   own  or  otberal 
could  devise  for  the  religious,  and  intellectual,  and  social  improveS 
ment,  either  of  the  rich  or  of  the  poor.     While  Watt  and  Arkfl 
■Wright  were  astounding  the  world  with  the  miracles  which   mecha-- 
nical   art   can   produce   by   the   aid    of  commercial  capital.    Sir. 
Wilberforce  was  aiding  Bell  and  L;incafiter,  under  the  conduct  of 
all  tiie  churches,  conforming  or  non-conforming,  to  develope   thei 
prodigies  of  mutual  instruction.     Factories  did  not  spring  up  mori 
rapidly  in  Leeds  and  Manchester,  than  schemes  of  beoevolei 
'    beneath  bia  roof;  and  though  many  years  have  passed  since  tlw 
,    throng  which  daily  gathered  there  has  been  dispersed,  it  is  still 
I    impossible  to  revive  the  remembrance  of  those  strange  assemblages 
without  a  smile  which  will  check  for  a  moment  the  more  seriouj 
feelings  with  which  they  are  associated. 

In  the  study  might  be  seen  the  projector  of  the  Bible  SocietjJ| 
who,  in  virtue  of  bia  privilege  of  the  sntrie,  was  seated  near  thdf 
table,  upon  and  beneath  which  stood  piles  of  subscription  list 
plans,  and  reports  from  countless  kindred  associations.  Eloquei 
deputies  from  Hibernian  schools,  were,  meivnwhile,  restlessly  exi 
pecting  their  audience  in  the  drawing-room.  In  the  ante-chamberJ 
the  advocates  for  an  improved  prison  discipline  were  tbemselvea  I 
undergoing  a  sort  of  temporary  imprisonment.  But  it  was  in  tfaa>l 
spacious  library  that  philantliropic  speculation  rose  to  its  highesfc  T 
tide.  There  were  ladies  anxious  to  explain  their  plans  of  visiting  I 
the  sick,  Quakers  under  a  concern  for  transported  convicts,  tho'J 
founders  of  saviogs  banks,  missionaries  from  Serampore  and  thd,  I 
Red  River,  and  everywhere  conspicuous  amidst  the  crowd,  tha  ] 
ever-busy  and  well-satisfied  coimteuance  of  his  excellent  friend  ] 
'Mendicity  Martin,' BO  called  from  his  presiding  over  the  whole  ] 
department  of  mendicancy  in  this  great  eleemosynary  govemmentj  { 
And  then  would  emerge  from  his  closet  Mr.  Wilberforce,  the  prime  J 
minister  of  that  disjointed  state,  passing  from  one  group  t»  f 
another,  not  without  a  smile,  which  revealed  to  the  initiated  his  J 
[  involuntary  perception  of  the  comic  aspect  of  the  scene,  but  etiltf 

I  more  clearly  disclosing  by  his  voice,  his  gestures,  and  his  kindltnj^ 

^^^L  eye,  the  generous   resentment,  the   glowing   admiration, 
^^^B  tender  sympathy  with  which  be  lUtened  to  one  and  another  tale  of^ 
^^^H  injustice,  of  self-denial,  or  of  woe,  until,  gradually,  the  whole  levi 
^^^V  had  withdrawn,  not  merely  forgiving  their  host  the  waste  of  t\u 
^^^^K  morning,  but  more  devoted  than  ever  to  a  leader,  whose  exquisc 
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• 
courtesy  would  have  atoned   for  any  thing,  even  if  his  mature 
wisdom,  his  almost  feminine  tenderness,  and  his  childlike  gaiety, 
had  not  swept  away  every  less  delightful  remembrance. 

There  are  those  who  can  smile  with  him  at  the  grotesque  ap- 
pearance occasionally  assumed  by  the  vast  machinery  established 
amongst  us  for  the  propagation  of  Christian  knowledge  and  for  the 
relief  of  human  wretchedness,  but  who  never  glow,  as  he  did,  with 
faith  in  the  principle,  hope  of  the  success,  or  love  for  the  agents  of 
that  great  voluntary  system.  And  yet  there  is  no  other  direction 
in  which  it  is  easy  to  regard  the  future  destinies  of  England  with 
complacency,  or  even  with  composure.  Amidst  the  sins  and  the 
miseries  of  our  land,  it  is  no  light  solace  to  remember,  that  in 
every  city  and  village,  and  in  almost  every  private  family  in  the 
enjoyment  of  competency,  some  steady  eflfort  is  made  to  diffuse  the 
light  of  the  gospel,  and  to  increase  the  sum  of  temporal  comforts 
amongst  all  over  whom  the  dominion  of  Great  Britain  extends,  or 
to  whom  her  influence  reaches.  But  the  aged  remember  when,  as 
yet,  these  things  were  not,  and  were  not  anticipated. 

Of  the  schemes  of  public  benevolence  which  were  matured  or 
projected  during  the  half  century  which  followed  the  peace  of  1783, 
there  was  scarcely  one  of  any  magnitude  in  which  Mr.  Wilberforce 
was  not  largely  engaged.  Whether  churches  and  clergymen  were 
to  be  multiplied,  or  the  Scriptures  circulated,  or  missions  sent  to 
the  ends  of  the  earth,  or  national  education  established,  or  the  con- 
dition of  the  poor  improved,  or  Ireland  civilised,  or  good  discipline 
established  in  gaols,  or  obscure  genius  and  piety  enabled  to  emerge, 
or  in  whatever  other  form  philanthropy  and  patriotism  laboured 
for  the  improvement  of  his  country,  or  of  the  world, — his  sanction, 
his  eloquence,  and  his  advice,  were  still  regarded  as  indispensable 
to  success.  No  one  man,  however,  nor  any  one  hundred  men, 
could  have  assumed  the  actual  superintendence  of  all  the  compli- 
cated affairs  in  which  he  was  thus  immersed.  To  have  conducted, 
or  understood,  or  even  to  have  remembered  them  all,  would  have 
been  to  live  in  the  habitual  performance  of  a  miracle.  His  real 
position  was  that  of  a  minister  of  public  charity,  holding  his  office 
by  popular  acclamation,  and  del^ating  the  more  toilsome  details 
of  that  laborious  administration  to  the  firiends  and  the  partisans 
who  rejoiced  to  co-operate  with  him.  He  maintained  his  authority 
over  them  by  their  affectionate  reverence,  by  his  own  unfailing 
bounty,  and  by  the  spell  which  he  exercised  over  every  one  whom 
he  employed  and  trusted.  No  department  in  the  state  was  ever  so 
zealously  served,  or  so  well  administered.  Yet  it  is  impossible  to 
exhibit  in  any  connected  narrative  the  series  and  succession  of 
these  labours  which  have  no  other  connection  or  mutual  depea* 
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dency  than  that  which  they  derire  from  the  identity  of  the  agen^ 
and  from  the  wiity  of  his  general  design.  The  biographers  of  Mr. 
Wi]berforce  have  had  no  romantic  tale  to  tell,  nor  have  they  been 
rer|uired  to  exhibit  human  virtue  on  any  gigantic  or  miznitable 
scale.  In  promoting  his  schemes  of  beneficence,  Mr.  Wilberforoe 
moved  with  the  graceful  freedom  which  seemed  to  exclude  every 
notion  of  effort  or  of  self-denial.  Even  in  his  most  irksome  works 
of  mercy,  the  refined  ease  of  a  gentleman  attended  him,  for  to  be 
turgid  or  ostentatious,  was  as  impossible  to  him  as  to  be  unfeeling. 
He  would  render  the  lowliest  offices  of  personal  kindness  to  Ids 
domestic  servants,  or  to  any  neighbouring  cottager,  with  the  same 
flowing  courtesy  with  which  he  interchanged  the  amenities  of 
Hociety  among  his  equals.  During  many  years  of  his  life,  he 
devote^l  t^j  acts  of  munificence  from  a  third  to  a  fourth  part  of  his 
annual  income,  and  the  money  so  freely  given  was  OTer  aocom- 
panie(^l  by  some  greeting  so  kindly  or  so  gay,  as  to  soothe  every 
painful  sense  of  obligation. 

It  must  be  confessed,  however,  that  the  joyful  promptitude  with 
which  he  rendered  every  other  service  of  love,  forsook  him  when 
the  press  was  to  be  the  instrument  of  his  philanthropy.  To  build 
up  a  literary  edifice,  in  which  chapter  was  to  rise  upon  chapter,  in 
architectural  proportion,  was  a  task  which  suited  him  as  ill  as  the 
labours  of  the  collier  would  agree  with  the  taste  of  an  aeronaut. 
Yet  the  year  1797  witnessed  the  completion  of  an  8vo.  volume 
from  his  pen,  bearing  on  its  front  the  title  of  *  A  Practical  View  of 
the  prevailing  Religious  System  of  Professed  Christians  in  the 
Higher  and  Middle  Classes  of  this  Country  contrasted  with  real 
Christianity.' 

Tradition  informs  us,  that  this  book  was  written  under  the  roof 
of  two  of  tlie  dearest  and  wisest  of  his  friends,  who  had  resort  to 
many  affectionate  artifices  to  promote  this  imusual  concentration  of 
his  discursive  thoughts.  Sometimes,  when  passages  of  peculiar 
energy  burst,  in  all  their  native  warmth,  from  his  lips,  the  lady  of 
the  house  would  seize  the  happy  moment,  and  become  herself 
his  amanuensis.  Sometimes  she  would  gather  up  the  scattered 
leaves  with  which  her  guest  had  enriched  her  drawing-room,  or 
her  conservatory,  and  when  the  hoiu*  seemed  propitious  to  compo- 
sition, would  purposely  leave  him  in  an  undisturbed  and  welcome 
solitude.  The  story  (pleasantly  exaggerated  perhaps)  concludes 
with  the  statement,  that  when,  at  length,  she  saw  the  volume 
complete  upon  her  table,  she  declared  herself  a  convert  to  the 
opinion,  that  a  fortuitous  concourse  of  atoms  might,  by  some  feli- 
citous chance,  combine  themselves  into  the  most  perfect  of  forms, — 
a  moss-rose,  or  a  bird  of  paradise. 


WILLIAM   WILBERFOBCE.  499 

Such  a  treatise,  by  so  conspicuous  a  member  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  could  not  but  excite  a  lively  interest  at  the  time  of  its 
appearance.  But  if  there  be  sincerity  in  this  world,  it  is  in  the 
selection  of  the  books  we  piurchase,  and  neither  rank  nor  any  other 
accident,  in  the  circumstances  of  any  author,  ever  yet  produced 
the  sale  of  fifty  editions  of  so  large  a  work  within  the  same  num- 
ber of  years.  It  was  little  marvellous  that  ecclesiastics  of  every 
rank  and  section  greeted  with  the  loudest  applause  the  advent  of 
an  ally  at  once  so  powerful  and  so  unexpected.  But  that  can  have 
been  no  common  production,  which  compelled  the  author  of  *  The 
Pursuits  of  Literature '  to  throw  aside  his  stilts,  and  to  pour  out  a 
heartfelt  tribute  of  praise  in  his  unpolluted  mother  tongue.  Still 
less  is  it  possible  to  question  the  inherent  life  and  energy  of  an 
appeal,  which  drew  from  Edmund  Burke  his  grateful  acknowledg- 
ments for  the  solace  shed  by  it  over  the  last  two  days  of  his  event- 
ful life. 

Yet  they  who  shall  search  this  book  for  deep  theology,  or  pro- 
found investigation,  will  be  disappointed.  *  Philosophy,'  says 
Abraham  Tucker,  *  may  be  styled  the  art  of  marshalling  the  ideas 
in  the  understanding,  and  religion  that  of  disciplining  the  imagi- 
nation,' In  the  first  of  these  arts  Mr.  Wilberforce  did  not  excel ; 
in  the  second  he  has  scarcely  ever  been  surpassed.  The  first  three 
chapters  of  his  work  are  evidently  inferior  to  the  rest.  He  is 
there  upon  a  debateable  land,  contrasting  the  inspired  text  with 
the  prevalent  opinions  of  his  age  on  some  points  of  Christian 
doctrine.  The  accuracy  of  his  own  interpretations,  or  rather  of 
those  which  are  received  by  that  part  of  the  Church  of  England 
usually  designated  as  Evangelical,  being  assumed  throughout  these 
discussions,  the;^  will  scarcely  convince  such  as  read  the  New 
Testament  in  a  diflferent  sense.  But  when  he  emerges  from  these 
defiles,  and  enters  upon  broader  ground,  comprising  the  precepts 
of  revelation  with  the  conventional  morality  of  the  world's  favoured 
children,  he  speaks  (for  it  is  throughout  a  spoken  rather  than  a 
written  language)  with  a  persuasive  energy  which  breathes  the  very 
spirit  of  the  inspired  volume. 

Here  all  is  the  mature  result  of  profound  meditation ;  and  his 
thoughts,  if  not  always  methodical  and  compact,  are  at  least  always 
poured  out  in  words  so  earnest  and  affectionate,  that  philanthropy 
never  yet  assumed  a  more .  appropriate  or  a  more  eloquent  style. 
It  is  the  expostulation  of  a  brother.  Unwelcome  truth  is  delivered 
with  scrupulous  fidelity,  and  yet  with  a  tenderness  which  demon- 
strates that  the  monitor  feels  the  pain  which  he  reluctantly  in- 
flicts. It  is  this  tone  of  human  sympathy  breathing  in  every  page 
which  constitutes  the  essential  charm  of  this  book ;  and  it  is  to 
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the  honour  of  our  commoD  nature  that  we  are  all  disposed  to  lo^l 
beet  that  teacher,  who,  with  the  deepest  compassiou  for  oiir  aorro^H 
baa  the  least  iodulgence  for  the  eirore  or  the  faults  by  wbicb  tH^| 
have  been  occasioned.  ^M 

Whatever  objections  may  have  been  raised  to  Mr.  Wilberforce^^ 
theological  opinions,  there  is  but  one  which  can  be  stated  to  the 
exegetical  part  of  his  treatise.     It  is,  that  he  has  erected  a  standard 
too  pure  and  too  sublime  for  this  world's  use,  and  proposes  a  scheme 
of  Utopian  perfection  which  ie  calculated,  by  discouraging  hope,  to 
repress  exertion.     The  obvious  answer  is,  that  the  design  of  every 
rule  which  can  be  given   for  the  conduct  of  life  is   to    afford   an 
accurate  measure  of  our  deflection  from  the  path  of  duty,  and  a 
trustworthy  guide  for  our  return.     Any  system  of  reli^on  or  ethics 
which  tolerated  the  slightest  compromise  with  moral  evil,  woiJd  be» 
80  far  subversive  of  its  own  purpose;    although   it  is   from  i 
general  prevalence  of  moral  evil  that  auch  systems  derive  tlu 
existence  and  their  value.     To  mark  distinctly  the  departure  of  tl 
luxurious,  busy,  care-worn,  and  ambitious  age  to  which   be  1 
longed,  from  the  theory  and  the  practice  of  Christian    mora 
was  the  task  which  Mr.  Wilberforce  proposed  to  himself.     Nen 
were  the  sensuality,  the  gloom,  and  the  selfislmess  which  fea 
below  the  polished  surface  of  society,  brought  into  more  vifi 
contrast  with  the  faith,  and  hope,  and  charity,  which  in  their  t 
hination  form  the  Christian  character;  and  never  was  that  eoatr 
drawn  with  a  firmer  hand,  with  a  more  tender  spirit,  or  with  a  pui 
aspiration  for  the  happiness  of  mankind. 

To  all  these  labours  for  the  benefit  of  the  world,  were  added 
others,  addressed,  though  less  directly,  to  the  same  end,  and 
undertaken  and  pursued  in  a  similar  spirit.  In  his  political  career, 
Mr.  Wilberforce  never  ceased  to  act  and  to  speak  as  one  to  whom 
Providence  hml  confided  the  sacred  trust  of  advancing  the  moral 
character,  and  promoting  the  welfare  of  his  age  and  nation. 

As  a  public  speaker,  he  enjoyed  great  and  well-merited  cele- 
brity. But  it  was  not  in  the  House  of  Commons  that  his  powers 
in  this  kind  were  esliihited  to  the  greatest  advantage.  In  all  the 
deliberations  of  Parliament  may  be  discerned  a  tacit  reference  to  , 
the  Royal  citation  which  has  brought  together  the  two  How 
'  for  the  despatch  of  divers  weighty  and  urgent  affairs.' 
knights  and  burgesses  are  emphatically  men  of  business,  and  hav»l 
but  little  indulgence  for  anything  which  tasks  the  understanding, 
addresses  itself  to  the  heart.,  or  elevates  the  imagination; — least  of 
all  for  an  ostentatious  display  of  the  rewjurces  of  the  speaker's 
mind.  He  who  can  contribute  a  pertinent  (act,  or  a  weighty  a 
ment,  may  safely  repose  in  the  region  of  the  bathos.     The  i 


[ousoJ 

ban  ■ 
iding, 
ast  of 
.aker's 

1 


WILLIAM   WILBERPOECE.  501 

rant  for  fame  must  excel  in  perspicuity  of  statement,  in  prompti- 
tude in  the  exposure  or  invention  of  sophistry,  and  in  a  ready 
though  abstemious  use  of  wit,  ridicule,  and  sarcasm. 

In  these  requisites  for  success  Mr.  Wilberforce  was  deficient. 
He  had  not  much  statistical  knowledge,  nor  was  he  familiar  with 
any  branch  of  Political  Economy.  His  argumentation  was  not 
usually  perspicuous,  and  was  seldom  energetic.  The  habit  of  di- 
gression, the  parenthetical  structure  of  his  periods,  and  the  minute 
qualifications  suggested  by  his  reverence  for  truth,  impeded  the 
flow  of  his  discourse,  and  frequently  obscured  its  design.  His 
exquisite  perception  of  the  ridiculous  kept  him  in  the  exercise  of 
habitual  self-denial,  and  the  satire  which  played  upon  his  counte- 
nance was  suppressed  by  his  universal  charity,  before  it  could  form 
itself  into  language.  With  these  disadvantages  he  was  still  a  great 
Parliamentary  speaker ;  and  there  were  occasions  when,  borne  by 
some  sudden  impulse,  or  carried  by  diligent  preparation,  over  the 
difluseness  which  usually  encumbered  him,  he  delighted  and  sub- 
dued his  hearers. 

His  reputation  in  the  House  of  Commons  rested,  however, 
chiefly  upon  other  grounds.  In  that  assembly,  any  one  speaks 
with  immense  advantage  whose  character,  station,  or  presumed 
knowledge  is  such  as  to  give  importance  to  his  opinions.  The 
dogmas  of  some  men  are  of  incomparably  more  value  there  than 
the  logic  of  others ;  and  no  member,  except  the  leaders  of  the 
great  contending  parties,  addressed  the  House  with  an  authority 
equal  to  that  of  Mr.  Wilberforce.  The  homage  rendered  to  his 
personal  character,  his  command  over  a  small  but  compact  party, 
his  representation  of  the  county  of  York,  the  confidence  of  the 
great  religious  bodies  in  every  part  of  England,  and,  above  all,  his 
independent  neutrality,  gave  to  his  suffrage  an  almost  unexampled 
value.  It  was  usually  delivered  with  a  demeanour  of  conscious 
dignity,  unalloyed  by  the  slightest  tinge  of  arrogance,  and  con- 
trasting oddly  enough  with  the  insignificance  of  his  slight  and 
shapeless  person.  Yet  the  spell  he  exercised  was  partly  drawn 
from  still  another  source.  Parliamentary  eloquence  is  essentially 
colloquial;  and,  when  most  embellished  or  sustained,  is  rather 
prolonged  discourse  than  oratory  properly  so  called.  It  was  by  a 
constant,  perhaps  an  unavoidable  observance  of  this  tone,  that  Mr* 
Wilberforce  exercised  the  charm  which  none  could  resist,  but 
which  many  were  unable  to  explain.  His  speeches  in  the  House 
of  Commons  bore  the  closest  resemblance  to  his  familiar  conver- 
sation. There  was  the  same  earnest  sincerity  of  manner,  the  same 
natural  and  varied  cadences,  the  same  animation  and  ease,  and  the 
same  tone  of  polished  society ;  and  while  his  affectionate,  lively, 
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and  graceful  talk  flowed  on  -without  tbe  slightest  appearance 
effort  or  study,  criticism  itself  scarcely  perceived,  or  at  least 
cused,  the  redundancy  of  hia  language. 

But,  as  ve  have  said, 'it  was  not  in  Parliament  that  hie  powers 
a  public  speaker  had  their  highest  exercise.  Hie  habitual  trains  of 
thought,  and  the  feelings  which  he  moat  deeply  cherished, 
rarely  find  utterance  in  that  scene  of  strife  and  turmoil, 
hustings,  where  the  occasion  justified  tbe  use  of  a  more  didactis 
style,  there  was  much  simple  majesty  in  the  uncompromising  avowal 
of  his  principles,  and  in  the  admonitions  suggested  by  them.  He 
there  applied  the  grave  eloquence  of  the  pulpit  to  secular  uses. 
But  it  was  in  tlie  great  assemblages  held  for  religious  and  charil 
able  objects  that  the  current  of  his  eloquence  moved  with 
greatest  impetus  and  volume.  In  them  he  at  once  felt  hia  way 
the  hearts  of  his  eager  and  delighted  hearers.  In  the  fulness 
the  charity  which  believeth  all  things,  giving  credit  to  the 
tude  for  feelings  as  pure  and  benevolent  as  his  own, 
the  power  of  gracefully  and  decorously  laying  aside  the  reserve 
which  habitually  shrouded  from  the  irreverent  and  profane  the 
more  secret  and  cherished  feeUugs  of  his  heart.  Nothing  was  ever 
more  singular,  or  less  framed  upon  any  previous  model  of  eloquence, 
than  were  some  of  those  addresses  in  which  the  chastened  style  of 
the  House  of  Commons  (of  all  assemblies  the  most  fastidious)  waa 
employed  to  give  utterance  to  thoughts  wliich,  though  best  becom- 
ing the  deepest  retirement,  retained,  even  in  these  crowded  Bcei 
their  delicacy  not  less  than  their  beauty.  The  most  ardent  of 
expressions  bore  the  impress  of  indubitable  sincerity,  and  of  calm 
and  sober  conviction ;  and  were  instantly  distinguished  by  the 
instinct  of  his  hearers  from  the  less  genuine  enthusiasm  of  others 
who  dissolved  their  meaning  in  ecstasy,  and  soared  beyond  the 
reach  of  human  comprehension  into  the  third  heavens  of  arti- 
ficial rapture.  It  was  an  example  perhaps  as  full  of  danger  aa  of 
interest.  Not  a  few  are  the  offensive  imitations  which  hare  been 
attempted  of  a  model  which  could  be  followed  successfully,  or  ereit, 
innocently,  by  none  whose  bosoms  did  not  really  bum  with 
same  heavenly  affections,  who  did  not  practise  the  same  seven 
observance  of  truth,  or  whose  taste  had  not  been  refined  to  the 
same  degree  of  sensibility. 

No  part  of  Mr.  Wilberforce's  biography  will  be  read  with  greater 
interest  than  that  which  describes  his  political  career.  Holding 
for  forty-three  years  a  conspicuous  place  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, the  current  of  public  affairs,  as  it  flowed  past  him,  reflected 
his  character  in  a  thousand  different  forms ;  and  exhibited,  on  the 
most  tumultuoua  theatre  of  action,  the  influence  of  those  sacred 
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principles,  with  the  workings  of  which  we  are  for  the  most  part 
conversant  only  in  more  quiet  and  secluded  scenes. 

*  From  any  one  truth  all  truth  may  be  inferred,' — a  Baconian 
text,  from  which  certain  commentators  of  the  last  century  con- 
cluded, that  he  who  possessed  a  Bible  might  dispense  with  Grrotius 
and  with  Locke ;  and  that  all  other  writings  should  disappear  at 
the  approach  of  the  Scriptures,  as  they  had  once  vanished  at  the 
presence  of  the  Koran.  The  opinion  which  precisely  reverses  this 
doctrine  is  recommended  by  less  ingenuity,  and  by  no  better  logic. 
Mr.  Wilberforce  was  far  too  wise  a  man  to  imagine  that  any  reve- 
lation from  God  could  be  designed  to  supersede  the  duty  of  patient 
research  into  all  other  sources  of  knowledge.  But  neither  did  he 
ever  reject  the  vast  body  of  ethical  precepts  delivered  by  Divine 
inspiration,  as  irrelevant  to  the  political  questions  with  which  he 
was  daily  conversant.  He  invariably  brought  every  conclusion 
drawn  from  other  studies  to  the  test  of  their  consistency  with  the 
sacred  oracles.  They  supplied  him  with  an  ordinate  by  which 
to  measTlre  every  curve.  They  gave  him  what  most  public 
men  egregiously  want, — the  firm  hold  of  a  body  of  unchanging 
opinions.  In  his  case  this  advantage  was  peculiarly  momentous. 
His  neglected  education,  his  inaptitude  for  severe  and  continuous 
mental  labour,  the  strength  of  his  sympathies,  and  his  strong  per- 
sonal attachment  to  Mr.  Pitt,  all  seemed  to  give  the  promise  of  a 
ductile,  vacillating,  imcertain  course.  Yet  in  reality  no  man  ever 
pursued  in  Parliament  a  career  more  entirely  guided  by  fixed 
principles,  or  more  frequently  at  variance  with  his  habitual  incli- 
nations. His  connections,  both  public  and  private,  not  less  than 
his  natural  temper,  disposed  him  to  that  line  of  policy  which,  in 
our  days,  assumes  the  title  of  *  conservative ;'  yet  his  conduct  was 
almost  invariably  such  as  is  now  distinguished  by  the  epithets 
*  liberal  and  reforming.'  A  Tory  by  predilection,  he  was  in  action 
a  WTiig.  His  heart  was  with  Mr.  Pitt ;  but  on  all  the  cardinal 
questions  of  the  times,  his  vote  was  given  to  Mr.  Fox. 

This  conflict  of  sentiment  with  principle  did  not,  however,  com- 
mence in  the  earlier  days  of  Mr.  Pitt's  administration;  for  the 
mortal  foe  of  Jacobinism  entered  the  House  of  Commons  as  a  Par- 
liamentary reformer;  and  Mr.  Wilberforce  executed  a  rapid  journey 
from  Nice  to  London  in  the  winter  of  1784  to  support,  by  his 
eloquence  and  his  vote,  the  Eeform  Bill  which  his  friend  introduced 
in  the  session  of  that  year.  The  following  broken  sentences  from 
his  diary  record  the  result : — *  At  Pitt's  all  day — it  goes  on  well — 
sat  up  late  chatting  with  Pitt — his  hopes  of  the  country  and  noble 
patriotic  heart — to  town — Pitt's — House — Parliamentary  reform — 
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terribly  disappointed  and  beat  —  extremely  fatigued  —  Bpoke  ex- 1 
tremely  ill  but  commended  —  called  at  Pitt's  —  met  poor  Wyvil.'   J 

Of  this  'ill  spoken'  but '  commended  speech,'  the  following  aea-l 
tence  iapreserved: — 'The  conaeqaence  of  this  measure,' he  said,! 
'  will  be  that  the  freedom  of  opinion  will  be  restored,  and  part/ 1 
cotmexiona  in  great  meaflure  vanisb,  for  party  on  one  aide  begets  I 
party  on  the  other;'  —  a  prophecy  which,  rightly  understood,  is '>] 
perceptibly  advancing  towards  its  fuMlmeut.  ] 

The  ill  success  of  Mr.  Pitt's  proposal  did  not  damp  the  zeal  of  | 
Mr.  Wilberforce.  He  introduced  into  the  House  of  Commona,.! 
and  even  aucceeded  in  carrying  there,  two  of  the  most  importanfcl 
enactments  of  the  Reform  Bill,  in  which,  at  the  distance  of  nearly  ] 
half  a  century,  Lord  Grey  obtMned  the  reluctant  concurrence  of] 
the  Peers.  One  of  these  measm'es  provided  for  a  general  registrar- 1 
tion  of  voters ;  the  others  for  holding  the  poll,  at  the  same  time^  j 
in  several  ditferent  parts  of  the  same  county.  I 

From  the  commencement  of  the  war  with  France  is  to  be  dated] 
the  dissolution  of  the  political  alliance  which  had,  tilt  then,  been] 
maintained  with  little  interruption  between  Mr.  Wilberforce  and  \ 
Mr.  Pitt.  Though  partaking  more  deeply  than  most  men  of  th»  J 
prevalent  abhorrence  of  the  revolutionary  doctrines  of  that  day, 
Mr.  Wilberforce's  resistance  to  the  war  was  decided  and  persever- 
ing. A  written  message  from  Mr.  Pitt,  delivered  on  the  first 
debate  on  that  question, '  assuring  him  that  his  speaking  then  might 
do  irreparable  mischief,  and  promising  that  he  should  have  another 
opportunity  before  war  shoidd  be  declared,'  defeated  bis  purpose  of 
protesting  publicly  against  the  approaching  hostilities.  Accident 
prevented  the  redemption  of  Mr.  Pitt's  pledge,  but  Mr.  Wilber- 
force's purposes  remained  unshaken.  '  Our  Governmeut,'  he  says, 
in  a  letter  on  this  subject,  '  had  been  for  some  months  before  the 
breaking  out  of  the  war  negotiating  with  the  principal  European 
powers,  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  a  joint  representation  to 
France,  assuring  her  that  if  she  would  formally  engage  to  keep 
within  her  limits,  and  not  molest  her  neighbours,  she  should  be 
suffered  to  settle  her  own  internal  government  and  constitution 
without  interference.  I  never  was  so  earnest  with  Mr.  Pitt  on 
any  other  occasion  as  I  was  in  my  entreaties,  before  the  war  broke 
out,  that  he  would  openly  declare  in  the  House  of  Commons  that 
he  had  been,  and  then  was,  n^otiatiug  this  treaty.  I  urged  on 
him  that  the  declaration  might  possibly  produce  an  immediate 
effect  in  France,  where  it  was  manifest  there  prevailed  an  opinion 
that  we  were  meditating  some  interference  with  their  internal 
a&irs,  and  the  restoration  of  Louis  to  his  throne.  At  all  event^i< 
I  hoped  that  in  the  first  lucid  interval,  France  would  see  how  "    "  ~ 
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reason  there  was  for  continuing  the  war  with  Oreat  Britain ;  and 
at  least,  the  declaration  must  silence  all  but  the  most  determined 
oppositionists  in  this  country.  How  far  this  expectation  would 
have  been  realised  you  may  estimate  by  Mr.  Fox's  language  when 
Mr.  Pitt,  at  my  instance,  did  make  the  declaration  last  winter 
(1799).  "If,"  he  said,  "the  Eight  Honourable  Gentleman  had 
made  the  declaration  now  delivered,  to  France,  as  well  as  to  Eussia, 
Austria,  and  Prussia,  I  should  have  nothing  more  to  say  or  to 
desire." ' 

Experience  and  reflection  confirmed  these  original  impressions. 
After  the  war  had  continued  for  a  year,  *  Mr.  Wilberforce  was  en- 
gaged in  making  up  his  mind  cautiously  and  maturely,  and,  there- 
fore, slowly,  as  to  the  best  conduct  to  be  observed  by  Great  Britain 
in  the  present  critical  emergency.'  With  what  a  severe  self-examina- 
tion he  was  accustomed  to  conduct  these  inquiries,  may  be  learnt  from 
an  entry  made  at  that  period  in  his  private  journal.  ^  It  is  a  proof 
to  me  of  my  secret  ambition,  that  though  I  foresee  how  much  I 
shall  suffer  in  my  feelings  throughout  from  differing  from  Pitt,  and 
how  indifferent  a  figure  I  shall  most  likely  make,  yet  that  motives 
of  ambition  will  insinuate  themselves.  Give  me,  O  Lord,  a  true 
sense  of  the  comparative  value  of  earthly  and  of  heavenly  things ; 
this  will  render  me  sober-minded,  and  fix  my  affections  on  things 
above.' 

Such  was  the  solemn  preparation  with  which  he  approached  this 
momentous  question,  and  moved  in  the  session  of  1 794  an  amend- 
ment to  the  address,  recommending  a  more  pacific  policy.  The 
failure  of  that  attempt  did  not  shake  his  purpose ;  for  after  the 
interval  of  a  few  days  he  voted  with  Mr.  Grey  on  a  direct  motion 
for  the  re-establishment  of  peace.  The  genuine  self-denial  with 
which  this  submission  to  a  clear  sense  of  duty  was  attended,  Mr. 
Wilberforce  has  thus  touchingly  described.  *  No  one  who  has  not 
seen  a  good  deal  of  public  life,  and  felt  how  difficult  and  painftil  it 
is  to  differ  widely  from  those  with  whom  you  wish  to  agree,  can 
judge  at  what  an  expense  of  feeling  such  duties  are  performed. 
Wednesday,  February  4,  dined  at  Lord  Camden's.  Pepper,  and 
Lady  Arden,  Steele,  &c.  I  felt  queer,  and  all  day  out  of  spirits  — 
wrong  I  but  hurt  by  the  idea  of  Pitt's  alienation.  —  12th,  party  of 
the  old  firm  at  the  Speaker's ;  I  not  there.' 

Mr.  Pitt's  alienation  was  not  the  only,  nor  the  most  severe  penalty 
which  Mr.  Wilberforce  had  to  pay  on  this  occasion.  The  sarcasms 
of  Windham, — the  ironical  compliments  of  Burke,  —  a  cold  re- 
ception from  the  King, —  and  even  Fox's  congratulation  upon  his 
approaching  alliance  with  the  Opposition,  might  have  been  endured. 
But  it  was  more  hard  to  bear  the  rebukes^  however  tenderly  con- 
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veyed.  of  his   friend   and  early  guide,  the  Dean  of  Carlisle ;  the  I 
reproaches  of  the  whole  body  of  his  clerical  allies  for  the  counte-  J 
nance  which  they  conceived  him  to  have  given  to  the  enemiea  1 
of  religion    and   of   order  ;   and    the    earnest  remonstrances   of  j 
many  of  his  most  powerful  Bupportere  in  Yorkshire.     The  temper  I 
BO  accessible  to  all  kindly  inBuences  was,  however,  sustained  by  the  1 
invigorating  voice  of  an  approving  conscience.     He  resumed  hia  .1 
pacific  proposals  in  the  spring  of  1795,  and  though  still  defeated,  1 
it  was  by  a  decreasing  majority.     Before  the   close  of  that  yew,  J 
Mr.  Pitt   himself  had  become   a   convert  to  the  opinions  of  hia  | 
friend.     The  war  had  ceased  to  he  popular,  and  Lord  Malmesbury'a  I 
negotiation  followed.     The  failure  of  that  attempt  at  length  con- 
vinced Mr.  Wilberforce  that  the  war  was  inevitable ;  and  thence- 
forward hia  opposition  to  it  ceased.     Yet,  on  the  renewal  of  hoa- 
tilities  io  1803,  he  joined  Mr.  Fox  in  opposing  the  ministry,  not 
merely  with  hia  vote,  but  with  a  speech,  which  he  siibseqnently 
published. 

The   impeachment   of  Lord  Melville  brought   Mr.  Wilberforce 
into  a  dii-ect  and  painful  hostility  to  those  with  whom  he  had  lived 
in   youthful   intimacy,  and  who   still   retained   their  hold  on  hia 
heart     Mr.  Pitt  was  still  his  chosen  friend ;  Lord  Melville  bad 
been  his  early  companion.     But  though  compelled  to  watch  tlie 
movements  of  the  '  fascinating  eye '  and  '  the  agitated  countenance' 
turned  reproachfully  to  him  from  the  Treasiu-y  Bench,  he  delivered,  I 
on  this  occasion^  one  of  the  most  memorable  of  his  Parliamentary  1 
speeches, —  in   which   the   sternest   principles   of  public  morality-! 
were   so  touchingly  combined  with   compassion  for  the  errors  he 
condenmed,  that  the  effect  was  irresistible :  and  the  casting  vote  of 
the  Speaker  can  scarcely  be  said    with    greater    trutli  to  have  de- 
termined the  decision  of  the  House.     Nothing  more  truly  in  the 
Spirit  of  the  pm-e  and  lofty  principles  by  which  he  was  guided,  ia 
recorded  of  him,  than  his  defence  to  the  charge  of  inconsistency 
for  declining  to  join  the  deputation  which  carried  up  to  the  King  J 
the  subsequent  address  for  the  removal  of  Lord  Melville  from  the  J 
So}-al  Councils.     '  I  am  a  little  surprised,'  he  said,  *  that  it  should  I 
be   imputed   as  a   fault   to  any  that  they  did  not  accompany  the  I 
procession  to  St.  James's.     I  should  have  thought  that  men's  own  | 
feelings  might  have  suggested  to  them  that  it  wa-s  a  case  in  which  I 
the   heart   might   be  permitted  to  give  a  lesson  to  the  judgment.  I 
My  country  might  justly  demand   that,  in   my  decision   on   Lord  1 
Melville's  conduct,  I  should   be  governed  by  the  rules  of  justice,  J 
and  the  principles  of  the  constitution,  without  suffering  party  con-  I 
aiderations,  personal  friendship,  or  any  extrinsic  motive  whatevei  J 
to  interfere;  that,  in  all  that  was  substantial,  I  should  deem  myself  I 
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as  in  the  exercise  of  a  judicial  office.  But  when  the  sentence  of 
the  law  is  past,  is  not  that  sufficient  ?  Am  I  to  join  in  the  execu- 
tion of  it  ?  Is  it  to  be  expected  of  me  that  I  am  to  stifle  the 
natiu^l  feelings  of  the  heart,  and  not  even  to  shed  a  tear  over  the 
very  sentence  I  am  pronouncing  ?  I  know  not  what  Spartan  virtue 
or  stoical  pride  might  require ;  but  I  know  that  I  am  taught  a 
diflferent,  ay,  and  a  better  lesson  by  a  greater  than  either  Lycurgus 
or  Zeno.  Christianity  enforces  no  such  sacrifice.  She  requires  us 
indeed  to  do  justice,  but  to  love  mercy.  I  learn  in  her  school  not 
to  triumph  even  over  a  conquered  enemy,  and  must  I  join  the 
triumph  over  a  fallen  friend  ? ' 

Although  the  Historian  of  the  reign  of  George  III.  will  probably 
notice  Mr.  Wilberforce  chiefly  or  exclusively,  as  the  author  of  two 
great  Parliamentary  measures,  the  Annalist  of  the  same  times  will 
assign  to  him  a  place  in  almost  every  memorable  debate  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  during  the  last  forty  years  of  that  reign,  and 
during  the  first  five  years  of  the  reign  which  followed  it.  But  these 
occurrences,  so  numerous  and  so  disconnected,  will  hardly  be 
manageable  as  a  whole,  or  capable  of  exhibition,  as  so  many  se- 
quences, even  in  the  hands  of  a  Biographer,  imless  he  shall  treat 
every  incident  which  h^  shall  glean  from  the  debates  and  journals 
of  the  House,  as  so  many  indications  of  the  same  unvarying  con- 
victions, or  as  examples  of  a  lawgiver  continually  acting  in  the 
spirit  of  a  judge  —  seeking  no  guide  but  truth  —  refusing  implicit 
obedience  to  the  voice  of  any  commander  —  derided  by  the  whole 
body  of  partisans  as  irresolute,  fluctuating,  and  unstable, —  and  yet 
being  almost  the  only  member  of  the  Legislature  whose  conscience 
w^as  perfectly  clear  of  that  reproach.  From  the  commencement 
to  the  close  of  his  public  service,  he,  and  perhaps  he  alone,  shaped 
his  course  with  an  eye  continually  fixed  on  what  he  believed  to  be 
the  real  welfare  of  his  country,  with  which  no  personal  and  no 
party  interest  was  ever  permitted  to  interfere. 

Thus,  in  the  tranquillity  of  the  years  1785  and  1786,  during  the 
alarms  of  1809,  and  amidst  the  disaflFection  of  1822,  Mr.  Wilber- 
force was  alike  a  Parliamentary  Reformer,  and- always  with  equal 
decision.  For  at  all  times,  and  imder  each  new  aspect  of  affairs, 
he  acknowledged  the  duty  of  wrestling,  at  whatever  hazard,  with 
the  great  moral  evils  inseparable  from  the  purchase  and  sale  of 
seats  in  the  Legislature. 

He  was  the  zealous  defender  of  the  Toleration  Act,  against  Mr. 
Pitt  and  Bishop  Pretty  man  in  1800,  and  against  Lord  Sidmouth  in 
1811.  For  he  judged  that  the  real  interests  of  Christianity  required 
that  all  men  should  be  free  to  diffuse  their  genuine  religious  opinions. 
But  he  was  the  equally  zealous  antagonist  of  the  Maynooth  Grant 
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intervention  of  the  state  itself  to  propagate 
condemned  by  our  ecclesiastical  and  civil  polity  as  deadly  errors, 
and  to  maintain  practices  censured  by  the  same  polity  as  nttthing 
less  than  idolatrous. 

In  the  perilous  times  of  1797  and  1800,  and  in  the  times  of 
BQppoeed  peril  of  1817  and  1819,  he  defended  the  bills  suspending 
the  Habeas  Corpus  Act,  and  in  1806  he  opposed  the  admission  into 
the  Cabinet  of  the  Chief  Justice  of  the  King's  Bench.  For  he 
habitually  regarded  himself  as  the  depository  of  the  sacred  trust  of 
transmitting  our  great  national  institutions  unimpaired  to  future 
times,  whether  they  were  aasailed  by  democratic  violence,  or  by 
the  personal  predilections  or  the  party  spirit  of  the  minister  of  the 
day. 

His  zeal  for  public  morality  stimulated  him  not  only  to  zealous^ 
efforts  for  diminishing  the  number  of  oaths,  for  the  abolition  of^ 
lotteries,  and  for  rescuing  the  day  of  rest  from  profanation,  but  t«H 
an  effort,  far  more  opposed  to  his  natural  temper,  to  bring  WarreO' 
Haatings  to  the  puoiRhment  which,  under  the  shelter  of  the  relaxed, 
had  conventional  morality  of  his  judges,  lie  ultimately  escaped. 

Yet  Mr.  Wilherforce  was  not  to  be  drawn  into  the  support  ot: 
the  rejection  of  any  measure  by  arguments,  however  plausible  or 
popular,  which  be  considered  to  be  erroneously  deduced  from  the 
great  laws  of  public  morality  ;  and  therefore,  at  the  expense  of 
appearing  to  the  multitude  to  abandon  the  standard  under  which 
he  had  so  often  rallied  them,  he  refused  to  condemn  the  seizure 
the  Danish  fleet  at  Copenhagen.  Yet  the  same  fixed  resolve  to 
obey  his  own  conscience  at  whatever  immediate  pain,  induced  him, 
to  condemn,  even  with  sternness,  the  ill-fated  expedition  to  Wal- 
cheren,  although  it  had  brought  overwhelming  ridicule  on  thaj 
second  Earl  of  Chatham,  the  brother  of  the  moat  intimate  of  his' 
early  friends. 

And  this  lofty  determination,  fearlessly  to  pursue  the  right  into 
whatever  coLsequences  it  might  conduct  him,  supplied  him,  aa  it 
not  rarely  happens,  with  much  political  truth,  to  which  others  more 
tardily  and  imperfectly  attained  by  a  merely  intellectual  process. 
This  kind  of  intuitive  wisdom  made  him  a  free  trader  in  1787  on 
the  debate  of  the  French  and  Portuguese  commercial  treaties — &' 
bank  restrictionist  ten  years  later  ^  the  triumphant  antagonist,  io 
of  a  tax  on  iron,  the  raw  mateiial  of  one  of  our  great  staple 
— and  in  1816,  the  opponent  of  the  Income  Tax,  which  was 
preventing  those  accumulations  of  capital  on  which  the  prosperity 
of  all  trades  depends, 

Ridicule,   though  distinctly  foreseen  and  keenly  apprehended. 
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could  not  deter  him  from  supporting  an  address  to  King  George  III. 
to  use  his  influence  for  the  delivery  of  Lafayette  from  his  prison  at 
Olmutz.  Nor  could  his  loyal  attachment  to  that  sovereign  (who 
lived  in  his  family  so  wisely,  and  governed  his  kingdom  so  dis- 
astrously) induce  him  to  acquiesce  in  the  grants  to  the  Princes  of 
the  Eoyal  House,  or  to  oppose  them  silently,  though,  as  we  learn, 
Mr.  Pitt  was  *  furious '  on  the  occasion.  While  others  were  regard- 
ing the  Australian  continent  only  as  a  vast  receptacle  for  convicts, 
his  Parliamentary  influence  was  used  for  laying  there  the  founda- 
tions of  the  Church  which  now  occupies  every  inhabited  district  of 
New  South  Wales.  While  others  were  diverting  the  whole  current 
of  national  expenditiu'e  to  the  support  of  the  war,  he  was  labour- 
ing, in  the  House  of  Commons,  to  obtain  for  the  Church  of  England 
that  increased  assistance  by  which  alone,  as  he  believed,  an  effectual 
barrier  could  be  raised  amongst  us  against  ignorance  and  vice,  dis- 
affection and  anarchy. 

It  is  diflBcult  to  reconcile  the  great  contemporary  influence,  with 
the  small  posthumous  celebrity,  of  so  many  of  the  eminent  actors 
on  the  theatre  of  the  world.  It  is  often  difficult  to  detect,  or  even 
to  conjecture,  what  was  the  real  secret  of  an  authority  long  since 
expended,  and  which  no  extant  record  renders  intelligible.  In 
many  of  such  cases  it  will  be  found  that  the  power  possessed  by  a 
man  in  his  own  generation  depended  much  more  than  we  willingly 
believe,  on  his  having  possessed,  in  his  bodily  organism,  a  meet  in- 
terpreter for  the  movemente  of  his  souL  He  may  be  great  who 
addresses  mankind  by  the  pen,  the  pencil,  or  the  chisel,  if  Minerva 
alone  be  propitious  to  him.  But  half  Olympus  must  favour  him 
who  would  rise  to  eminence  by  arts  which  bring  him  into  daily 
intercourse  with  his  fellow-men.  Every  hero  of  history  has  been 
a  sort  of  Eoscius  in  his  way ;  as  Louis  XIY.  became  a  kind  of  hero, 
merely  because  he  excelled  all  mankind  in  the  rdle  of  the  Grand 
Monarque.  Half  the  Parliamentary  reputation  of  our  own  times 
rests  on  no  higher  ground.  We  therefore  derogate  nothing  from 
Mr.  Wilberforce  in  ascribing  much  of  his  influence  in  the  House  of 
Commons  to  his  unrivalled  dramatic  powers.  The  student  of  the 
history  of  those  times,  who  shall  read  some  of  the  discourses  which 
won  for  him  so  high  a  reputation,  will  scarcely  avoid  the  belief  that 
it  was  very  ill  merited.  But  if  he  had  heard  them  fall  from  the 
lips  of  the  speaker  —  if  he  had  seen  him  rising  with  a  spirit  and 
self-reliance  which  Mercutio  might  have  envied,  and  had  listened 
to  those  tones  so  full,  liquid,  and  penetrating,  and  had  watched  the 
eye  sparkling  as  each  playful  fancy  crossed  his  field  of  vision,  or 
glowing  when  he  spoke  of  the  oppressions  done  upon  the  earth  — 
the  fragile  form  elevating  and  expanding  itself  into  heroic  dignity 
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Ftiie  tnontaons  of  fais  gestures,  eo  rapid  and  bo  oont|^ 
:  attitode  adapting  itself  so  easily  to  each 
variation  of  his  style — he  would  no  more  have  wondered  at  tbe 
efficacy  even  of  ordinary  topics  and  of  commoa-plaee  remarks  &om 
Boch  a  speaker,  than  at  tLe  magic  of  ttie  tamest  speecb  from  the 
lips  of  Garrick  or  of  Talma. 

And  yet  it  was  oeither  in  Lis  Parliamentary  life  nor  in  the  mixed 
intercourse  of  society,  nor  in  the  throng  of  his  almoners,  nor  amidst 
the  crowds  with  whom  he  was  accustomed  to  interchange  the  erym- 
pathies  of  great  charitable  meetings,  that  the  range  and  force  of  bis 
power  over  the  hearts  of  his  associates  was  most  effectually  dis- 
played.    The  most  potent  incantations  of  this  great  magiciao  vrenM 
raised  within  the  sacred  circle  of  his  home.     There  his  wife,  tii^fl 
daughter  of  Isaac  (^pooner,  a  country  gentleman  in  WarwickahireJI 
and  their  four  sons  (destined,  afterwards,  to  become  copspicuona 
members  of  society),  and  their  two  daughters,  and  his  only  sister 
and  her  fausband,  formed  the  interior  of  the  many  circles  of  vrbidi 
he  waa  the  common  centre.     It  was  incomparably  the  dearest ; 
he  loved  much  the  second  group,  composed,  as  it  was,  of  his  nr 
remote  kindred,  and  of  the  chosen  friends  of  his  youth ;  and  muchi 
he  delighted  in  the  third,  thronged  as  it  continually  was,  by  t 
associates  of  his  labours  for  the  commonwealth  and  for  the  Chm^; 
and  much  also  it  rejoiced  him  to  regale,  with  hospitable  cheer,  t 
kind  or  gay  discourse,  the  remoter  multitude  who,  from  Gadea  to  j 
Granges,  sought  admittance  at   his  house,  some  to  gratify  1 
curiosity,  some  to  explain  every  grievance  suffered  beneath  1 
mm,  and  some  to  solicit  countenance  for  schemes  of  benefioeu 
more  numerous  and   more  varied  than  ever  were  conceived   ; 
Laputa,  or  accomphshed  in  the  New  Atlantis. 

But  in  proportion  to  the  shortness  of  the  radii  was  the  warmth  .1 
and  brightness  at  the  circumference.     With  bis  wife  and  children 
about  him,  the  aged  William  Wilberforce  became  once  more  a  child, 
and  seemed  for  the  moment  scarcely  older  than  his  bo^-s.     Their 
glad  voices  found  in  his  a  no  leas  joyous  echo,  or,  rising  spon- 
taneously to  the  level  of  tbeir  mirth,  his  spirits  would  appear  as 
unbroken  m  their  own.     Nor  were  kind  filial  artifices  wanting  to 
lure  the  old  man  to  the  sheltered  walk  where  he  liked  best  to  stroll, 
and  there  to  guide  him  to  those  recollections  on  which  he  dwelt 
with  the  fondest  delight,   and  the  most  abounding  affluence  of 
anecdote  and  of  reflection.     From  such  topics  the  transition  wag  f 
eaay,  and  indeed  inevitable,  to  the  thoughts  which  had  settled  down  I 
into  the  lowest  depths  of  his  soul,  but  which  he  never  poured  out! 
in  so  full  a  current,  or  illustrated  with  such  fertility  as  when  hisfl 
Bona  had  gathered  round  him.     Then  he  would  speak  as  if  touclt-1 
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ing  the  lyre  of  David,  of  all  the  relations  between  the  divine  nature 
and  the  human,  and  would  find  in  every  incident  of  his  past  life, 
in  whatever  he  had  observed  of  the  lives  of  others,  in  each  passage 
of  Holy  Writ,  and  every  well-remembered  poem,  in  the  whole  world, 
visible  or  audible,  buttresses  and  ornaments  for  the  two  main  pil- 
lars of  his  creed  — the  first,  that  God  is  love;  the  second,  that  God 
is  truth. 

Whoever  had  wished  to  find  fault  with  the  social  habits  and 
demeanour  of  Mr.  Wilberforce,  would  have  complained  of  his  too 
rapid  movement  and  versatility  of  mind,  which  left  no  room  for 
repose,  and  for  that  deliberate  interchange  of  intelligence  and 
opinion,  to  which  repose  is  indispensable.  But  this  excitement  and 
hurry  of  spirit  was  subdued,  in  the  society  of  his  wife  and  children, 
by  the  jealous  tenderness  which  deprecated  the  association,  in  their 
minds,  with  the  idea  of  himself,  of  any  other  than  laudable,  and 
reverent,  and  affectionate  remembrances.  Even  in  their  boyhood 
he  listened  to  his  sons  with  a  staid  and  sober  quietness,  foreign  to 
his  ordinary  manners ;  and  in  their  manhood  invited  their  infor- 
mation, courted  their  advice,  and  deferred  to  their  judgment  with 
the  same  kindly  confidence  with  which  he  stayed  his  feeble  steps 
by  leaning  on  their  more  vigorous  arms. 

Friendship  never  assumed  a  more  touching  form.  His  paternal 
tenderness  had  not,  even  in  their  early  years,  degenerated  into 
fondness,  or  expressed  itself  by  caresses,  or  by  a  blind  and  par- 
tial admiration.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  with  an  almost  morbid 
acuteness  that  he  detected  the  germs  of  evil,  moral  or  intellectual, 
in  his  children,  and  watched  the  growth,  or  the  decline,  of  any 
wayward  humour  or  dangerous  propensity  in  them.  When,  how- 
ever, the  anxious  days  of  their  education  were  completed,  then,  if 
ever,  might  be  traced  on  his  venerable  countenance  one  flush  of 
human  pride,  as  he  would  exclaim,  *  I  have  had  three  sons  at  Ox- 
ford, and  all  of  them  first-class  men.  Show  me  the  man  who  can 
make  the  same  boast !'  As  years  rolled  on,  and  he  saw  two  of 
those  sons  presbyters  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  the  third  self- 
devoted  to  the  same  high  office,  there  was  no  longer  room  in  his 
heart  for  any  emotion  less  profound  than  that  of  adoring  gratitude, 
that  his  habitual  prayer  for  them  had  been  heard.  If  they  had 
brought  home  royal  patents  placing  them  among  the  chief  nobles 
of  the  realm,  he  would  have  regarded  them  as  mean  and  worthless 
honours,  compared  with  that  which  their  ordination  to  that  sacred 
function  had  conferred  upon  his  house. 

And  who  that  ever  witnessed  can  ever  forget  the  solemn  and 
delighted  complacency  with  which  he  took  his  seat  among  the  con- 
gregation to  which  either  of  his  sons  was  to  minister — the  child- 
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like  docility  with  which  he  liatened  to  the  voice  of  his  child— hoi 
he  rejoiced  to  gather,  for  his  own  spiritual  nutriment,  the  ripe  har- 
vest of  the  seeds  which,  in  earlier  days,  he  had  himself  sown  in 
their  minds — with  what  a  giave  and  tender  jny  he  partook  of  the 
domestic  devotions  which  they  had  learnt  from  himself  to  offer — - 
and  in  what  tones  of  almost  oppressive  gratitude  to  God,  he  would 
speak  of  the  delight  of  accompanying  one  of  thera  in  his  pastoral 
visits,  and  of  joining  in  the  prayers  which  his  young  messenger  o 
the  Gospel  of  Peace  had  there  poured  forth  by  the  beds  of  hia  ^d 
or  dying  parishioners. 

Many  years  have  since  passed  over  those  who,  at  that  tini 
gazed  upon  that  aged  father,  so  joyous  and  so  placid,  hia  fadintf 
eye  and  furrowed  cheek  reflecting  the  dawn  of  the  eternal  day  thea 
about  'o  rise  upon  him,  his  work  on  earth  accomphied,  and  1 
earthly  hopes  fulfilled,  blessing  his  children,  and  blessed  by  thei 
and  although  those  yeai-s  have  brought  with  them  auch  events  i 
to  render  dim  and  obscure  almost  every  other  retrospect,  the  i 
perishable  imt^e  of  that  old  man— contemplating,  so  serenel^ 
from  the  narrow  isthmus  of  life,  the  world  he  had  loved  and  a 
80  long,  and  the  world  for  which  be  had  been  so  long  maturing- 
still  possesses  their  memories  in  unimpaired  distinctness  j  atte 
to  them  that  even  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death  may  a 
like  the  green  pastures,  and  be  h^anquil  as  the  waters  of  comfor 
to  one  who  descends  into  it,  sustained  by  the  staff,  and  defendei 
by  the  rod,  of  the  Good  Shepherd  whose  guidance  he  has  followed 
all  his  journey  through. 

The  kind  Providence  which  thus  conducted  him  withdrew  him 
from  the  conflicts  of  pubHc  life  before  he  had  lost  the  strength 
without  which  retirement  can  neither  be  really  enjoyed  nor  fitly 
improved.  In  the  year  1825  he  quitted  Pai'liament  to  pass  the 
rest  of  his  days  in  the  bosom  of  his  family.  There,  however,  hoj 
did  not  entirely  escape  those  sorrows  which  usually  gather  round  \ 
us  aa  the  shadows  grow  long.  He  had  to  weep  by  the  dying  I 
of  each  of  his  two  daughters ;  and  from  that  want  of  worldly  wiadoqi 
which  always  characterised  him,  he  lost  a  considerable  part  of  h 
fortune  in  a  speculation  from  which  he  had  nothing  to  gain  or  t 
hope  but  the  gratification  of  parental  kindness. 

Never  were  such  loisfortuues  more  effectually  baffled  by  i 
invulnerable  peace  of  a  cheerful  and  self-approving  heart.  Then 
were  not,  indeed,  wanting  external  circumstances  of  a  painful  c" 
racter  which  marked  his  comparative  poverty,  but  the  most  clos 
and  intimate  observer  could  never  perceive  in  his  countenance  a 
in  his  demeanour  so  much  as  a  passing  shade  of  dejection  i 
anxiety  on  that  ftccount.     He  might,  indeed,  have  been  suppi 


WILLIAM  WILBERFORCE.  513 

to  be  unconscious  that  he  had  lost  anything,  but  for  the  remarks 
which  occasionally  fell  from  him  on  the  divine  goodness  which  had 
converted  the  seeming  calamity  into  a  blessing  to  his  children  and 
to  himself. 

Two  of  them  had  by  this  time  become  incumbents  of  parsonages, 
— of  which  one  stood  on  the  pleasant  hills  which  skirt  the  Med- 
way,  and  the  other  on  the  slope  which  connects  the  high  downs  of 
the  Isle  of  Wight  with  the  adjacent  ocean.  In  his  altered  fortunes 
he  found  a  welcome  apology  for  withdrawing  from  society  at  large 
to  gladden  by  his  almost  constant  presence  those  quiet  homes  of 
the  sons  by  whom  his  biography  has  since  been  written.  There, 
surrounded  by  his  wife,  his  children,  and  his  grandchildren,  he 
yielded  himself  to  the  current  of  each  successive  desire ;  for  he  had 
now  acquired  that  rare  maturity  of  the  moral  stature,  in  which  the 
conflict  betweea  inclination  and  duty  is  over,  and  virtue  and  self- 
indulgence  are  the  same. 

As  his  later  years  wore  away,  some  decline  of  his  intellectual 
powers  was  occasionally  perceptible  to  the  friends  of  his  earlier 
and  more  active  days.  But  in  general  it  was  otherwise ;  and  after 
an  evening  saunter  with  him  on  the  sands  which  stretch  towards 
the  Needles,  or  beneath  the  holly  hedges  which  skirt  the  hop- 
gardens in  the  northern  district  of  Kent,  it  was  difficult  not  to 
recall  and  (silently  at  least)  to  apply  to  him  the  apostrophe  of 
Cowley  to  the  aged  author  of  the  *  Leviathan :' — 

*  Nor  can  the  snows  which  now  cold  age  hath  shed 
Upon  thj  reverend  head, 
Quench  or  allay  the  nohle  fires  within  : 
For  all  that  thou  hast  heen,  and  all  that  youth  can  be, 
Thou'rt  yet — so  fully  still  dost  thou 
Possess  the  manhood  and  the  bloom  of  wit. 
To  things  immortal  time  can  do  no  wrong, 
And  that  which  never  is  to  die,  for  ever  must  be  young.* 

The  end  of  his  pilgrimage  was  now  drawing  near,  and  gradual, 
gentle,  and  serene  was  his  descent  to  the  dark  waters  through 
which  all  must  pass  to  the  unseen  and  unimaginable  regions  which 
lie  beyond.  The  heavenly  guide  who  had  thus  far  conducted  him 
(lid  not  desert  him  now.  Looking  back  with  gratitude — sometimes 
eloquent,  and  sometimes  striving  in  vain  for  utterance — to  his 
long  career  of  usefulness,  of  honour,  and  of  enjoyment,  he  watched, 
with  grave  composure,  the  ebb  of  the  current  which  was  fast  bear- 
ing him  to  his  eternal  reward.  After  a  very  brief  illness,  and  with 
no  indication  of  bodily  suffering,  he  died  in  his  seventy-fifth  year, 
in  undisturbed  tranquillity,  —  breathing  out  to  all  who  sm-rounded 
him  in  his  latest  hours,  benedictions  full  of  love,  and  thoughts 
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dictated  by  heavenly  wisdom,  not  without  the  irradiation  of  one^' 
at  least,  of  those  bright  gleams  of  gfuety  which,  in  his  happy 
nature,  no  shadow  was  ever  deep  enough  entirely  to  obscure. 

He  was  laid  in  the  grave  in  Westminster  Abbey,  in  the  presence 
of  a  large  number  of  the  members  of  both  Houses  of  ParliameDt, 
and  with  all  the  solemnities  which  their  zeal  could  devise  to  ex- 
press their  sense  of  the  services,  the  dignity,  and  the  worth  of  tlie 
collef^e  they  deplored.  Never  had  the  solemn  ritual  of  the 
Church  been  pronounced  over  tlie  grave  of  any  of  her  children 
with  more  affecting  or  more  appropriate  truth.  Never  were  re- 
cited on  a  more  fitting  occasion  the  solemn  words,  'I  heard  a  voice 
from  Heaven  saying  unto  me — Write.  From  henceforth  blessed 
are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord.  Even  so,  saith  the  Spirit; 
for  they  rest  from  their  labours.' 

The  book'  to  which  (not  imaided  by  other  sources  of  knowledge) 
we  are  chiefly  indebted  for  the  materials  of  this  rapid  survey  of 
the  life  and  character  of  Mr.  Wilberforce,  contains  some  incident*!^ 
notices  of  the  eminent  persons  with  whom  he  associated, 
contribution  thus  made  to  the  biographical  histoiy  of  that  tinie 
less  extensive  than  might  have  been  anticipated ;  and,  indeed, 
interesting,  except  as  it  throws  some  light  on  the  private  life 
Mr.  Pitt,  of  whose  personal  habits  the  world  at  large  has  acarcel] 
any  intelligence.  In  these  volumes  a  glimpse  of  him  is  caught 
one  time  as  he  passes  an  evening  in  classical  studies  or  amusements 
with  Mr.  Canning,  and  at  another  as,  with  the  aid  of  Mr.  Wilber- 
force and  Lord  Grenville,  he  cuts  a  walk  through  his  plantations  at 
Holwood.  On  the  whole,  however,  the  William*  Pitt  of  this  work 
is  the  austere  Minister  vrith  whom  we  were  already  so  well  ac-i 
quainted,  not  the  man  himself,  in  his  natural,  or  iu  his  emanci; 
state, 

The  following  extract  of  a  letter  from  Mr.  Wilberforce  is  almi 
th^  only  passage  which  gives  us  an  intimation  of  the  careli 
familiarity  in  which,  for  many  years,  they  lived  together:— 

'And  now,  after  having  transacted  my  business  with  the  Mitu»»l 
ter,  a  word  or  two  to  the  man  —  a  character  in  which,  if  it  i 
more  pleasant  to  you,  it  is  no  less  pleasant  to  me  to  address  yoiLl 
I  wish  you  may  be  passing  your  time  half  as  salubriously  i 
comfortably  as  I  am  at  Gisborne's,  where  I  am  breathing  good  atTyJ 
eating  good  mutton,  keeping  good  hours,  and  enjoying  the  compaa^ 
of  good  friends.     You  have  only  two  of  the  four  at  command,  noa 
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these  always  in  so  pure  a  state  as  in  Needwood  Forest;  your  town 
mutton  being  apt  to  be  woolly,  and  your  town  friends  to  be 
interested :  however,  I  sincerely  believe  you  are,  through  the  good- 
ness of  Providence,  better  off  in  the  latter  particular  than  has  been 
the  fate  of  ninety-nine  Ministers  out  of  a  hundred ;  and  as  for  the 
former,  the  quantity  you  lay  in  may  in  some  degree  atone  for  the 
quality ;  and  it  is  a  sign  that  neither  in  friends  nor  mutton  you 
have  yet  lost  your  taste.  Indeed,  I  shall  reckon  it  a  bad  symptom 
of  your  moral  or  corporeal  state,  as  the  case  may  be,  when  your 
palate  is  so  vitiated,  that  you  cannot  distinguish  the  true  from  the 
false  flavour.  All  this  is  sad  stuff,  but  you  must  allow  us  gentle- 
men who  live  in  forests  to  be  a  little  figurative.  I  will  only  add, 
however  (that  I  may  not  quite  exhaust  your  patience),  that  I  hope 
you  will  never  cease  to  relish  me,  and  do  me  the  justice  to  believe 
the  ingredients  are  good,  though  you  may  not  altogether  approve 
of  the  cooking.     Yours  ever, 

*W.   WiLBERFORCE. 

*P.S. — Remember  me  to  all  friends.  I  hope  you  have  no  more 
gout,  &c.  If  you  will  at  any  time  give  me  a  line  (though  it  be 
but  a  mouthful)  I  shall  be  glad  of  it.  You  will  think  me  be- 
Burked  like  yourselfc* 

On  the  occasion  of  Mr.  Pitt's  duel  with  Mr.  Tierney,  Mr.  Wil- 
berforce  had  designed  to  bring  the  subject  under  the  notice  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  The  intention  was  defeated  by  the  following 
kind  and  characteristic  letter : — 

*  My  dear  Wilberforce, 

*  I  am  not  the  person  to  argue  with  you  on  a  subject  in 
which  I  am  a  good  deal  concerned.  I  hope,  too,  that  I  am  in- 
capable of  doubting  your  kindness  to  me  (however  mistaken  I  may 
think  it),  if  you  let  any  sentiment  of  that  sort  actuate  you  on  the 
present  occasion.  I  must  suppose  that  some  such  feeling  has 
inadvertently  operated  upon  you,  because,  whatever  may  be  your 
general  sentiments  on  subjects  of  this  nature,  they  can  have  ac- 
quired no  new  tone  or  additional  argument  from  anything  that 
lias  passed  in  this  transaction.  You  must  be  supposed  to  bring 
this  forward  in  reference  to  the  individual  case. 

*  In  doing  so,  you  will  be  accessory  in  loading  one  of  the  parties 
with  unfair  and  unmerited  obloquj,  With  respect  to  the  other 
party,  myself,  I  feel  it  a  real  duty  to  say  to  you  frankly  that  your 
motion  is  one  for  my  removal.  If  any  step  on  the  subject  is  pro- 
posed in  Parliament  and  agreed  to,  I  shall  feel  from  that  moment 
that  I  can  be  of  more  use  out  of  office  than  in  it;  for  in  it,  accord- 
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ing  to  the  feelings  I  entertain,  I  could  be  of  none.  I  state  to  you, 
as  I  think  I  ought,  distinctly  and  explicitly,  what  I  feel.  I  hope  I 
need  not  repeat  what  I  always  feel  personally  to  yourself. —  Yours 
ever, 

*  William  Pitt. 

'  Downing  Street,  Wednesday, 
'  May  30, 1798, 11  p.m.' 

The  following  passage  is  worth  transcribing  as  a  graphic,  though 
slight  sketch  of  Mr.  Pitt,  from  the  pen  of  one  who  knew  him  so 
well : — 

*  When  a  statement  had  been  made  to  the  House  of  the  cruel 
practices,  approaching  cert,ainly  to  tortui'e,  by  which  the  discovery 
of  concealed  arms  had  been  enforced  in  Ireland,  John  Claudius 
Beresford  rose  to  reply,  and  said  with  a  force  and  honesty,  the 
impression  of  which  I  never  can  forget,  "  I  fear,  and  feel  deep 
shame  in  making  the  avowal  —  I  fear  it  is  too  true  —  I  defend  it 
not  —  but  I  trust  I  may  be  permitted  to  refer,  as  some  palliation 
of  these  atrocities,  to  the  state  of  my  unhappy  country,  where 
rebellion  and  its  attendant  horrors  had  roused  on  both  sides  to 
the  highest  pitch  all  the  strongest  passions  of  our  nature."  I  was 
with  Pitt  in  the  House  of  Lords  when  Lord  Clare  replied  to  a 
similar  charge  —  **  Well,  suppose  it  were  so  ;  but  surely,"  &c.  I 
shall  never  forget  Pitt's  look.  He  turned  round  to  me  with  that 
indignant  stare  which  sometimes  marked  his  countenance,  and 
stalked  out  of  the  House.' 

It  is  not  generally  known  that,  at  the  period  of  Lord  Melville's 
trial,  a  coolness  almost  approaching  to  estrangement  had  arisen 
between  that  Minister  and  Mr.  Pitt.  The  following  extract  from 
one  of  Mr.  Wilberforce's  Diaries  on  this  subject  affords  an 
authentic  and  curious  illustration  of  Mr.  Pitt's  character  : — 

*  I  had  perceived  above  a  year  before  that  Lord  Melville  had  not 
the  power  over  Pitt's  mind  which  he  once  possessed.  Pitt  was 
taking  me  to  Lord  Camden's,  and  in  our  tete-a-tete  he  gave  me  an 
account  of  the  negotiations  which  had  been  on  foot  to  induce  him  to 
enter  Addington's  Administration.  When  they  quitted  office  in 
1 80 1 ,  Dundas  proposed  takin^as  his  motto.  Jam  rude  danatus.  Pitt 
suggested  to  him  that,  having  always  been  an  active  man,  he  would 
probably  wish  again  to  come  into  office,  and  then  that  his  having 
taken  such  a  motto  would  be  made  a  ground  for  ridicule.  Dundas 
assented,  and  took  another  motto.     Addington  had  not  long  been 
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in  office,  before  Pitt's  expectation  was  fulfilled,  and  Dundas  under- 
took to  bring  Pitt  into  the  plan ;  which  was  to  appoint  some  third 
person  head,  and  bring  in  Pitt  and  Addington  on  equal  terms  under 
him.  Dundas  accordingly,  confiding  in  his  knowledge  of  all  Pitt's 
ways  and  feelings,  set  out  for  Walmer  Castle ;  and  after  dinner, 
and  port  wine,  began  cautiously  to  open  his  proposals.  But  he  saw 
it  would  not  do,  and  stopped  abruptly.  "  Really,"  said  Pitt,  with 
a  sly  severity,  and  it  was  almost  the  only  sharp  thing  I  ever  heard 
him  say  of  any  friend,  "  I  had  not  the  curiosity  to  ask  what  I  was 
to  be."  ' 

Amongst  the  letters  addressed  to  Mr.  Wilberforce,  to  be  found 
in  these  volumes,  is  one  written  by  Johii  Wesley  from  his  death- 
bed, on  the  day  before  he  sank  into  the  lethargy  from  which  he 
was  never  roused.  They  are  probably  the  last  written  words  of 
that  extraordinary  man :  — 

'February  24, 1791. 

*  My  dear  Sir, 

*  Unless  Divine  power  has  raised  you  up  to  be  as  Athanasius 
contra  mundum^  I  see  not  how  you  can  go  through  your  glorious 
enterprise,  in  opposing  that  execrable  villany  which  is  the  scandal 
of  religion,  of  England,  and  of  human  nature.  Unless  God  has 
raised  you  up  for  this  very  thing,  you  will  be  worn  out  by  the 
opposition  of  men  and  devils :  but  if  God  be  for  you,  who  can  be 
against  you  ?  Are  all  of  them  together  stronger  than  God  ?  Oh ! 
be  not  weary  of  well  doing.  Go  on  in  the  name  of  God,  and  in 
the  power  of  his  might,  till  even  American  slavery,  the  vilest  that 
ever  saw  the  sun,  shall  vanish  away  before  it*  That  he  who  has  guided 
you  from  your  youth  up,  may  continue  to  strengthen  you  in  this  and 
all  things,  is  the  prayer  of,  dear  sir,  your  affectionate  servant, 

*JoHN  Wesley.' 

From  a  very  different  correspondent,  Jeremy  Bentham,  Mr. 
Wilberforce  received  two  notes,  for  which,  as  they  are  the  only  ex- 
amples we  have  seen  in  print  of  his  epistolary  style,  we  must  find 
a  place :  — 

'  Kind  Sir, 

*The  next  time  you  happen  on  Mr.  Attorney-General,  in 
the  House  or  elsewhere,  be  pleased  to  take  a  spike  —  the  longer 
and  sharper  the  better  —  and  apply  it  to  him,  by  way  of  niementOy 
that  the  Penitentiary  Contract  Bill  has,  for  I  know  not  what  length 
oT  time,  been  sticking  in  his  hands;  and  you  will  much  oblige  your 
humble  servant  to  command^ 

*  Jeremy  Bentham. 

*  N.B.  —  A  corking-pin  was,  yesterday,  applied  by  Mn  Abbot.' 
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*  I  Bf  inpathtsQ  with  your  now  happily  promiiung  MEertioDS  in 
behalf  of  the  rece  of  iiinoceuts,  whose  lot  it  has  hitherto  been  to  he 
mtide  the  anbject-matter  of  depredation,  for  the  purpose  of  being 
treated  v/one  than  the  authors  of  BUch  crimes  are  treated  for  those 
Crimea  in  other  places.' 

There  are,  in  this  work,  some  occasional  additions  to  the  stock 
of  political  anecdotes.     Of  these  we  transcribe  the  following  t^ped- 


'  Franklin  signed  the  Peace  of  Paris  in  his  old  spotted  velvet 
coat  (it  being  the  time  of  a  court-mouraing,  which  rendered)  it 
more  particiUar).  "  What,"  saiil  my  friend  the  negotiator,  "  is  the 
nieaijing  of  tliat  harlequin  coat  ?  "■ — "  It  is  that  in  which  he  wa8 
abused  by  Wedderhume."  He  showed  much  rancour  and  personal 
enmity  to  this  country — would  not  grant  the  common  passports 
for  trade,  which  were,  however,  easily  got  from  Jay  or  Adams. 

'  Dined  with  Lord  Camden  ;  he  very  chatty  and  pleasant.  Abused 
Thiirlow  for  his  duplicity  and  mystery.     Said  the  King  had  said  to 
him  occjisionally  he  had  wished  Thurlow  and  Pitt  to  agree ;  for  that 
t)oth  were  necessary  to  him — one  in  the  Lords,  the  other  in  the 
Commons.     Thurlow  will  never  do  anything  to  oblige  Lord  Cam- 
den, l>ecause  he  is  a  friend  of  Pitt's.   Lord  Camden  himself,  tliough 
he  speaks  of  Pitt  with  evident  affection,  seems  rather  to  complain;' 
of  his  being  too  much  under  the  influence  of  any  one  who  is  aboul 
him ;  particularly  of  Dundas,  who  prefers  his  countrymen  whei 
ever  he  can.     Lord  Camden  is  sure  that  Lord  Bute  got  money  by 
the  Peace  of  Paris.     He  can  account  for  his  sinking  near  300,000/. 
in  land  and  houses;  and  bis  paternal  estate  in  the  island  which 
bears  his  name,  was  not  above  1 500/.  a  year,  and  he  is  a  life-tccMUifc 
only  of  W'ortley,  which  may  be  8000?.  or   10,000?.     Lord  Camdi 
does  not  believe  Lord  Bute  has  any  the  least  connection  with 
King  now,  whatever  he  may  have  had.     Lord  Thurlow  is  gi' 
constant  dinners  to  the  Judges,  to  gain  them  over  to  his  partj^ 
•  "  •  •  "  was  applied  to  by  *"""", a  wretched  sort  of  dependant 
the  Prince  of  Wales,  to  know  if  he  would  lend  money  on  the  joioj 
bond  of  the  Prince  and  the  Dukes  of  York  and  Clarence,  to  receii 
double  the  sum  lent,  whenever  the  King  should  die,  and  either  tl 
Prince  of  Wales,  the  Dukes  of  York  and  Clarence,  come  into  tbi 
inheritance,     The  sum  intended  to  be  raised  is  200,000?. 

'Tis  only  a  hollow  truce,  not  a  peace,  that  ia  made  betwi 
Thurlow  and  Pitt.     They  can  have  no  confidence  in  each  other. 

Boswcll,  the  prince  of  biographers,  has  well  nigh  ruined  tlie  a 
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of  biography.  For  like  every  other  art,  it  has  its  laws,  or  rather  is 
bound  by  those  laws  to  which  all  composition  is  subject,  whether 
the  pen  or  the  pencil,  the  chisel  or  the  musical  chords,  be  the  in- 
strument with  which  we  work.  Of  those  canons,  the  chief  is,  that 
the  artist  must  aim  at  unity  of  effect,  and  must  therefore  bring  all 
the  subordinate  parts  of  his  design  into  a  tributary  dependence  on 
his  principal  object.  Boswell  (a  man  of  true  genius,  however 
coarse  his  feelings,  and  however  flagrant  his  self-conceit),  knew  how 
to  extract  from  every  incident  of  his  hero's  life,  and  from  the 
meanest  alike  and  the  noblest  of  his  hero's  associates,  a  series  of 
ever-varying  illustrations  and  embellishments  of  his  hero's  charac- 
ter. The  imagination  of  Cervantes  scarcely  produced  a  portrait 
more  single,  harmonious,  and  prominent,  in  the  centre  of  innu- 
merable sketches,  and  of  groups  which  fill  without  crowding  the 
canvass. 

The  imitators  of  this  great  master  have  aspired  to  the  same  suc- 
cess by  the  simple  collocation  of  all  facts,  all  letters,  and  all  sayings, 
from  which  the  moral,  intellectual,  or  social  nature  of  the  main 
figure  on  their  biographical  easel  may  be  inferred.  But  in  order 
to  truth  of  effect,  a  narrator  must  suppress  much  of  the  whole  truth. 
Charles  V.  of  Spain,  and  Charles  I.  of  England,  still  live  in  picture, 
as  they  lived  in  the  flesh,  because  Titian  and  Vandyke  knew  how 
to  exclude,  to  conceal,  and  to  diminish,  as  well  as  how  to  copy. 
Imagination  cannot  do  her  work  unless  she  be  free  in  the  choice  of 
her  materials ;  and  if  the  work  of  imagination  be  undone,  nothing 
is  done  which  any  distant  times  will  hoard  as  a  part  of  their  literary 
inheritance. 

Mr.  Wilberforce  was  an  admirable  subject  for  the  exercise  of  the 
dramatic  power  which  converts  a  whole  generation  into  a  mirror, 
reflecting  all  the  different  attitudes,  and  glowing  with  all  the  shift- 
colours,  of  some  one  conspicuous  and  commanding  form.  A  filial 
hand  could  not,  without  some  impropriety,  have  used,  if  it  had 
possessed,  that  power ;  and  the  time  is  perhaps  too  recent  for  any 
one  to  hazard  such  a  performance.  These  volumes  must  therefore 
be  considered  as  mSmoirea  pour  aei^ivy  in  the  composition  of  an 
historical  picture  of  English  society,  political  and  religious,  as  it  ex- 
isted in  the  most  eventful  epoch  of  the  history  of  England,  and  as 
it  clustered  round  one  of  its  most  admirable  members.  Whoever 
shall  undertake  that  task,  will  find  here  guides  to  whom  it  is  im- 
possible to  deny  the  praise  of  fidelity  and  diligence,  and  unaffected 
modesty.  Studiously  withdrawing  themselves  from  the  notice  of 
their  readers,  they  have  made  no  display  of  their  own  theological, 
scientific,  and  literary  wealth.  Their  work  has  been  executed  with 
ability,  and  with  deep  affection.     If  their  father  does  not  live  in 
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their  pages  as  Madame  de  Stael  described  him — the  most  eloquent 
and  the  wittiest  converser  she  had  met  in  England — nor  as  tradi- 
tion commemorates  him — the  ever  bright  and  animating  centre  of 
the  social  system  which  gravitated  roimd  him — he  is  yet  luminously 
exhibited  in  his  still  nobler  character,  as  consuming  his  existence 
in  labours  for  the  Church,  for  the  State,  and  for  mankind,  such  as 
no  other  man  in  that  age,  and  such  as  no  private  man  in  any  age 
of  his  country's  annals,  had  at  once  the  genius  and  the  will  to 
render. 
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In  one  of  those  collections  of  Essays  which  have  recently  been 
detached   from  the   main  body  of  the   Edinburgh    Eeview  (the 
writers  of  that  Journal  following  therein  the  policy  of  Constantine 
and  of  Charlemagne,  when  dividing  their  otherwise  too  extensive 
Empires  into  distinct  though  associated  sovereignties),  there  occur 
certain  pleasant  allusions,  already  rendered  obscure  by  the  lapse  of 
time,  to  a  religious  sect  or  society,  which,  as  it  appears,  was  flourish- 
ing in  this  realm  in  the  reign  of  George  IIL   What  subtle  theories, 
what  clouds  of  learned  dusty  might  have  been  raised  by  future 
Binghams,  and  by  Du  Pins  yet  unborn,  to  determine  what  was  The 
Patent  Christianity^  and  what  The  Clapham  Sect  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  had  not  a  fair  and  a  noble  author  appeared  to  dispel,  or  at 
least  to  mitigate,  the  darkness  I   Something,  indeed,  had  been  done 
aforetime.     The  antiquities  of  Clapham,  had  they  not  been  written 
in  the  Britannia  of  Mr.  Lysons  ?     Her  beauties,  had  they  not  in- 
spired the  muse  of  Mr.  Robins?     But  it  was  reserved  for  Mrs. 
Milner,  in  her  life  of  Dean  Milner,  and  for  Lord  Teignmouth,  in 
his  Life  of  his  Father,  to  throw  such  light  on  her  social  and  eccle- 
siastical state  as  will  render  the  facetious  Journalist  *  intelligible  to 
future  generations.     Treading  in  their  steps,  and  aided  by  their 
information,  it  shall  be  our  endeavour  to  clear  up  still  more  fully, 
for  the  benefit  of  ages  yet  to  come,  this  passage  in  the  ecclesiastical 
history  of  the  age  which  has  just  passed  away. 

Though  living  amidst  the  throes  of  Empires,  and  the  fall  of 
Dynasties,  men  are  not  merely  warriors  and  politicians.  Even  in 
such  times  they  buy  and  sell,  build  and  plant,  marry,  and  are  given 
in  marriage.  And  thus  it  happened,  that  during  the  war  with  re- 
volutionary France,  Henry  Thornton,  the  then  representative  in 
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parliament  of  the  borougbofSouthwark,  having  become  a  husband, 
became  also  the  owner  of  a  apacioua  mausioQ  on  the  con&nes  of  the 
villa-cinctured  common  of  Clapham. 

It  is  difficult  to  consider  the  suburbau  retirement  of  a  wealthy 
banker  a?sthetically  fas  the  Germans  have  it);  but,  in  this  instancet 
the  int«rventioQ  of  William  Pitt  impai-ted  some  dignity  to  an  do- 
currence  otherwise  so  uupoeticaL  He  dismissed  for  a  moment  hia 
budgets  and  his  subsidies,  for  the  amusement  of  planning  an  oval 
saloon,  to  be  added  to  this  newly  purchased  residence.  It  arose  at 
bis  bidding,  and  yet  remains,  perhaps,  a  solitary  monument  of  the 
architectural  skill  of  that  imperial  mind.  Lofty  and  symmetrical, 
it  was  curiously  wainscoted  with  book?  ou  every  side,  except  where 
it  opened  on  a  far  extended  lawn,  reposing  beneath  the  giant  arma 
of  aged  elms  and  massive  tulip-trees. 

Few  of  the  designs  of  the  great  Minister  were  equally  successfijl. 
Ere  many  years  had  elapsed,  the  chamber  he  had  thus  projected 
became  the  scene  of  enjoyments  which,  amidst  his  proudest  triumpha, 
he  might  well  have  envied,  and  witnessed  the  growth  of  projecta 
more  majestic  than  any  which  ever  engE^ed  the  deliberatioiiB  of 
hia  Cabinet.  For  there,  at  the  close  of  each  succeeding  day,  drew 
together  a  group  of  playful  children,  and  with  them  a  knot  of 
legislators,  rehearsing,  in  sport  or  earnestly,  some  approaching  de- 
bate ;  or  travellers  from  distant  lauds  ;  or  circumnavigators  of  the 
worlds  of  literature  and  science  ;  or  the  Pastor  of  the  neighbouring 
Church,  whose  look  announced  him  as  the  channel  through  which 
benedictions  passed  to  earth  from  heaven  ;  and,  not  seldom,  a  youth 
who  listened,  while  he  seemed  to  read  the  book  spread  out  liefore 
him.  There  also  was  still  a  matronly  presence,  controlling,  ani- 
mating, and  harmonising  the  elements  of  this  little  world,  by  a 
kindly  spell,  of  which  none  could  trace  the  working,  though  the 
charm  was  confessed  by  all.  Dissolved  in  endless  discourse,  or 
rather  in  audible  soliloquy,  flowing  from  springs  deep  and  ioez- 
haustible,  the  lord  of  this  well-peopled  enclosure  rejoiced  over  it 
with  a  contagious  joy.  In  a  few  paces,  indeed,  he  might  traverse 
the  whole  extent  of  that  patriarchal  dominion.  But  within  tboae 
narrow  precincts  were  his  Porch,  his  Studio,  his  Judgment-Seat^ 
his  Oratory,  and  'the  Church  that  was  in  hia  house,'-— the  reduced, 
but  not  imperfect  resemblance  of  that  innumerable  Company  wliich 
his  Catholic  spirit  embraced  and  loved,  under  all  the  varying  forms 
which  conceal  their  union  from  each  other  and  from  the  world. 
Discord  never  agitated  that  tranquil  home ;  lassitude  never  brooded 
l*ver  it.  Those  demons  q(L'\iled  at  the  aspect  of  a  man  in  whose 
lieace  had  found  a  resting-place,  though  his  intellect  was  in- 
oable  of  repose. 
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Henry  was  the  third  son  of  John  Thornton,  a  merchant,  re- 
nowned in  his  generation  for  a  munificence  more  than  princely, 
and  commended  to  the  reverence  of  posterity  by  the  letters  and 
the  poetry  of  Cowper,  The  father  was  one  of  those  rare  men  in 
whom  the  desire  to  relieve  distress  assumes  the  form  of  a  master 
passion;  and,  if  faith  be  due  to  tradition,  he  indulged  it  with  a 
disdain,  alternately  ludicrous  and  sublime,  of  the  good  advice 
which  the  eccentric  have  to  undergo  from  the  judicious.  Conscious 
of  no  aims  but  such  as  might  invite  the  scrutiny  of  Crod  and  man, 
he  pursued  them  after  his  own  fearless  fashion  —  yielding  to  every 
honest  impulse,  relishing  a  frolic  when  it  fell  in  his  way,  choosing 
his  associates  in  scorn  of  mere  worldly  precepts,  and  worshipping 
with  any  fellow  Christian  whose  heart  beat  in  unison  with  his  own, 
however  inharmonious  might  be  some  of  the  articles  of  their 
respective  creeds. 

His  son  was  the  heir  of  his  benevolence,  but  not  of  his  pecu- 
liarities. If  Lavater  had  been  summoned  to  divine  the  occupation 
of  Heniy  Thornton,  he  would  probably  have  assigned  to  him  the 
highest  rank  among  the  Judges  of  his  native  land.  Brows  capa- 
cious and  serene,  a  scrutinising  eye,  and  lips  slightly  separated,  as 
of  one  who  listens  and  prepares  to  speak,  were  the  true  interpreters 
of  the  informing  mind  within.  It  was  a  countenance  on  which 
were  graven  the  traces  of  an  industry  alike  quiet  and  persevering, 
of  a  self-possession  unassailable  by  any  strong  excitement,  and  of 
an  understanding  keen  to  detect  and  comprehensive  to  reconcile 
distinctions.  The  judicial,  like  the  poetical  nature,  is  a  birthright; 
and  by  that  imprescriptible  title  he  possessed  it.  Forensic  debates 
were  indeed  beyond  his  province ;  but  even  in  Westminster  Hall, 
the  noblest  of  her  temples,  Themis  had  no  more  devoted  worshipper. 
To  investigate  the  great  controversies  of  his  own  and  of  all  former 
times,  was  the  chosen  employment :  to  pronounce  sentence  in  them, 
the  dear  delight  of  his  leisure  hoiurs. 

Nothing  which  fell  within  the  range  of  his  observation  escaped 
this  curious  inquiry.  His  own  duties,  motives,  and  habits,  the 
characters  of  those  whom  he  loved  best,  the  intellectual  resources 
and  powers  of  his  various  friends  and  companions,  the  preposses- 
sions, hereditary  or  conventional,  to  which  he  or  they  were  subject, 
the  maxims  of  society,  the  dogmas  of  the  Church,  the  problems 
which  were  engaging  the  attention  of  Parliament  or  of  political 
economists,  and  those  which  affected  his  own  commercial  enter- 
prises— all  passed  in  review  before  him,  and  were  all  in  their  turn 
adjudicated  with  the  grave  impartiality  which  the  Keeper  of  the 
Great  Seal  is  expected  to  exhibit.  Truth,  the  foe  of  falsehood  — 
truth,  the  antagonist  of  error — and  truth,  the  exorcist  of  ambiguity 
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— was  the  object  of  hu  supreme  btHnage ;  and  so  rerereDtu1 1 
the  vowa  offered  by  him  at  her  xhrine,  that  he  abjured  t 
nmnion  of  those  less  devout  worshippers,  who  throw  over  her  the 
veil  of  fictioD,  or  place  her  in  epigrammatic  attitudes,  or  disguise 
her  beneath  the  mask  of  wit  or  droUeiy.     To  contemplate  truth  ia 
the  purest  light,  and  in  her  own  fair  proportionB,  he  was  cootent 
that  she  should  be  unadoraed  by  any  beauties  but  such  as  belong 
to  her  celestial  nature,  and  are  inseparable  from  it.     Hence  his 
disquiHitions  did  not  always  escape  the  reproach  of  drought  and 
tediousness,  or  avoided  it  only  by  the  cheerful  tone  and  pungent 
senae  with  which  they  were  conduct*^.    Me  bail  as  little  pretendoo 
to  the  collo(|uial  eloquence  aa  to  the  multifarious  learning  and 
tmnftcendental  revelations  of  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge.     Yet  the 
pilgrimages  to  Clapham  and  to  Highgate  were  made  with  rival 
zeal,  and  the  relics  brought  back  from  each  were  regarded  as  au 
almost  equal  sanctity.     If  the  philosophical  poet  dismissed   hviU 
audience  under  the  spell  of  theories  compassing  all  knowledge,  audU 
of  imagery  peopling  all  space,  the  practical  philosopher  neat  hijfl 
hearers  to  their  homes  inRtructed  in  a  doctrine  cheerful,  genia^l 
and  active — a  doctrine  wliich  taught  thera  to  be  sociable  and  busirM 
to  augment  to  the  utmost  of  their  power  the  joint  stock  of  butnain 
Iiappinesa,  and  freely  to  take  and  freely  to  enjoy  the  Eihare  asdgne^l 
to  each  by  the  conditions  of  that  universal  partnership.     And  wellfl 
did  the  teacher  dlustrate  his  onti  maxims.    The  law  of  social  dutjl^ 
as  interpreted  in  his  domestic  academy,  was  never  expoimded  moi<^| 
clearly  or  more  impressively  than  by  Ids  habitual  example.  fl 

Having  inherited  an  estate,  which,  though  not  splendid,  wtrtj 
enough  for  the  support  of  his  commercial  credit,  he  adjudged  ihaffl 
it  ought  never  to  be  increased  by  accumulation,  nor  diminished  bjj 
Htimptuousnees;  and  he  lived  and  died  in  the  rigid  practice  of  thin 
decision,  lu  the  division  of  his  income  between  himself  and  tti^| 
poor,  the  share  he  originally  assigned  to  them  was  nearly  bopJ 
sevenths  of  the  whole ;  and,  as  appeared  after  his  death,  frotifl 
accounts  kept  with  the  most  minute  commercial  accuracy,  tfa^| 
niiiuuTit  expended  by  him  in  one  of  his  earlier  years,  for  the  reliefl 
of  distress,  eonaiderabiy  exceeded  nine  tlioueand  poirnds.  Wheifl 
he  hail  become  the  head  of  a  family,  he  reviewed  this  decree,  anjfl 
thenceforward  regarded  himself  as  trustee  for  the  miserable,  to  th^| 
extent  only  of  one-third  of  his  whole  expenditure.  The  sama 
faithful  record  showed  that  the  smallest  annual  payment  ever  paiJB 
by  him  on  this  account  amounted  to  two  thousand  pounds.  As  ^| 
legislator,  he  hod  condemned  the  unequal  pressure  of  the  direct  tAxefl 
on  the  rich  and  the  poor ;  but,  instead  of  solacing  his  defeat  witlfl 
the  narcotic  of  virtuous  indignation,  combiued  with  discreet  pnndfl 
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mony,  he  silently  raised  his  own  contribution  to  the  level  of  his 
censure.  Tidings  of  the  commercial  failure  of  a  near  kinsman 
embarked  him  at  once  on  an  inquiry — how  far  he  was  obliged  to 
indemnify  those  who  might  have  given  credit  to  his  relative,  in  a 
reliance,  however  unauthgrised,  on  his  own  resources ;  and  again 
the  coffers  of  the  banker  were  unlocked  by  the  astuteness  of  the 
casuift.  A  mercantile  partnership  (many  a  year  has  passed  since 
the  disclosure  could  injure  or  affect  any  one),  which  without  his 
knowledge  had  obtained  from  his  firm  large  and  improvident 
advances,  became  so  hopelessly  embarrassed,  that  their  bankruptcy 
was  pressed  on  him  as  the  only  chance  of  averting  from  his  own 
house  the  most  serious  disasters.  He  overruled  the  proposal,  on 
the  ground  that  they  whose  rashnesjs  had  given  to  their  debtors  an 
unmerited  credit,  had  no  right  to  call  on  others  to  divide  with  them 
the  consequent  loss.  To  the  last  farthing  he  therefore  discharged 
the  liabilities  of  the  insolvents,  at  a  cost  of  which  his  own  share 
exceeded  twenty  thousand  pounds.  Yet  he  was  then  declining  in 
health,  and  the  father  of  nine  young  children.  Enamoured  of 
truth,  the  living  spirit  of  justice,  he  yielded  the  allegiance  of  the 
heart  to  justice,  the  outward  form  of  truth.  The  law  engraven  on 
the  tablet  of  his  conscience,  and  executed  by  the  ministry  of  his 
affections,  was  strictly  interpreted  by  his  reason,  as  the  supreme 
earthly  judge,  \\1iatever  might  be  his  topic,  or  whatever  his  em- 
ployment, he  never  laid  aside  the  ermine. 

And  yet,  for  more  than  thirty  years,  he  was  a  member  of  the 
unreformed  parliament,  representing  there  that  people,  so  few  and 
singular,  who  dare  to  think,  and  speak,  and  act  for  themselves.  He 
never  gave  one  party  vote,  was  never  claimed  as  an  adherent  by 
any  of  the  contending  factions  of  his  times,  and,  of  course,  neither 
won  nor  sought  the  favour  of  any.  An  impartial  arbiter,  whose 
suffrage  was  the  honourable  reward  of  superior  reason,  he  sat  apart 
and  aloft,  in  a  position  which,  though  it  provoked  a  splenetic 
sarcasm  from  Burke,  commanded  the  respect  even  of  those  whom 
it  rebuked. 

To  the  great  Whig  doctiines  of  Peace,  Beform,  Economy,  and 
Toleration,  he  lent  all  the  authority  of  his  name,  and  occasionally 
the  aid  of  his  voice.  But  he  was  an  infrequent  and  unimpressive 
speaker,  and  sought  to  influence  the  measures  of  his  day  rather  by 
tlie  use  of  his  pen,  than  by  any  participation  in  his  rhetoric.  His 
writings,  moral,  religious,  and  political,  were  voluminous,  though 
destitute  of  any  such  mutual  dependence  as  to  unite  them  into  one 
comprehensive  system ;  or  of  any  such  graces  of  execution  as  to  ob- 
tain for  them  permanent  acceptance.  But  in  a  domestic  liturgy 
composed  for  the  use  of  his  own  family,  and  made  public  after  his 
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death,  be  encotmteretl,  with  as  much  euccese  as  can  attend  it,  tbi 
difficulty  of  finding  thoughts  and  language  meet  to  be  addressed  by 
tbe  ephemeral  dwellers  on  the  earth  to  Him  who  inhabitetb  etenii^. 
It  iff  simple,  grave,  weighty,  and  reverential ;  and  forms  a  clear, 
thoQgh  a  &int  and  subdued,  echo  of  the.  voice  in  which  the  DcJty 
baa  revealed  his  sovereign  will  to  man.  That  will  he  habitually 
studied,  adored,  and  laboured  to  adopt.  Yet  his  piety  was  resprved 
and  unobtni'rive.  Like  the  life  blood  throbbing  in  every  piUse  and 
visiting  every  fibre,  it  was  the  latent  though  perennial  source  of 
his  mental  health  and  energy. 

A  peace,  perfect  and  unbroken,  seemed  to  possess  bim.     ffis 
tribut«  of  pain  and  sorrow  was  paid  with  a  submission  so  tranquil, 
as  aometimes  to  assume  the  appearance  of  a  morbid  insensibility. 
But  his  affections,  unimpaired  by  lawless  indulgence,  and  constant, 
to  their  proper  objects,  were  subject  to  a  control  to  be  acquired 
no  feebler  discipline.     His  from  without  assailed  him,  not  as  tl 
gloomy  ministers  of  vengeance,  but  as  the  necessary  exercise 
virtues  not  otherwise  to  be  called  into  activity.     They  came  as  the 
salutary  lessons  of  a  father,  not  as  the  penal  inflictions  of  a  judge. 
Nor  did  the  Father,  to  whom  he  so  meekly  bowed,  see  fit  to  lay 
him  those  griefs,  under  the  pressure  of  which  the  bravest  stoggt 
He  never  n-itneBse<l  the  irruption  of  death  into  his  domestic  pai 
nor  the  rending  asunder  by  sin,  the  parent  of  death,  of  the  bom 
of  love  and  reverence  which  united  to  each  other  the  inmates  of 
that  happy  home  —  a  home  happy  in  his  presence  from  whose  Hps 
no  morose,  or  angry,  or  impatient  word  ever  fell ;  on  whose  brow 
no  cloud  of  anxiety  or  discontent  was  ever  seen  to  rest.     Surroiinded 
to  bis  latest  hours  by  those  whom  it  had  been  his  chief  delighfc  to 
bless  and  to  instruct,  he  bequeathed  to  them  the  recollection  of  a 
wise,  a  good,  and  a  happy  man  ;  that  so,  if  in  future  life  a  wid< 
Rcquaintance  with  the  world  should  chill  the  heart  with  the 
ticiam  BO  often  engendered  by  such   knowledge,  they  migbt 
reassured  in  the  belief  that  human  virtue  la  no  vain  illusion 
that,  nurtured  by  the  dews  of  heaven,  it  may  expand  info  fertilil 
and  beauty,  even  in  those  fat  places  of  the  earth  which  romont 
disowns,  and  on  which  no  poet's  eye  will  condescend  to  rest 

A  goodly  heritage  1  yet  to  have  transmitted  it  (if  that  were 
would,  it  must  be  confessed,  be  an  insufficient  title  to  a  pli 
amongst  memorable  men.  Nor,  except  for  what  he  aocomplishi 
as  the  associate  of  others,  coiJd  that  claim  be  reasonably  preferrc 
on  behalf  of  Henry  Thornton.  Apart,  and  sustained  only  by 
own  resources,  he  would  neither  have  imdertaken,  nor  conceivi 
%9  more  noble  of  those  benevolent  designs  to  which  his  life 

nroted.     Affectionate,  but  passionless  —  with  a  fine  and  indeed 
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fastidious  taste^  but  destitute  of  all  creative  imagination — gifted 
rather  with  fortitude  to  endure  calamity^  than  with  courage  to  exult 
in  the  struggle  with  danger  —  a  lover  of  mankind,  but  not  an 
enthusiast  in  the  cause  of  our  common  humanity  —  his  sereiie  and 
perspicacious  spirit  was  never  haunted  by  the  visions,  nor  borne 
away  by  the  resistless  impulses,  of  which  heroic  natures,  and  they 
alone,  are  conscious.  Well  qualified  to  impart  to  the  highest 
energies  of  others  a  wise  direction,  and  inflexible  perseverance,  he 
had  to  borrow  from  them  the  glowing  temperament  which  hopes 
against  hope,  and  is  wise  in  despite  of  prudence*  He  had  not  far 
or  long  to  seek  for  such  an  alliance. 

On  the  bright  evening  of  a  day  which  had  run  its  course  some 
thirty  or  forty  summers  ago,  the  usual  group  had  formed  themselves 
in  the  library  already  celebrated.  Addressing  a  nearer  circle,  might 
be  heard  above  the  unbusy  hum  the  voice  of  the  Prelector,  inves- 
tigating the  characteristics  of  Seneca's  morality  perhaps  ;"6r,  not 
improbably,  the  seizure  of  the  Danish  fleet ;  or,  it  might  be,  the 
various  gradations  of  sanity  as  exhibited  by  Bobert  Hall  or  Johanna 
Southcote ;  when  all  pastimes  were  suspended,  and  all  speculations 
put  to  flight,  to  welcome  the  approach  of  what  seemed  a  dramatic 
procession,  emerging  from  the  deep  foliage  by  which  the  further 
slopes  of  the  now  checkered  lawn  were  overhung.  In  advance  of 
the  rest  two  noisy  urchins  were  putting  to  no  common  test  the 
philanthropy  of  a  tall  shaggy  dog,  their  playfellow,  and  the  parental 
indulgence  of  the  slight  figure  which  followed  them.  Limbs 
scarcely  stouter  than  those  of  Asmodeus,  sustaining  a  torso  as  un- 
like as  possible  to  that  of  Theseus,  carried  him  along  with  the 
agility  of  an  antelope,  though  under  the  weight  of  two  coat-pockets, 
protuberant  as  the  bags  by  which  some  learned  brother  of  the  coif 
announces  and  secures  his  rank  as  leader  of  his  circuit.  Grasping 
a  pocket  volume  in  one  hand,  he  wielded  in  the  other  &  spud, 
caught  up  in  his  progress  through  the  garden,  but  instinct  at  his 
touch  with  more  significance  than  a  whole  museum  of  horticultural 
instruments.  At  one  instant,  a  stafif,  on  which  he  leant  and  listened 
to  the  projector  at  his  elbow  developing  his  plan  for  the  better  cop- 
penng  of  ships'  bottoms,  at  the  next  it  became  a  wand,  pointing 
out  to  a  portly  constituent  from  the  Cloth  Hall  at  Leeds  some  rich 
eflect  of  the  sunset ;  then  a  truncheon,  beating  time  to  the  poetical 
reminiscences  of  a  gentleman  of  the  Wesleyan  persuasion,  looking 
painfully  conscious  of  his  best  clothes  and  of  his  best  behaviour ; 
and  ere  the  sacred  cadence  had  reached  its  close,  a  cutlass,  raised 
in  mimic  mutiny  against  the  robust  form  of  William  Smith,  who, 
as  commodore  of  this  ill-assorted  squadron,  was  endeavouring 
to  convoy  them  to  their  destined  port.     But  little  availed  the 
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aonorous  word  of  command,  or  the  heftrt-stirring  laugh  of  the  at<n 
member  for  Norwich,  to  shape  a  straight  course  for  the  volatalfl 
representative  of  the  county  of  York,  now  fairly  under  ihe  canvas 
of  his  own  bright  and  joyous  fancies.  He  moved  in  obedience 
to  some  impulse  like  that  which  prompts  the  wheelings 
swallow,  or  the  dodgings  of  the  barbel.  But  whether  he  advanced 
or  paused,  or  revolved,  his  steps  were  still  measured  by  the  ever- 
changeful  music  of  hia  own  rich  voice  ranging  over  all  the  chorda  _ 
expressive  of  mirth  and  tenderness,  of  curiosity  or  surprise, 
light  or  of  indignation,  Eheu,  fxujaces!  Those  elder  forms  e 
all  now  reposing  beneath  the  clods  of  the  valley ;  those  playful  bojn 
are  Right  Reverend  and  Venerable  dignitaries  of  the  Church  j  ont^ 
he  who  then  seemed  to  read  while  he  listened  silently,  is  now  i 
the  garrulity  of  declining  years,  telling  old  tales,  and  perhaps  dia. 
torting  in  tlie  attempt  to  revive  them,  pictures  which  hai 
since  been  fading  from  the  memory.  But  for  that  misgiving,  hoiv 
easy  to  depict  the  nearer  approach  of  William  Wilberforce,  ajid  t  ' 
the  tail  by  which,  like  some  Gaelic  chief  or  Hibernian  demagogue^ 
he  was  attended  I  How  easy  to  portray  the  joyous  fusion  of  thq 
noisy  strollers  across  the  lawn,  with  the  quieter  but  not  leas  happjn 
a»ssemblage  which  had  watched  and  enjoyed  their  pantomime  —  Ci 
trace  the  confluence  of  the  two  streams  of  discourse,  impftrtinj_ 
grace  and  rapidity  to  the  one,  and  depth  and  volume  to  the  uthei 
—  to  paint  the  brightening  aspect  of  the  grave  censor,  as  his  i 
reveries  were  flashed  back  on  him  in  picturesque  forms  and  brilliaaH 
colours  —  or  to  delineate  the  suMued  countenance  of  his  mercuriid 
associate,  as  he  listened  to  profound  contemplations  on  the  capacities 
and  the  duties  of  man! 

Of  Mr.  Wilberforce,  we  have  had  occasion  to  write  so  recentlj^ 
and  so  much  at  large,  that  though  the  Agamemnon  of  the  host  v 
celebrate  —  the  very  sun  of  the  Claphamic  system  —  we  pause  nol 
now  to  describe  him.  His  fair  demesne  was  conterminous  will 
that  of  Mr.  Thornton ;  nor  lacked  there  sunny  hanks,  or  sheltert 
shrubberies,  where  in  each  change  of  season,  they  revolved  1 
captivity  under  which  man  was  groaning,  and  projected  sohemol 
for  his  deliverance.  And  although  such  conclaves  might  sea 
be  convened  except  in  the  presence  of  these  two,  yet  were  tfaq 
rarely  held  without  the  aid  of  others,  especially  of  such  as  oooH 
readily  find  their  way  thither  from  the  other  quarters  of  the  s 
village. 

Yet  to  that  village  would  not  seldom  resort  guests  from  moi^ 
rural  abodes  which  in  that  age,  ignorant  of  iron  railways,  were  r 
garded  as  sequestered  dwellings  in  remote  districta  of  our  islao^ 
Among  them  not  the  least  frequent,  or  welcome,  or  hoaourf ' 


THE   CLAPUAM   SECT.  529 

visitor,  was  one  who  descended  to  the  table-land  of  Clapham 
Common  from  that  loftier  table-land,  once  covered  by  the  ancient 
forest  of  Needwood.  It  is  furrowed  by  several  sloping  valleys,  each 
forming  the  bed  of  a  rapid  brook,  which  chafes  and  twists  itself 
round  the  roots  of  oaks  so  venerable  as  to  have  sheltered  the  deer 
beneath  their  branches  in  the  time  of  the  Heptarchy.  In  later 
times  a  keeper's  lodge,  which  takes  its  name  from  the  adjacent 
village  of  Yoxall,  was  erected  for  the  protection  of  the  game  at  the 
confluence  of  two  of  these  rivulets ;  for  the  bolts  of  *  Guy  of  good 
Gisbome'  had  not  rarely  stricken  down  the  noblest  bucks  as  they 
came  to  slake  their  thirst  at  those  running  waters.  In  the  reign  of 
George  II.  a  family,  deriving  their  name  from  the  same  ^  Gisbome,' 
had  added  Yoxall  Lodge  to  their  large  possessions,  and  pm-sned  the 
sports  of  the  forest  with  scarcely  less  ardour  than  the  bold  outlaw 
himself.  But  this  hereditary  passion  for  the  chase  did  not  descend 
to  Thomas  Gisbome,  the  second  of  the  race  among  the  modern 
proprietors  of  Yoxall  Lodge.  Though  fortune  had  given  him  wealth, 
and  nature  had  endowed  him  with  a  figure  as  graceful  and  as  elastic 
as  that  of  the  deer  which  peeped  out  on  his  mansion  from  the 
neighbouring  hollies,  and  though  his  spirit  was  brave  and  joyous, 
yet  his  stout  heart  and  masculine  intellect  were  wedded  to  a  feminine 
soul.  Though  he  never  feared  the  face  or  the  understanding 
of  mortal  man,  he  shrank  with  a  kind  of  virgin  sensitiveness  from 
the  coarse  familiarities  of  the  field  and  of  the  world.  Though  gay, 
even  to  uproar,  in  the  morning  of  life,  and  in  his  interior  circle,  he 
appeared  beyond  those  narrow  precincts^  like  a  man  driven  by  con- 
stitutional shyness  into  silence  and  seclusion.  When,  therefore, 
the  freeholders  of  his  native  county  proposed  to  send  him  as  their 
representative  to  the  House  of  Commons,  he  turned  away  with  aver- 
sion from  such  a  plunge  into  the  miry  waters  of  parliamentary  strife^ 
and  from  such  an  exile  from  the  glades  and  the  forest  banks  over 
which  he  rejoiced.  He  was  not  a  man  to  be  cajoled  out  of  his  own 
happiness  by  any  concert  of  his  neighbours'  tongues,. and  escaped 
the  importunities  of  the  electors  of  Derbyshire  by  taking  sanctuary 
in  the  Church.  In  early  manhood  he  bec^une  one  of  her  ministers, 
and  sheltered  himself,  for  the  rest  of  his  days,  among  the  *  patrician 
trees'  and  the  *  plebeian  imderwood'  of  his  forest,  from  the  con- 
flicts of  the  aristocracy  and  commonalty  of  the  Palace  of  West- 
minster. 

Though  secluded,  he  was  not  solitary.  A  daughter  of  the  ancient 
family  of  Babington  became  the  companion  of  bis  retirement, 
during  a  period  of  almost  sixty  years ;  staying  her  steps  upon  his 
arm,  imbibing  wisdom  from  his  lips,  gathering  hope  and  courage 
from  his  eye,  and  rendering  to  him  such  an  homage,  or  rather  such 
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a  worsliip,  as  to  draw  from  tlie  object  of  it  a  raillery  so  playfij,  so  t 
tender,  and  so  full  of  meaaing,  that  perhaps  it  ultimately  enhanced  J 
the  affectionate  error  which,  for  the  moment,  it  rebuked. 

Husband,  father,  and  householder  as  he  was,  a  house  was  all  bub  4 
a  Biiperfluitj  to  Mr.  Gishorne.     From  dawn  till  sunset  he  never 
willingly  passed  an  hour  away  from  the  tangled  brakes  or  th 
uplands  of  Needwood,   or  the  banks  of  the  neighbouring  Trent. 
There  it  waa  his  joyful  and  inexhaustible  employment  to  study  . 
the  ways   of  natm-e,  to  investigate    her  laws,   and   to   meditate  4 
the  books  by  which  he  maintained  his  intercourse  with  the  outet  I 
world.     No  plant  lay  in  the  large  circuit  of  those  daily  walks,  of  1 
which  he  did  not  understand  the  history  and  the  use.     No  animal 
crossed  bie  path  or  rose  into  the  air  before  him,  in  which  he  did 
not  recognise  a  familiar  acquaintance.     No  picturesque  grouping  of 
the  oaks  and  hollies  in  that  ancient  chase  —  no  play  of  light  or 
shade  through  their  foliage —  no  glimpse  of  the  remoter  la 
caught  bis   eye,  without   being  treasured   in   his    memory    and 
transferred  to  his  sketcli-book.     And  when,  as  would  occasionally 
happen,  'one  much  pent  in   cities'  was  permitted  to  partake  in 
these-  forest  rambles,  Mr.  Gishorne  would  throw  aside,  under  the 
genial  influence  of  the  place,  the  reserve  which  hung  upon  him  in 
crowded  saloons,  and  would  pour  himself  out  in  a  stream  of  difr-   | 
course,   sometimes  grave   and   speculative,   but  more   frequently  [ 
sparkling  with  humorous  conceits,  or  eddying  into  retrospects  of  | 
the  comedy  of  life,  of  which  he  had  been  a  most  attentive,  though  f 
too  often  a  silent  spectator.    Nothing  could  exceed  the  amiable  good  I 
humour  with  which,  on  such  occasions,  he  would  amuse  himself  | 
with  the  incapacity  ijf  his  metropolitan  companion  to  decipher, 
without  his  aid,  a  single  line  of  that  fair  scroll  of  beauty  and  of  J 
wisdom  which  he  himself  could  read  in  every  scene  through  whid 
they  passed.     Their  walks,   however,   woidd  sometimes   conduo^ 
tliem  to  a  spot,  the  charm  of  which  it  required  no  rural  tastes  t 
feel,  and  no  rural  knowledge  to  interpret. 

It  was  the  populous  vilify  in  which  Mr.  Gisborne  ministered  aa^ 
a  coimtry  clergyman.  Among  its  poor  inhabitants  he  seemed  to  f 
remember  nothing  except  that  they  were  hia  flock,  and  he  th^  J 
pastor.  Happy  in  bis  books,  his  pencil,  his  writings,  and  his  home,  ■] 
he  never  was  so  happy  as  when,  sitting  by  the  poor  man's  hearth,  J 
he  chatted  with  him  about  crops  and  village  politics,  or  with  tlM  ,1 
goodwife  about  her  children,  her  chickens,  and  her  bees,  and  then  l 
gently  deposited,  in  hearts  softened  by  his  kindness,  some  protifUi  1 
seeds  of  a  more  than  human  wisdom 

From  the  lodge  in  the  centre  of  the  forest,  to  the  fold  thus  I 
settled  on  the  slopes  of  it,  there  was  happily  a  distance  of  three  f 
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miles,  which  became  to  Mr.  Gisborae  a  species  of  enlarged  though 
most  secluded  Study,  where,  from  day  to  day,  he  revolved  that 
series  of  publications  to  which  lie  was  indebted  throughout  many 
years  for  au  extensive  influence  and  celebrity.  That  fame  is  now 
dying  away.  The  thoughts  of  his  times  were  widely  dissimilar  from 
those  of  the  present  generation.  A  more  impassioned  poetry,  a 
severer  philosophy,  and  a  theology  far  more  inquisitive  and  adven- 
turous, are  consigning  to  a  premature  oblivion  many  of  his  books, 
which  his  contemporaries  hailed  with  delight,  and  with  predic- 
tions of  endiuriug  renown.  Nor  were  those  predictions  uttered  with- 
out much  apparent  reason.  For  Mr.  Giflborne  contributed  largely 
to  the  formation  of  the  national  mind  on  subjects  of  the  highest 
importance  to  the  national  cliaracter.  He  was  the  expositor  of 
the  '  Evangelical'  system  to  those  cultivated  or  fastidious  readers, 
who  were  intolerant  of  the  ruder  style  of  his  less  refined  brethren. 
He  addressed  them  as  a  poet,  as  a  moralist,  as  a  natural  pbilo- 
Bopher,  and  as  a  divine.  But  he  wrought  in  a  spirit,  which,  though 
perfectly  free  and  independent,  was  yet  imitative.  Cowper  was 
bis  model  in  poetry ;  Paley,  whom  he  opposed,  was  yet  the 
prompter  of  his  moral  philosophy;  and  Bishop  Tomline  suggested 
the  most  considerable  of  his  theological  treatises.  His  literary 
fame,  if  it  shall  indeed  endure  the  competitions  of  a  later  age, 
must  rest  on  his  sermons.  They  were  regarded  by  his  contem- 
poraries as  models  in  a  style  of  composition  in  which  the  English 
language  has  scarcely  a  single  specimen  of  excellence.  Except  one 
or  two  discoursea  of  South,  and  as  many  of  Robert  Hall,  we  have 
absolutely  nothing  to  put  in  competition  with  the  pulpit  oratory  of 
France.  We  possess,  indeed,  many  homiletical  essays  of  exuberant 
power,  wealth,  and  eloquence,  but  scarcely  an  attempt  attesting 
even  the  consciousness  of  what  constitutes  the  perfection  of  a 
homily.  Mr.  Gisbome  Approached  more  nearly  than  any  Anglicou 
clergjTnan  of  his  time  towards  the  ideal  of  that  mucli  neglected 
art.  His  sermons  were  perspicuous  in  the  analysis  of  truth,  and 
energetic  in  the  inculcation  of  it.  He  knew  how  to  assign  to  the 
principal  topic  of  each  discourse  its  due  predominiuice,  and  to  the 
collateral  topics  their  just  subordination.  His  sermons  were  re- 
markable for  that  unity  of  design  which  is  indispensable  to  beauty, 
and  that  elevated  singleness  of  purpose,  without  which  the  most 
exquisite  graces  of  composition  are  utterly  worthless  in  tlie  pulpit. 
They  were  scriptural,  uncompromising,  and  transparently  luminous; 
and  deservedly  obtained  a  cordial  acceptance  and  a  wido  popu- 
larity. If  the  unction  of  Mr.  Gisbome's  addresses  had  been  equal 
tu  their  vigour ;  If  the  sentiment  had  been  as  profound  as  it  wae 
genuine,  or  as  elevated  as  it  was  just ;  if  the  style  had  been  as  easy 
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as  it  was  correct ;  if  imagination  had  done  her  work  as  effectuall; 
BE  taste  performed  her  ofBce ;  if,  in  a  word,  those  sermons  had  bent] 
animated  hy  the  soul  of  an  orator  aa  fully  as  they  were  moulded  by] 
the  hand  of  an  artist,  a  scholar,  and  a  divine,  they  woiild  have  bet 
not  merely  the  delight  of  hia  own  times,  hut  a  part  of  the  litei 
inheritance  of  Englishmen  in  our  own  and  iu  future  ages. 

There  have  been  saints  of  every  possible  variety  of  Christian! 
heroism, — martyrs  of  truth  and  majtyrs  of  humanity,  thaiunatuT' 
gista  and  ascetics,  mystics  and  missionaries.  But  there  is  a  form 
of  sanctity  more  rare  than  any  of  these,  and  more  excellent  than 
most  of  them.  It  is  that  sanctity  which  '  passing  through  the 
valley  of  Baca  maketh  it  a  well,'  which  throws  over  this  dark  world 
an  atmosphere  like  that  of  a  yet  unforfeited  paradise.  It  is  the 
sanctity  of  happiness.  It  is  the  conversion  of  the  life  of  maa 
into  a  continued  eucharistic  service,  rendered  to  a  gracious  fath 
by  a  grateful  and  confiding  child. 

There  are  yet  living  some  who  passed  many  years  in  the  closest? 
intimacy  with  Thomas  Gisborne  which  cau  subsist  between 
different  generations,  who,  looking  back  on  that  long  familiar  in- 
tercourse, can  recollect  nothing  which  detracted  from  hia  appa- 
rently unsullied  inuooency: — no  irreverent  forget  fulness  of  the 
divine  presence,  and  no  ostentatious  recognition  of  it;  no  haughti- 
nesa  of  spirit,  no  morose  or  vindictive  temper,  no  morbid  desire 
for  human  applause,  no  cold  indifference  to  human  affection,  no 
inordinate  self-indulgence,  no  world  idolatry.  Such  self-conquest 
is  the  indispensable  basis  of  whatever  else  is  great  in  human  cha- 
racter. The  philanthropists  of  vice  and  self-indulgence  delineated 
by  Fielding  and  Sheridan  are  as  absolute  chimeras  as  the  centaurs 
and  hypogriffs  of  romance.  Yet  no  accumulation  of  mere 
tive  virtues  will  render  any  man  either  great  or  good.  To  a  coa- 
science  void  of  offence,  Mr.  Gisborne  added  a  kind  of  passion  for 
all  the  works  of  God,  animate  and  inanimate,  and  a  profomid  and 
tranquil  love  of  God  himself.  It  was  no  unseemly  or  loquociotu 
affection,  but  a  grave  and  cheerful  complacency,  resting  on  tha 
meek  assurance  that  ho  was  himself  the  object  of  the  unceasjog 
benignity  of  his  Maker.  The  aun  shone  with  a  mild  and  uii< 
clouded  lustre  on  his  path,  as  he  pursued  it  from  his  youth  to  thOi 
grave,  with  tranquil  energy  and  undisturbed  composure. 

It  is  better  to  go  to  the  bouse  of  mourning  than  to  the  house  <^' 
feasting;  but  it  is  better  still  to  go  to  the  house  of  heaven-d&i 
scended  peace  and  heaven -ascending  thankfulness.  They  who 
once  passed  many  happy  days  beneath  the  roof  of  Thomas  Gis-, 
borne,  have  since  visited  many  an  abode  of  sorrow  and  of  j< 
bearing  with  them  a  recoUectiou  which  may  have  allayed  both  tl 
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_Kinultuous  mirth  and  the  depressing  sorrows  of  this  transient 
Btate.  It  ia  the  recollection  of  one  to  whom  everything  yielded 
some  innocent  delight,  and  over  whom  nothing  ever  cast  a.  cloud 
of  melancholy.  Their  memories  recall  the  chamber  in  which  he 
pasaed  such  of  his  studious  hours  as  were  witiidrawn  from  his  out- 
door life  —  a  chamber  which  it  might  seem  no  dealer  in  household 
furniture  had  ever  been  permitted  to  enter,  but  where  books  and 
laanu^iicriptfi,  plants  and  pallets,  tools  and  philasophic^l  instru- 
ments, birds  perched  on  the  shoulder,  or  nestling  in  the  bosom  of 
the  student,  or  birds  curiously  stuffed  by  his  hands,  usurped  the 
places  usually  assigned  to  the  works  of  the  upholsterer.  They 
can  still  revive  the  remembrance  of  his  library,  embellished  with 
his  own  paintings,  and  thronged  with  kindred,  friends,  and  neigh- 
bours, among  whom  he  would  sometimes  converse  with  the  mature 
wisdom  of  old  age,  and  aometimea  disport  himself  with  the  unre- 
strained gaiety  of  boyhood.  Theology,  literature,  art,  natural  his- 
tory, gardening,  and  rambles  through  his  forest,  filled  the  leisure 
of  a  life  devoted  to  pastoral  and  to  domestic  duties.  Yet  they  did 
not  deprive  him  either  of  the  time  or  of  the  inclination  to  take 
Ilia  share  in  those  pursuits  to  which  his  friends  at  Clapham  had 
consecrated  their  existence.  His  heart  was  with  them.  His  pen 
and  hia  purse  were  ever  at  their  command. 

During  a  period  of  more  than  fifty  years,  an  intimacy  the  most 
confiding  and  affectionate,  united  Thomas  Gisbome  to  William 
Wilberforce,  The  member  for  Yorkshire  made  Yoxall  Lodge  his 
country  residence,  and  the  Staffordshire  divine  had  his  suburban 
sojourn  at  the  house  of  his  friend  at  Clapham.  Among  the  sec- 
taries of  that  village  he  took  his  share  in  labour  and  in  delibera- 
tion, whether  the  abolition  of  the  slave  trade,  the  diffusion  of 
Cliristianity,  the  war  against  vice  and  ignorance,  or  the  advance- 
ment of  evangelical  theology,  was  the  object  of  the  passing  day. 
Yet,  when  he  was  engaged  in  these  public  duties,  they  who  knew 
him  best  would  perceive  that  their  publicity  was  pajnful,  and  their 
seeming  ostentation  offensive  to  him.  When  seated  at  the  cabinet 
held  in  the  library  of  Henry  Thornton,  it  was  obvious  that  the 
heart  of  Thomas  Gisboroe  was  still  turning  to  his  parish,  and  that 
his  imagination  was  far  away  in  the  recesses  of  hia  forest.  It  had 
been  the  cradle  of  hia  childhood ;  and  there,  at  the  age  of  eighty- 
seven,  his  body  was  committed  to  the  grave  in  the  fulnesa  of  that 
sure  and  certain  hope  which  had  thrown  her  bright  hues  over 
every  passage  of  hia  protracted  residence  on  earth.  It  was  com- 
mitted to  the  grave  in  the  fulneas  of  that  soothing  and  grateful 
memory,  also,  which  they  who  stood  together  round  his  bier  re- 
tained of  a  father  and  of  a  friend,  from  whom  they  had  learned 


'  very  many  lessons ;  but  above  all,  the  lesson  that  though  the  path 

through  earth  to  heaven  be  usually  pursued  through  a  vale   of 

tears,  it  may  also  be  sometimes  pursued  through  green  pasture^ 

and  by  waters  of  comfort,  with  a  light  from  heaven  itaelf  lighten- 

1  ing  every  step,  and  shining  more  and  more  unto  the  perfect  day. 

It  is  not  permitted  to  any  coterie  altogether  to  escape  the  spirit 
I  of  coterie.     Clapham  Common,  of  course,  thought  Itself  the  best 
J  of  all  possible  commons.     Such,  at  least,  was  the  opinion  of  the 
lless  eminent  of  those  who  were  entitled  to  house-bote  and  diuner- 
1  bote  there.     If  the  common  was  attacked,  the  whole  homage  was 
I  in  a  flame.     If  it  was  laughed  at,  there  could  be  no  remaining 
I  Bease  of  decency  amongst  men.     The  commoners  admired  in  each 
I  other  the  reflection  of  their  own  looks,  and  the  echo  of  their  own 
voices.     A  critical  race,  they  drew  many  of  their  canons  of  criti- 
cism  from  books  and  talk  of  their  own  parentage ;  and  for  those 
on  the  oiit-side  of  the  pale,  there  might  be,  now  and  then,  some 
failm^e  of  charity.     Their  festivities  were  not  exhilarating.     New 
I  faces,  new  topics,  and  a  less  liberal  expenditure  of  wisdom  imme- 
I  diately  after  dinner,  would  have  improved  them.     Thus,  even  at 
I  Clapham,  the  discerning  might  perceive  the  imperfections  of  our 
I  common  nature,  and  take  up  the  lowly  confession  of  the  great 
I  Thoraea  Erskine^"  After  all,  gentlemen,  I  am  but  a  man." 
1       But  if  not  more  than  men,  they  were  not  leas.     They  had  none 
I  of  the  intellectual  coxcombry  since  so  prevalent.     Tiiey  did  not 

■  instil  philosophic  and  political  neology  into  young  ladies  and  offi- 
I  cers  of  the  Guaxds,  through  the  gentle  medium  of  the  fashionable 
I  novel.     They  mourned  over  .the  ills  inseparable  from  the  progresa 

■  of  society,  without  shrieks  or  hysterics.     They  were  not  epicures 

■  for  whose  languid  palates  the  sweets  of  the  rich  man's  banquet 
I  must  be  seasoned  with  the  acid  of  the  poor  man's  discontent. 
l-^'heir  philanthropy  did  not  languish  wiUiout  the  stimulant  of 
I  aatire ;  nor  did  it  degenerate  into  a  mere  ballet  of  tender  attitudes 
I  and  sentimental  pirouettes.  Their  philosophy  was  something  better 
I  than  an  array  of  hard  words.  Their  religion  was  something  more 
I  than  a  collection  of  impalpable  essences;  too  fine  for  analysis,  and 
I  too  delicate  for  use.  It  was  a  hardy,  serviceable,  friiitbearing,  and 
I  patrimonial  religion. 

I  They  were  the  sons,  by  natural  or  spiritual  birth,  of  men  who, 
I  in  the  earlier  days  of  Methodism,  had  shaken  off  the  lethargy  io 
I  which,  till  then,  the  Church  of  England  had  been  entranced — of 
I  men,  by  whose  agency  the  great  evangelic  doctrine  of  faith,  em^- 
I  ging  in  its  primeval  splendour,  had  not  only  overpowered  the  con- 
I  trary  heresies,  but  had  perhaps  obscured  some  kindred  truthi^ 
I  This  earlier  generation  of  the  evangelic  school  had  been  too  ingen- 
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uoiis,  and  too  coufiiiect  in  tLe  divine  reality  of  their  cause,  to 
liee.d  much  what  hostility  they  might  awaken.  They  had  been 
content  to  pass  for  fools,  in  a.  world  wliose  boast«d  wisdom  they 
accounted  folly.  In  their  once  central  and  all-pervading  idea, 
they  Lad  found  an  influence  hardly  lesa  than  magical.  They  Lad 
esteemed  it.  impossible  to  inculcate  too  emphatically,  or  too 
widely,  that  truth  which  Paul  had  proclaimed  indifferently  to  the 
idolaters  of  Ephesua,  the  revellers  of  Corinth,  the  sopLiata  of 
AtLens,  and  the  debauched  citizena  of  sanguinary  Rome. 

Their  sons  adopted  the  same  creed  with  equal  sincerity  and  un- 
diminished earnestness,  but  with  a  far  keener  sense  of  the  hindranc&s 
opposed  to  the  indiscriminate  and  rude  exhibition  of  it.  Absolute 
as  wae  the  faitii  of  Mr.  Wilberforce  and  his  associates,  it  was  not 
possible  that  the  system  called  '  Evangelical '  should  be  asserted  by 
tbem  in  the  blunt  and  uncompromising  tone  of  their  immediate 
predecessors.  A  more  elaborate  education,  greater  familiarity  with 
the  world  and  with  human  affairs,  a  deeper  insight  into  science  and 
Liatory,  with  a  far  nicer  discernment  of  mere  conventional  pro- 
prieties, had  opened  to  tbem  a  range  of  thought,  and  had  brought 
them  into  relations  with  society,  of  which  their  fathers  were  com- 
paratively destitute.  Fositivenesa,  dogmatism,  and  an  ignorant 
contempt  of  dlfficultiee,  may  accompany  the  firmest  convictione, 
but  not  tLe  convictions  of  the  firmest  minds.  The  freedom  with 
which  the  vessel  swings  at  anchor,  ascertiuna  the  soundness  of  her 
anchorage.  To  be  conscious  of  the  force  of  prejudice  in  ourselves 
and  others,  to  feel  the  strength  of  the  argument  we  resist,  to  know 
bow  to  change  places  internally  with  our  antagonists,  to  understand 
why  it  is  that  we  provoke  their  scorn,  disgust,  or  ridicule — and  still 
to  lie  unshaken,  still  to  adhere  with  fidelity  to  the  standard  we 
Lave  chosen  —  thia  is  a  triumph,  to  be  won  by  tLoee  alone  on 
whom  is  bestowed  not  merely  the  faith  which  overcomes  the  world, 
but  the  pure  and  peaceable  wisdom  which  is  from  above. 

And  such  were  they  whom  the  second  generation  of  the  Evange- 
lical party  acknowledged  as  their  secular  chiefs.  They  fell  on  days 
much  unlike  tbosewhicL  we,  their  children,  have  known — days  less 
softened  by  the  charities  and  courteaiee,  but  leas  enervated  by  tbo 
frivolities  of  life.  Since  the  fall  of  the  Roman  republic,  there  Lad 
not  arisen  within  tLe  bosom,  and  armed  with  the  weapons,  of 
civilisation  itself,  a  power  so  full  of  menace  to  the  civilised  world 
as  that  which  then  overshadowed  Europe.  In  the  deep  seriouanesa 
of  that  dark  era,  they  of  whom  we  speak  looked  back  for  analogies 
to  that  remote  conflict  of  the  nationa,  and  drew  evil  auguries  from 
the  event  of  the  wars  which,  from  Sylla  to  Octaviua,  had  dyed  the 
earth  with  the  blood  of  its  inhabitants,  to  establish  at  length  a 
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oilitarj-  despotism — ruthless,  godless,  and  abommable.     But  Uiey 
o  reverted  to  the  advent,  even  in  that  age  of  liist  and  cruelty,  of 
a  power  destined  to  wage  successful  war,  not  with  any  external  or 
earthly  potentate,  but  with  the  secret  and  internal  spring  of  all 

I  this  wretchedness  and  wrong — the  power  of  love,  incarnate  though 
divine — of  love  exercised  in  toils  and  sufferings,  and  at  length 
yielding  up  life  itself,  that  from  that  sacrifice  might  germinate  the 
seeds  of  a  new  and  enduring  life — ^the  vital  principle  of  man's 
social  existence,  of  his  individual  strength,  and  of  his  immortal 
ho 
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And  as,  in  that  first  age  of  Christianity,  truth,  and  with  it  hea- 
venly consolation,  bad  been  diffused,  not  alone  or  chiefly  by  the 
lifeless  text,  but  by  living  meKieugers  proclaiming  and  illustrating 
the  renovating  energy  of  the  message  entru&ted  to  them;  so  to 
those  who,  at  the  commencement  of  this  century,  were  anxiously 
watching  the  convulsioos  of  their  own  age,  it  appeared  that  the 
801T0WS  of  mankind  would  be  best  assuaged,  and  the  march  of  evil 
most  effectually  stayed,  by  a  humble  imitation  of  that  inspired  ex- 
ample. They  therefore  formed  themselves  into  a  confederacy, 
carefully  organised  and  fearlessly  avowed,  to  send  forth  into  all 
lands,  but  above  all  into  their  ovm,  the  two  witnesses  of  the  Church 
-^Scripture  and  Tradition; — -scripture,  to  be  interpreted  by  il« 
divine  Author  to  the  devout  worshippers— tradition,  not  of  doctrinal 
tenets,  but  of  that  uuextinguisbable  zeal,  which,  first  kindled  in  the 
apostolic  times,  has  never  since  wanted  either  altars  to  receive,  or 
attendant  ministers  to  feed  and  propagate  the  flame.  Bibles, 
schools,  missionaries,  the  circulation  of  evangelical  books,  and  the 
training  of  evangelical  clergymen,  the  possession  of  well-attended 
pulpits,  war  through  the  press,  and  war  in  parliament,  against 
every  form  of  injustice  which  either  law  oi'  custom  sanctioned  — 
6\ich  were  the  forces  by  which  they  hoped  to  extend  the  kingdom  of 
light,  and  to  resist  the  tyranny  with  which  the  earth  was  threatened. 

Nor  was  it  difficult  to  distinguish  or  to  grapple  with  their  an- 
tagonists. The  slave  trade  was  then  brooding  like  a  pestilence  over 
Africa;  that  monster  iniquity  which  fairly  outstripped  all  abhor- 
rence, and  baffled  all  exaggeration— converting  one  quai-ter  of  this 
fair  earth  into  the  nearest  possible  resemblance  of  what  we  conceive 
of  hell,  reversing  every  law  of  Christ,  and  openly  defying  the  ven- 
geance of  God.  The  formation  of  the  holy  league,  of  which  we  are 
the  chroniclers,  synchronised  with  that  unhappy  illness  wliich,  half 
a  century  ago,  withdrew  Thomas  Clarkson  from  the  strife  to  which 
he  was  set  apart  and  consecrated ;  leaving  his  associates  to  pursue  ifc 
ing  the  twelve  concluding  years,  unaided  by  his  presence,  but 
without  the  aid  of  his  example,  his  sympathy,  and  his  prayers. 
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They  have  all  long  since  passed  away,  while  be  still  lives  (long  may 
be  live !)  to  enjoy  honours  and  benedictions,  for  which  the  diadem 
of  Napoleon,  even  if  wreathed  with  the  laurels  of  troethe,  would  be 
a  mean  exchange.  But,  alas !  it  is  not  given  to  any  one,  not  even 
to  Thomas  Clarkaon.to  enjoy  a  glory  completeand  unalloyed.  Far 
from  us  be  the  attempt  to  pluck  one  leaf  from  the  crown  which 
resta  on  that  time-honoured  head.  But  with  truth  there  may  be 
no  compromise,  and  truth  wrings  from  us  the  acknowledgment, 
that  Thomas  Clarkson  never  lived  at  Clapham  1 

Not  BO  that  comrade  in  hia  holy  war,  whom,  of  all  that  served 
under  the  same  banner,  he  seems  to  have  loved  the  beat.  At  the 
distance  of  a  few  bow-shots  from  the  house  of  Henry  Thornton, 
was  the  happy  home  in  which  dwelt  Granville  Sharpe ;  at  once  the 
abiding  guest  and  the  bosom  friend  of  his  more  wealthy  brothers. 
A  critic,  with  the  soul  of  a  churchwarden,  might  indeed  fasten  on 
certain  metes  and  bounds,  hostile  to  the  parochial  claims  of  the 
family  of  Sharpe ;  but  in  the  wider  ken  and  more  liberal  judgment 
of  the  historian,  the  dignity  of  a  true  Claphamite  is  not  to  be  re- 
fused to  one  whose  evening  walk  and  morning  contemplations  led 
liim  so  easily  and  so  often  within  the  hallowed  precincts. 

Would  that  the  days  of  Isaac  Walton  could  have  been  prolonged 
to  the  time  when  Granville  Sharpe  was  to  be  committed  to  the  care  *' 
of  the  biographers  1  His  likeness  from  the  easel  of  the  good  old 
Angler  would  have  been  drawn  with  an  outline  as  correct  and  firm, 
and  in  colours  as  soft  and  as  transparent  as  the  portrwts  of  Hooker 
or  of  Herbert,  of  Donne  or  of  Walton.  A  narrative,  no  longer  than 
the  liturgy  which  they  all  so  devoutly  loved,  woidd  then  have  s\i- 
perseded  the  annals  which  now  embalm  his  memory  beneath  that 
nonconforming  prolixity  which  they  all  so  devoutly  hated. 

The  grandson  of  an  Archbishop  of  York,  the  sou  of  an  Arclidea- 
con  of  Northumberland,  the  brother  of  a  Prebendary  of  Durham, 
Granville  Sharpe,  descending  to  the  rank  from  which  Isaac  Walton 
rose,  waa  apprenticed  to  a  linen-draper  of  the  name  of  Halsey,  a 
Quaker,  who  kept  his  shop  on  Tower  Hill.  When  the  Quaker  died, 
the  iudentiues  weie  transferred  to  a  Presbyterian  of  the  same  craft. 
When  the  Presbyterian  retired,  they  were  made  over  to  an  Irish 
I'apist.  When  the  Papist  quitted  the  trade,  they  passed  to  a  fourtti 
master,wbom  the  apprentice  reports  to  have  had  no  religion  at  all.  At 
one  time  a  Socinian  took  up  his  abode  at  the  draper's,  and  assaulted 
the  faith  of  the  young  apprentice  in  the  mysteries  of  the  Trinity 
and  the  Atonement.  Then  a  Jew  came  to  lodge  there,  and  con- 
tested with  him  the  truth  of  Christianity  itself.  But  blow  from 
what  (juarter  it  might,  the  storm  of  controversy  did  but  the  more 
endear  to  him  the  shelter  of  Ms  native  uest,  built  for  him  by  hia 


forefatherti,  like  tLat.  of  tlie  swallow  of  the  Psalmist,  in  the 
and  by  the  altar  of  his  God.  He  studied  Greek  to  wrestle  with 
Socinian  —  he  acquired  Hebrew  to  refute  the  laraelita  —  he  learned 
to  love  the  Quaker,  to  be  kind  to  the  Presbyterian,  to  pity  thi 
Atheist,  and  to  endure  even  the  Roman  Catholic.  Charity  (so  he 
judged)  was  nurtured  in  his  bosom  by  these  early  polemics,  aodii 
the  affectionate  spirit  which  warmed  to  the  last  the  current  of  iuNt 
maturer  thoughts,  grew  up,  as  he  believed,  within  him,  while  alteiv 
iiately  measuring  crapes  and  muslins,  and  defending  the  faith 
against  infidels  and  heretics. 

The  cares  of  the  mercer's  shop  engaged  no  less  than  seven  years 
of  a  life  destined  to  be  held  in  grateful  remenibrance  as  long  as 
language,  or  the  history  of  his  native  land  shall  be  cultivated  amoi 
men.  The  next  eighteen  were  consumed  in  the  equally  obsci 
employment  of  a  clerk  in  the  office  of  Ordnance.  Yet  it  was  during 
this  period  that  Granville  Sharpe  disclosed  to  others,  and  probably  to 
himself,  the  nature,  so  singular  and  so  lovely,  which  distin^iahed 
him  —  the  most  inflexible  of  human  wills,  united  to  the  gentlest  of 
human  hearts  —  an  almost  audacious  freedom  of  thought,  combined 
with  profound  reverence  for  hoar  authority — a  settled  conviction  of 
the  wickedness  of  our  race,  tempered  by  an  infantine  crediiUty  ia 
the  virtue  of  each  separate  member  of  it  —  a  burning  indignation 
against  injustice  and  wrong,  reconciled  with  pity  and  long-suflfering 
towards  the  individual  oppressor  —  all  the  sternness  which  Adai 
has  bequeathed  to  his  sons,  wedded  to  all  the  tenderness  which  Ei 
has  transmitted  to  her  daughters. 

As  long  as  Granville  Sharpe  survived,  it  was  too  soon  to  proclai; 
that  the  age  of  chivalry  was  gone.     The  Ordnance  clerk  sat  at  his 
desk  with  a  soul  as  distended  as  that  of  a  Palailin  bestriding  big 
war-horse ;  and  encountered  with  his  pen  such  giants,  hydras,  am 
discourteous  knighL't,  as  infested  the  world  in  the  eighteenth  cei 
tury.     He  found  the  lineal  representative  of  the  Willoughbys 
_  Parham  in  the  person  of  a  retired  tradesman ;  and  buried  himi 

^^H  in  pedigrees,  feoffments,  and  sepulchral  inscriptions,  till  he  saw  his 

^^^1  friend  enjoying  his  ancestral  privileges  among  the  Peers  of  P&r- 
^^^P  liament.  He  combated,  on  more  than  equal  terms,  the  great 
■  Hebraist,  Dr.  Kennicott,  in  defence  of  Ezra's  catalogue  of  the  sacred 

I  vessels,  chiefs,  and  families.     He  laboured  long,  and  with  good 

L  success,  to  defeat  an  unjust  grant  made  by  the  Treasury  to  Sir 

^^H^        James  Ix>wther  of  the  Forest  of  Inglewood,  and  the  manor  ai 
^^^B        castle  of  Carlisle.     He  waged  a  less  fortunate  war  against  the  thi 
^^^P        trical  practice  of  either  sex  appearing  in  the  habiliments  of 
^^^         other.     He  moved  all  the  powers  of  his  age,  political  and  intelli 
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with  Johnson  on  the  subject,  by  opposing  the  scriptural  warning, 
'  Woe  to  them  that  call  evil  good,  and  good  evil,'  to  what  he  de- 
scribed as  the  *  plausible  sophistry  and  important  self-sufficiency'  of 
the  Sage.  Presenting  himself  to  the  then  Secretary  of  State,  Lord 
Dartmouth,  he  denounced,  with  prophetic  solemnity,  the  guilt  of 
despoiling  and  exterminating  in  the  Charib  war  that  miserable 
remnant  of  the  aboriginal  race  of  the  Antilles.  As  a  citizen  of  Lon- 
don, he  came  to  the  rescue  of  Crosby,  the  Lord  Mayor,  in  his 
struggle  with  the  House  of  Commons.  As  a  citizen  of  the  world, 
lie  called  on  earth  and  heaven  to  stay  the  plagues  of  slavery  and 
the  slave-trade,  and  advocated  the  independence  of  America  with 
such  ardour  as  to  sacrifice  to  it  his  own.  Orders  had  reached  his 
office  to  ship  munitions  of  war  to  the  revolted  colonies.  If  his 
hand  had  entered  the  account  of  such  a  cargo,  it  would  have  con- 
tracted in  his  eyes  the  stain  of  innocent  blood.  To  avoid  that 
pollution  he  resigned  his  place,  and  his  means  of  subsistence,  at  a 
period  of  life  when  he  could  no  longer  hope  to  find  any  other  lucra- 
tive employment.  But  he  had  brothers  who  loved  and  supported 
him  ;  and  his  release  from  the  fatigues  of  a  subordinate  office  left 
liim  free  to  obey  the  impulses  of  his  own  brave  spirit^  as  the  aven- 
ger of  the  oppressed. 

While  yet  a  chronicler  of  gunpowder  and  small  arms,  a  negro, 
abandoned  to  disease,  had  asked  of  him  an  alms.  Silver  and  gold 
he  had  none,  but  such  as  he  had  he  gave  him.  He  procured  for  the 
poor  sufiferer  medical  aid,  and  watched  over  him  with  affectionate  care 
imtil  his  health  was  restored.  The  patient,  once  more  become  sleek 
and  strong,  was  an  object  on  which  Barbadian  eyes  could  not  look 
without  cupidity ;  and  one  Lisle,  his  former  master,  brought  an 
action  against  Granville  Sharpe  for  the  illegal  detention  of  his  slave. 
Three  of  the  infallible  doctors  of  the  Church  of  Westminster  — 
Yorke,  Talbot,  and  Mansfield  —  favoured  the  claim ;  and  Black- 
stone,  the  great  expositor  of  her  traditions,  hastened,  at  their 
bidding,  to  retract  a  heresy  on  this  article  of  the  faith  into  which 
his  uninstructed  reason  bad  fallen.  Not  such  the  reverence  paid 
by  the  hard-working  clerk  to  the  inward  light  which  God  had 
vouchsafed  to  him.  He  conned  his  entries  indeed,  and  transcribed 
his  minutes  all  day  long,  just  as  if  nothing  had  happened ;  but 
tlu*oughout  two  successive  years  he  betook  himself  to  bis  solitary 
chamber,  there,  night  by  nighty  to  explore  the  original  sources  of 
the  Law  of  England,  in  the  hope  that  so  he  might  be  able  to  correct 
the  authoritative  dogmas  of  Chancellors  and  Judges.  His  inquiries 
closed  with  the  firm  conviction  that^  on  this  subject  at  least,  these 
most  learned  persons  were  but  shallow  pretenders  to  learning.  In 
three  successive  cafles  he  struggled  against  ihem  with  various  and 
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I  doubtful  micceae ;  when  fortune,  or,  be  it  rather  aaid,  when  Prun- 

I  dence,  threw  iu  hU  way  the  n^ro  Somerset. 

For  the  vindication  of  the  freedom  of  that  man,  followed  a  de- 

I  bate,  ever  memorable  in  legal  history  for  the  ability  with  which  it 
s  conducted ;  —  for  the  first  introduction  to  Wes1ininst«r  Hall  of 
Frands  Hargrave; — for  the  audacious  aasertion  then  made  by  I>uo- 
niug,  of  the  maxim,  that  a  new  brief  wiU  absolve  an  advocate  from 
the  djj^race  of  pubhcly  retracting  any  avowal  however  solemn,  of 
any  principle  however  sacred  ;—  for  the  reluctant  aliandonnieiit  by 
Ix>rd  Slanafield  of  a  long-cherished  judicial  error; — and  for  the 
recognition  of  a  rule  of  law  of  such  importance,  as  almoitt  to  justily 
the  poets  and  rhetoriciiuis  in  their  subsequent  embellishnieDts  of 
it; — but  above  all  memorable  for  the  magnanimity  of  the  prose- 
cutor, who,  though  poor  and  dependent  and  immersed  in  the  duties 

■  of  a  toilsome  calling,  supplied  the  money,  the  leisure,  the  perse- 
verance,  and  the  learning,  required  for  this  great  controversy —  who, 
wholly  forgetting  himself  in  his  object,  bad  studiously  concealed  his 
connection  with  it,  lest,  perchance,  a  name  so  lowly  should  |»%ju- 
dice  a  cause  so  momentous  —  who,  denying  himself  even  the 
indulgence  of  attending  the  argument  he  had  provoked,  had  cir- 
culated his  own  researches  in  the  name,  and  as  the  work,  of  a 
plagiarist  who  had  republished  them  —  and  who,  mean  as  was  bis 
ed\ication,  and  humble  as  were  his  pursuits,  had  proved  his  supe- 
riority as  a  Jurist,  on  one  main  branch  of  the  law  of  England,  toa 
some  of  the  most  illustrious  Judges  by  whom  that  law  bad  I 
administered. 

Never  was  abolitionist  more  scathleas  than  Granville  Sharpe  bjj 
the  reproach  to  which  their  tribe  has  been  exposed,  of  insensibilit 
to  all  human  sorrows,  unless  the  hair  of  the  sufferer  be  thick  i 
wool,  and  the  skin  as  black  as  ebony.  His  African  clients  inajfl 
indeed  have  usurped  a  larger  share  of  his  attachment  than  thff 
others ;  and  of  his  countless  schemes  of  beneficence,  that  which  htfj 
loved  the  best  was  the  settlement  at  Sierra  Leone  of  a  free  colony,  1 
to  serve  as  a  point -(Tappiii,  in  the  future  campaigns  against  the 
slave  trarfe.  But  he  may  be  quoted  as  an  experimental  proof  of 
tLe  inBnite  divisibility  of  the  kindly  affections.  Much  he  wrote, 
and  much  he  laboured,  to  conciliate  Great  Britain  and  America; 
much  to  promote  the  diffusion  of  the  Holy  Scriptures ;  much  to  in- 
terpret the  prophecies  contained  in  them ;  much  to  refute  the  er- 
rors of  tlie  Sociuians ;  much  to  sustain  the  cause  of  Grattan  and 
the  Irish  volunteers;  much  to  recommend  reform  in  Parliament; 
and  much,  it  must  be  added,  (for  what  is  man  in  his  best  estate  ?) 
to  dissuade  the  emancipation  of  the  Catholics.  Many  also  were  tba  J 
benevolent  societies  which  he  formed  or  fostered ;  and  his  publisT 
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cations,  who  can  number  ?  Their  common  aim  was  to  advance  the 
highest  interests  of  manldnd ;  but  to  none  of  them,  with  perhaps 
one  esception,  could  the  praise  either  of  learning  or  of  originality 
be  justly  given.  For  he  posaeased  rather  a  great  soul  than  a  great 
understanding ;  and  was  less  admirable  for  the  extent  of  his  re- 
sources, than  for  the  earnest  affection  and  the  quiet  energy  with 
which  he  employed  them. 

Like  all  men  of  that  cast  of  mind,  his  humour  was  gay  and 
festive.  Among  the  barges  which  floated  on  a  summer  evening  by 
the  villa  of  Pope,  and  the  chateau  of  Horace  Walpole,  none  was 
more  constant  or  more  joyous  than  that  in  which  Granville  Sharpe's 
haqi  or  kettle-drum  sustained  the  flute  of  one  brother,  the  hautboy 
of  another,  and  the  melodious  voices  of  their  sisters.  It  was  a 
concord  of  sweet  sounds,  typical,  as  it  might  seem,  of  the  fraternal 
harmony  which  blessed  their  dwelling  on  the  banks  of  that  noble 
river.  Much  honest  mirth  gladdened  that  affectionate  circle,  and 
brother  Granville's  pencil  could  produce  very  passable  caricatures 
when  he  laid  aside  his  harp,  fashioned,  as  he  maintained,  in  exact 
imitation  of  that  of  the  son  of  Jesse.  To  complete  the  resemblance, 
it  was  his  delight,  at  the  break  of  day,  to  sing  to  it  one  of  the  songs 
of  Zion  in  his  chamber — raised  by  many  an  intervening  staircase 
far  above  the  Temple  gardens,  where  young  students  of  those  times 
would  often  pause  in  their  morning  stroll,  to  listen  to  the  not  un- 
pleasing  cadence,  though  the  voice  was  broken  by  age,  and  the 
language  was  to  them  an  unknown  tongue. 

On  one  of  their  number  he  condescended  to  bestow  a  regard,  the 
memory  of  which  would  still  warm  the  heart,  even  were  it  chilled 
by  as  many  years  as  had  then  blanched  that  venerable  head.  The 
one  might  have  passed  for  the  grandson  of  the  other ;  but  they  met 
with  mutual  pleasure,  and  conversed  with  a  confidence  not  unlike 
that  of  equals.  And  yet,  at  this  period,  Granville  Sharpe  was 
passing  into  a  state  which,  in  a  nature  less  active  and  benevolent 
than  his,  would  have  been  nothing  better  than  dotj^e.  In  hina  it 
assumed  the  form  of  a  delirium,  so  calm,  so  busy,  and  giving  birth 
to  whims  so  kind-hearted,  as  often  to  remind  bis  young  associate  of 
Isaac  Walton's  saying,  that  the  very  dreams  of  a  good  man  are 
acceptable  to  God.  To  illustrate  by  examples  the  state  of  a  mind 
thus  hovering  on  the  confines  of  wisdom  and  fatuity,  may  perhaps 
suggest  the  suspicion  that  the  old  man's  infirmities  were  contagious ; 
but  even  at  that  risk  they  shall  be  hazarded  ;  for  few  of  the  inci- 
dents of  his  more  vigorous  days  delineate  him  so  tridy. 

William  Henry,  the  last  Duke  of  Gloucester,  (who  possessed 
many  virtues,  and  even  considerable  talents,  which  his  feeble  talk 
and  manners  concealed  from  his  occasional  associatos,)  had  a  great 
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exrclerk  of  tbe  Ordaanee  aw  bat  tbc  nataial  ni|ai^ijU:  of  a  luw- 
faaMnafmhin— ed  tyaBydemerfpMMeordwad  at  tujnrn.  A 
Uttfe  tav  paeiotM,  pcffaap^  ;«*  fidl  of  baugnilj,  was  Uw  Mipect 
aad  (be  attltiMle  of  bbe  Duke,  wbeo,  at  me  gf  the  maay  philaD- 
tfanipie  ■—  iiilili|,i  ■  beU  oader  hii  ptoidoieTT  dannlle  Siarpe 
(it  WW  no  OMDDUMi  cceumuee)  ivac,  and  reqneatal  leaTe  to  speak. 
He  bad,  be  Mid,  two  adieme»,  which,  if  naoaaaeadei  by  aocfa 
adroeatei,  aiHt  greatlj  redtioe  the  sam  of  human  miaefy.  To 
bring  to  ft  cloae  tbe  caLuititiea  of  SJena  Leooe,  he  had  pr^Mred  a 
Uw  for  iutrodudog  there  King  Alfred's  frank  pledge,  a  aorereign 
remedy  for  all  socb  aodal  wounds.  At  once  to  dimuusfa  tbe  waste 
of  bamao  life  in  tbe  Peoinsula,  aaA  to  aid  tbe  depfeaed  workmen 
JD  England,  be  had  devised  a  project  for  ntaaaiactiiriny  portable 
woolpaclu  ;  under  the  shelter  of  which  ever-Teadf  intfeocJunentA, 
oor  troo[i«  might,  without  the  least  daogex  to  th^nBelTee,  mow 
down  the  ranks  of  the  oppreK»ors  of  Spain. 

A  politician,  as  well  as  a  strategist,  he  aongfat  and  obtained  an 
Interview  with  Charles  Fos,  to  whom  he  had  advice  of  great 
urgency  U)  give  for  conducting  the  affairs  of  Europe.  If  the  ghoot 
of  Burke  had  appeared  to  lecture  him,  Fox  could  hardly  have  lis- 
tened with  greater  atitoniiihmeiit,  as  his  monitor,  by  the  aid  of  the 
Little  Horn  in  Daniel,  explained  the  future  policy  of  Napoleon  and 
of  the  Czar.  '  Tbe  Little  Horn !  Mr.  Sharpe,'  at  length  exclaimed 
the  mont  amiable  of  men,  '  what  in  the  name  of  wonder  do  you 
mean  \>y  tins  Little  Horn  ? '  '  See  there,'  said  the  dejected  inter- 
preter uf  [trnpliecy  to  his  companion,  as  they  retired  from  the 
Foreign  Office  — '  See  there  the  fallacy  of  reputation  1  \Miy,  that 
man  passes  for  a  statesman ;  and  yet  it  is  evident  to  me  tiiat  he 
never  before  so  much  as  heard  of  the  Little  Horn  I ' 

As  his  end  drew  nearer,  he  became  k-ss  and  leas  capable  of  seiz 
the  distinction  lietween  the  prophecies  and  the  newspapers, 
rained  as  heavily  on  tbe  I8th  of  February,  1813,  as  on  the  t 
noon  when  Isaac  Walton  met  tbe  future  BiBliop  of  Wo 
Itunhill  Udw,  and  found,  in  the  public-houee  which  gave  thei 
shi^ltcr,  that  double  blessing  of  good  ale  and  good  discourse  whic 
he  hiis  so  piously  commemorated.     Not  such  is  the  fortune  of  t 
young  Templar,  who,  in  a  storm  at  least  as  pitiless,  met  CrranvilU 
Sharpo  at  the  later  epoch  moving  down  Long  Acre  as  nimbly  a 
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ever,  with  his  calm  thoughtful  countenance  raised  gently  upwards, 
as  was  usujal  with  him — as  though  gazing  on  some  object  which  it 
pleased  him  well  to  look  upon.  But  his  discourse,  though  deli- 
vered in  a  kind  of  shower-bath,  to  which  his  reverie  made  him 
insensible,  was  as  characteristic,  if  not  as  wise,  as  that  of  the  learned 
Sanderson.  *  You  have  heard,'  he  began,  *  my  young  friend,  of  this 
scandalous  proceeding  of  the  Babbi  Ben  Mendoli  ?  No  ?  Why, 
then,  read  this  brief  account  of  it  which  I  have  been  publishing. 
About  a  year  ago  the  Babbi,  being  then  at  Damascus,  saw  a  great 
flame  descend,  and  rest  on  one  of  the  hills  which  surround  the  city. 
Soon  after,  he  came  to  Gibraltar.  There  he  discovered  how  com- 
pletely that  celestial  phenomenon  verified  my  interpretation  of  the 
words — "  Arise,  shine,  for  thy  light  is  come,"  &c. ;  and  now  he  has 
the  audacity  not  only  to  deny  that  he  ever  saw  such  a  flame,  but  to 
declare  that  he  never  pretended  to  have  seen  it.  Can  you  imagine 
a  clearer  fulfilment  of  the  predicted  blindness  and  obduracy  of 
Israel  before  their  restoration  ? ' 

That  great  event  was  to  have  taken  place  within  a  few  months, 
when  the  still  more  awful  event  which  happens  to  all  living, 
removed  this  aged  servant  of  God  and  man  from  the  world  of  sha- 
dows to  the  world  of  light.  To  die  at  the  precise  moment  when 
the  vast  prophetic  drama  was  just  reaching  its  sublime  catastrophe, 
was  a  trial  not  easily  borne,  even  by  a  faith  so  immovable  as  his. 
But  death  had  no  other  sting  for  him.  It  awakened  his  piu-e 
spirit  from  the  dreams  which  peopled  it  during  the  decay  of  his 
fleshy  tabernacle  ;  and  if  that  change  revealed  to  him  that  he  had 
ill-interpreted  many  of  the  hard  sentences  of  old,  it  gav«  him  the 
assurance  that  he  had  well  divined  the  meaning  of  one  immutable 
prophecy  —  the  prophecy  of  a  gracious  welcome  and  an  eternal 
reward  to  those  who,  discerning  the  brethren  of  their  Bedeemer  in 
the  hungry,  the  thirsty,  the  stranger,  the  naked,  the  sick,  and  the 
prisoner,  i^ould  for  His  sake  feed,  and  shelter,  and  clothe,  and  visits 
and  comfort  them. 

United  in  the  bonds  of  that  Christian  charity,  though  wide  as 
the  poles  asunder  in  theological  opinions,  were  Granville  Sharpe 
and  William  Smith ;  that  other  denizen  of  Clapham  who  has  / 
already  crossed  our  path.  He  lived  as  if  to  show  how  much  of  the 
coarser  duties  of  this  busy  world  may  be  undertaken  by  a  man  of 
quick  sensibility,  without  impairing  the  finer  sense  of  the  beautiful 
in  nature  and  in  art;  and  as  if  to  prove  how  much  a  man  of  ardent 
benevolence  may  enjoy  of  this  world's  happiness,  without  any  steel- 
ing of  the  heart  to  the  wants  and  the  calamities  of  others.  When 
he  had  nearly  completed  fourscore  years,  he  could  still  gratefully 
acknowledge  that  he  had  no  remembrance  of  any  bodily  pain  or 
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iUoos;  and  tixat  of  the  very  munerous  family  of  which  he  was  ti 
bend,  CTety  member  still  lived  to  sopport  luid  to  gladden  hia  oil 
age.  And  yet,  if  he  had  gone  moaniiiig  all  ti^  days,  he  could 
scarcely  have  acquired  a  more  tender  pity  for  the  miserable,  or  have 
laboured  more  habitaally  for  their  relieC  It  was  liia  ill  fortttne  to 
provoke  the  invective  of  Robert  Southey,  and  the  postbumoua 
sneers  of  Walter  Scott — the  one  reeenting  a  too  well  merited 
reproach,  the  other  indulging  that  hate  of  Whigs  and  WTiiggery 
which,  in  that  great  mind,  was  sometimes  stronger  than  the  love  of 
justice.  The  enmity  even  of  such  men  he,  however,  might  weU 
endure,  who  possessed,  not  merely  the  attachment  and  coafidence 
of  Charles  Fox  and  hia  followers,  but  the  almost  brotherly  love  of 
William  Wilberforce,  of  Granville  Sliaipe,  and  of  Thomas  Clarkson. 
Of  all  their  fellow-labourers,  there  was  none  more  devoted  to  th«r 
cause,  or  whom  they  more  entirely  trusted.  They,  indeed,  were  all 
to  a  man  homo-<yueians,  and  he  a  disciple  of  Belsham.  But  they 
judged  that  many  an  erroneous  opinion  respecting  the  Redeemer's 
person  would  not  deprive  of  His  gracious  approbation,  and  oughl 
not  to  exclude  bom  their  own  aETectionate  r^ards,  a  man  in  whi 
tbey  daily  saw  a  transcript,  however  imperfect,  of  the  Redeemerl 
mercy  and  beneficence. 

Thirty-seven  years  have  rolleil  away  since  these  men  met 
Clapham,  in  joy  and  thanksgiving,  and  mutual  gratulation,  over' 
the  abolition  of  the  African  slave  trade.  It  was  still  either  the 
dwelling-place,  or  the  haunt,  of  almost  every  one  of  the  mora 
eminent  supporters  of  that  measure  ;  and  it  may  be  that  they  ex- 
ulted beyond  the  limits  of  sober  reason  in  the  prospects  which  that 
success  had  opened  to  them.  Time  has  brought  to  hght  more  thi 
they  knew  or  beheved  of  the  inveteracy  of  the  evil ;  and  of  thi 
impotency  of  law  in  a  protracted  contest  with  avarice.  But  timi 
has  also  ascertained,  that  throughout  the  period  assigned  for  thi 
birth  and  death  of  a  whole  generation  of  mankind,  there  has 
no  proof,  or  reasonable  suspicion,  of  so  much  as  a  single  evasioi 
of  this  law  in  any  one  of  the  transatlantic  British  colonies.  Timi 
has  shown  that  to  that  law  we  may  now  confidently  ascribe  thi 
deliverance  of  our  own  land  from  this  blood-guiltiness  for  ever,^ 
Time  hiw  ascertained  that  the  solemn  practical  assertion  then  made 
of  tlie  great  principles  of  justice,  was  to  be  prolific  of  consequences, 
direct  and  indirect,  of  boundless  magnitude.  Time  has  enlisted  on 
our  side  all  the  powers  and  all  the  suffrages  of  the  earth  ;  so 
3  any  longer  attempts  to  erase  the  brand  of  murder  from 
brow  of  the  slave  trader.  Above  all,  time  has  shown  that,  ia 
extinction  of  the  slave  trade,  was  involved,  by  slow  but  inevitablal 
steps,  the  extinction  of  the  slavery  which  it  had  created  and 
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tained.  This,  also,  was  a  result  of  which,  as  far  as  human  agency 
is  concerned,  the  mainsprings  are  to  be  found  among  that  sect 
to  which,  having  first  given  a  name,  we  would  now  build  up  a 
monument. 

It  is  with  a  trembling  hand  that  we  inscribe  on  that  monument 
the  name  of  Zachary  Macaulay ;  for  it  is  not  without  some  mis- 
giving lest  pain  should  be  inflicted  on  the  living,  while  we  pass, 
however  reverently,  over  the  half-extinguished  ashes  of  the  dead. 
The  bosom  shrines,  erected  in  remembrance  of  them,  may  be  yet 
more  intolerably  profaned  by  rude  eulogy  than  by  unmerited  re- 
proach ;  and  the  danger  of  such  profanation  is  the  more  imminent, 
when  the  judgment,  though  unbiassed  by  any  ties  of  consanguinity, 
is  not  exempt  from  influences  almost  as  kindly  and  as  powerful. 
It  is,  however,  an  attempt  which  he  who  would  write  the  sectarian 
history  of  Clapham  could  not  wholly  decline,  without  an  error  like 
that  of  omitting  the  name  of  Grotius  in  a  sectarian  history  of  the 
Arniinians. 

A  few  paces  apart  from  each  other,  in  the  church  of  Westmin- 
ster, are  three  monuments,  to  which,  in  God's  appointed  time,  will 
be  added  a  fourth,  to  complete  the  sepulchral  honours  of  those  to 
whom  our  remotest  posterity  will  ascribe  the  deliverance  of  man- 
kind from  the  woes  of  the  African  slave  trade,  and  of  colonial 
slavery.  There  is  a  yet  more  enduring  temple,  where,  engraven 
by  no  human  hands,  abides  a  record,  to  be  divulged  in  its  season, 
of  services  to  that  cause,  worthy  to  be  commemorated  vdth  those  of 
William  Wilberforce,  of  Granville  Sharpe,  of  Zachary  Macaulay, 
and  of  Thomas  Clarkson.  But  to  that  goodly  fellowship  the  praise 
will  be  emphatically  given.  Thomas  Clarkson  is  his  own  biogra- 
V  pher,  and  pious  hands  have  celebrated  the  labours  of  two  of  his 
colleagues.  Of  Mr.  Macaulay  no  memorial  has  been  made  public, 
excepting  that  which  has  been  engraved  on  his  tomb  in  Westmin- 
ster Abbey,  by  some  eulogist  less  skilful  than  afiectionate.  It  is 
no  remediless  omission ;  although  it  would  require  talents  of  the 
highest  order,  to  exhibit  a  distinct  and  faithful  image  of  a  man 
whose  peculiarity  it  was  to  conceal,  as  far  as  possible,  his  interior 
life,  under  the  veil  of  his  outward  appearance.  That  his  under- 
standing was  proof  against  sophistry,  and  his  nerves  against  fear, 
were,  indeed,  conclusions  to  which  a  stranger  arrived  at  the  first 
interview  with  him.  But  what  might  be  suggesting  that  expres- 
sion of  countenance,  at  once  so  earnest  and  so  monotonous — by 
what  manner  of  feelings  those  gestures,  so  uniformly  firm  and  de- 
liberate, were  prompted — whence  the  constant  traces  of  fatigue  on 
those  overhanging  brows,  and  on  that  athletic  though  ungraceful 
figure — what  might  be  the  charm   which  excited  amongst  his 
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very  many  lessons ;  but  above  all,  the  leason  that  though  the 
through  earth  to  heaven  he  usually  pursued  through  a  va 
tearH,  it  may  also  be  aoraetimes  puraued  thj'ough  green  pasturef 
and  by  waters  of  comfort,  with  a  light  from  heaven  itself  lightci 
ing  every  stepi  and  shining  more  and  more  unto  the  perfect  day. 

It  ia  not  permitted  to  any  coterie  altogether  to  escape  the  spirit 
of  coterie.  Ctapham  Commoit,  of  course,  thought  itself  the  best 
of  all  possible  commons.  Such,  at  lea^t,  wa^  the  opiuion  of  the 
less  eminent  of  those  who  were  entitled  to  house-bote  and  dinner- 
bote  there.  If  the  common  was  attacked,  the  whole  homage  was 
in  a  flame.  If  it  was  laughed  at,  there  could  be  no  remaining 
sense  of  decency  amongst  men.  The  comtnonera  admired  in 
other  the  reflection  of  their  own  looks,  and  the  echo  of  their 
voices.  A  critical  race,  they  drew  many  of  their  canons  of  criti< 
cism  from  books  and  talk  of  their  own  parentage ;  and  for  those 
on  the  outside  of  the  pale,  there  might  be,  now  and  then,  some 
failiu-e  of  charity.  Their  festivities  were  not  exhilarating.  New 
faceB,  new  topics,  and  a  le.^s  liberal  expenditure  of  wisdom  imme- 
diately after  dinner,  would  have  improved  them.  Thus,  even 
Clapham,  the  discerning  might  perceive  the  imperfeotions  of  c 
common  nature,  and  take  up  the  lowly  confession  of  the  great' 
Thomas  Erakine — '*  After  all,  gentlemen,  I  am  but  a  raan."' 

But  if  not  more  than  men,  they  were  not  less.  They  had  none 
of  the  intellectual  coxcombry  since  so  prevalent.  They  did  not 
instil  philosophic  and  political  neology  into  young  ladies  and  offi- 
cers of  the  Guards,  through  the  gentle  medium  of  the  fashionable 
novel.  They  mourned  over  the  ills  inseparable  from  the  progi' 
of  society,  without  shrieks  or  hysterics.  They  were  not  epiciui 
for  whose  languid  palates  the  sweets  of  the  rich  man's  LHnqui 
must  be  seasoned  with  the  acid  of  the  poor  man's  discontanlL 
Their  phihintliropy  did  not  languiph  without  the  stimulant  of 
satire ;  nor  did  it  degenerate  into  a  mere  ballet  of  tender  attitudes 
and  sentimental  pirouettes.  Their  philosophy  was  something  better 
than  an  array  of  hard  words.  Their  religion  was  something  more 
than  a  collection  of  impalpable  essences;  too  tine  for  analysis,  and 
too  delicate  for  use.  It  was  a  hardy,  serviceable,  fruitbearing,  anct: 
patrimonial  religion. 

They  were  the  sons,  by  natiu^al  or  spiritual  birth,  of  men  w! 
in  the  earlier  days  of  Methodism,  had  shaken  ofi"  the  lethargy 
which,  till  then,  the  Church   of  England  had  been  eutrauced 
men,  by  whose  agency  the  great  evangelic  doctrine  of  faith,  emer- 
ging ia  ita  primeval  splendour,  had  not  only  overpowered  tlie  con- 
trary heresies,  but  had  perhaps  obscured   some   kindred  trutl 
This  earlier  generation  of  the  evangelic  school  bod  been  too  inj 
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iiouB,  and  too  coiifideut  id  the  diviae  reality  of  their  cause,  to 
lieed  much  what  hostility  they  might  awaken.  They  had  heea 
content  to  pasa  for  foola,  in  a  world  whose  boasted  wisdom  they 
accounted  folly.  In  their  once  central  and  all-pervading  idea, 
they  had  found  an  influence  hardly  less  than  mi^ca).  They  had 
esteemed  it  impossible  to  inculcate  too  emphatically,  or  too 
widely,  that  truth  which  Paul  had  proclaimed  indifferently  to  the 
idolaters  of  Ephesus,  the  revellers  of  Corinth,  the  sophists  of 
Athena,  and  the  debauched  citizens  of  saDgninary  Rome. 

Their  sons  adopted  the  same  creed  with  equal  sincerity  and  un- 
diminished earnestness,  but  with  a  far  keener  sense  of  the  hindrancea 
opposed  to  the  indiscriminate  and  rude  exhibition  of  it.  Absolute 
aa  was  the  faith  of  Mr.  Wilberforce  and  his  aasociates,  it  was  not 
possible  that  the  system  called  'Kvangelical'  should  be  asserted  by 
them  in  the  blunt  and  uncompromising  tone  of  their  immediate 
predecessors.  A  more  elaborate  education,  greater  familiarity  with 
the  world  and  with  human  affairs,  a  deeper  insight  into  science  and 
history,  with  a  far  nicer  discernment  of  mere  conventional  pro- 
prieties, had  opened  to  them  a  range  of  thought,  and  had  brought 
them  into  relations  with  society,  of  which  their  fathers  were  com- 
paratively destitute.  PositivenesB,  dogmatism,  and  an  ignorant 
contempt  of  difficulties,  may  accompany  the  firmest  convictions, 
but  not  the  convictions  of  the  firmest  minds.  The  freedom  with 
which  the  veasel  swings  at  anchor,  ascertains  the  soundness  of  her 
anchorage.  To  be  conscious  of  the  force  of  prejudice  in  ourselves 
and  others,  to  feel  the  strength  of  the  argument  we  resist,  to  know 
how  to  change  places  internally  with  our  antagonists,  to  understand 
why  it  is  that  we  provoke  their  scorn,  disgust,  or  ridicule — and  still 
to  be  un»<bak.*eu,  still  to  adhere  with  fidelity  to  tlie  standard  we 
have  chosen  —  this  is  a  triumph,  to  be  won  by  those  alone  on 
whom  is  bestowed  not  merely  the  faith  which  overcomes  the  world, 
but  the  piu'e  and  peaceable  wisdom  which  is  from  above. 

And  such  were  they  whom  the  second  generation  of  the  Evange- 
lical party  acknowledged  as  their  secular  chiefs.  They  fell  on  days 
much  unlike  thosewhich  we, theirdiildren, have  known — days  less 
softened  by  the  charities  and  courtesies,  but  less  enervated  by  the 
frivolities  of  life.  Since  the  fall  of  the  Roman  republic,  there  had 
not  arisen  within  the  bosom,  and  armed  with  the  weapons,  of 
civilisation  itself,  a  power  bo  full  of  menace  to  the  civilised  world 
as  that  which  then  overshadowed  Europe.  In  the  deep  seriousness 
of  that  dark  era,  they  of  whom  we  speak  looked  back  for  anaJogies 
to  that  remote  conflict  of  the  nations,  and  drew  evil  auguries  from 
the  event  of  the  wars  which,  from  Sylla  to  Octavius,  had  dyed  the 
earth  with  the  blood  of  its  inhabitants,  to  establiiih  at  length  a 
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chosen  circle  a  faith  approacliing  to  eiiperstition,  and  a  lovo 
to  euthusiasm,  towards  a  man  whose  demeanour  was  so  inaiiimal 
if  not  austere  ?  — it  was  a  riddle  of  wldch  neither  Gall  nor  Laval 
could  have  foimd  the  key.     That  much  was  passing  within,  whi 
that  ineloquent  tongue  and  those  taciturn  features  could  not  uttei^ 
that  nature  had  compensated  her  other  bouutiea  by  refusing  liim 
the  means  of  a  ready  interchange  of  thought ;  and  that  he  hiui 
won,  without  knowing  how  to  court,  the  attachment  of  all  who  a 
proached  him  closely — these  were   discoveries  which   the 
casual   acquaintance    might    make,   but   which    they   whom 
honoured  with  his  intimacy,  and  they  alone,  could  eicplain. 

To  them  he  appeared  a  man  possessed  by  one  idea,  and  ani^ 
mated  by  one  master  passion — an  idea  so  comprehensive,  as  1 
impart  a  profoimd  interest  to  all  which  indicated  its  induenee  o 
him—  a  passion  so  benevolent,  that  the  coldest  heart  could  c 
withhold  some  sympathy  from  hira  who  was  the  subject  of  it^ 
Trained  in  the  hanly  habits  of  Scotland  in  ancient  times,  he  hai 
received  from  his  father  much  instruction  in  theology,  with  soil 
I^atin  and  a  little  Greek,  when  not  employed  in  cultivating  bifl 
father's  glebe  at  Cardross,  on  the  northern  bank  of  the  Clyd^ 
While  yet  a  boy,  he  had  watched  as  the  iron  entered  into  the  i 
of  the  slaves,  whose  labours  be  was  sent  to  superintend  in  Jamiuoad 
and,  abandoning  with  abhorrence  a  pursuit  which  had  promts 
him  early  wealth  and  distinction,  he  pondered  the  question  —  hoi 
shall  the  earth  be  delivered  fiom  this  curse  ?     Turuing  to  Sia 
Leone,  he  braved  for  many  years  that  deadly  climate,  tliat'he  mig 
aid  in  the  erection  and  in  the  defence  of  what  was  then  the  otM 
city  of  refuge  for  the  Negro  race ;  and  as  he  saw  the  slave  1 
crushing  to  the  dust  the  adjacent  tribes  of  Africa,  he  again  pon 
dered  the  question  —  how  shall  the  earth  he  delivered  fipom  t' " 
curse? 

That  God  had  called  him  into  being  to  wage  war  with   I 
gigantic  evil,  became   his  immutable   conviction.      During  foj 
successive  years,  he  was  ever  burdened  witJi  this  thought,     It  i 
the  subject  of  hia  visions  by  day,  and  of  his  dreams  by  night 
give  them  reality,  he  laboured  as  men  labour  for  the  honours  of  4 
profession,  or  for  the  subsistence  of  their  children.     The  rising  a 
ever  foimd  him  at  his  task.     He  went  abroad  but  to  advance  i 
His  commerce,  his  studieti,  his  friendships,  his  controversies,  < 
his  discourse  in  the  bosom  of  his  family,  were  all  bent  to  the  pM 
motion  of  it.     He  edited  vohmiinous  periodical  works ;  but  whel ' 
theology,  literature,  or  politics  were  the  text,  the  design  was  i 
the  same  —  to  train  the  public  mind  to  a  detestation  of  the  b 
trade  and  of  slavery.     He  attached  himself  to  most  of  the  r«ligi 
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and  philanthropic  societies  of  his  age,  that  he  might  enlist  them 
as  associates,  more  or  less  declared,  in  his  holy  war.  To  multiply 
such  allies,  he  called  into  existence  one  great  association,  and  con- 
tributed largely  to  the  establishment  of  another.  In  that  service 
he  sacrificed  all  that  men  may  lawfully  sacrifice  —  health,  fortune, 
repose,  favour,  and  celebrity.  He  died  a  poor  man,  though  wealth 
was  within  his  reach.  He  pursued  the  contest  to  the  end,  though 
oppressed  by  such  pains  of  body  as  strained  to  their  utmost  tension 
the  self-sustaining  powers  of  the  soul.  He  devoted  himself  to  the 
severest  toil,  %midst  allurements  to  luxuriate  in  the  delights  of 
domestic  and  social  intercourse  such  as  few  indeed  can  have 
encountered.  He  silently  permitted  some  to  usurp  his  hardly-eamed 
honours,  that  no  selfish  controversy  might  desecrate  their  common 
cause.  He  made  no  eflfoi-t  to  obtain  the  praises  of  the  world,  though 
he  had  talents  to  command  and  a  temper  peculiarly  disposed  to 
enjoy  them.  He  drew  on  himself  the  poisoned  shafts  of  calumny ; 
and,  while  feeling  their  sting  as  generous  spirits  alone  can  feel  it, 
never  turned  a  single  step  aside  from  his  path  to  propitiate  or  to 
crush  the  slanderers. 

They  have  long  since  fallen,  or  are  soon  to  fall  into  unhonoured 
graves.  His  memory  will  be  ever  dear  to  those  who  hate  injustice, 
and  revere  the  unostentatious  consecration  of  a  long  life  to  the 
deliverance  of  the  oppressed.  It  will  be  especially  dear  to  the  few 
who  closely  observed,  and  who  can  yet  remember  how  that  self- 
devotion  became  the  poetical  element  of  a  mind  not  naturally 
imaginative ;  what  deep  significance  it  imparted  to  an  aspect  and 
a  demeanour  not  otherwise  impressive ;  what  energy  to  a  temper, 
which,  if  not  so  excited,  might  perhaps  have  been  phlegmatic ;  what 
unity  of  design  to  a  mind  constitutionally  discursive ;  and  what 
dignity  even  to  physical  languor  and  suflFering,  contracted  in  such 
a  service.  They  can  never  forget  that  the  most  implacable  enemy 
of  the  tyrants  of  the  plantation  and  of  the  slave  ship,  was  the  most 
indulgent  and  generous  and  constant  of  friends ;  that  he  spumed, 
as  men  should  spurn,  the  mere  pageantry  of  life,  that  he  might 
use,  as  men  should  use,  the  means  which  life  affords  of  advancing 
the  happiness  of  mankind ;  that  his  earthward  affections,  active  and 
all-enduring  as  they  were,  could  yet  thrive  without  the  support  of 
human  sjrmpathy,  because  they  were  sustained  by  so  abiding  a  sense 
of  the  Divine  presence,  and  so  absolute  a  submission  to  the  Divine 
will,  as  raised  him  habitually  to  that  higher  region,  where  the 
reproach  of  man  could  not  reach,  and  the  praise  of  man  might  not 
presume  to  follow  him. 

Altliough,  to  repeat  a  mournful  acknowledgment,  the  tent  of 
Thomas  Clarkson  was  pitched  elsewhere,  yet  throughout  the  slave 
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trade  abolition  war,  tlie  other  cliiefs  who  hailed  him  as  the  earliest, 
and  as  among  the  mightiest  of  their  host,  kept  their  commuoica- 
tions  open  by  encamping  in  immediate  vicinity  to  each  other. 
'Ejfen  to  Lord  Brougham  the  same  station  may,  with  poetical  truth 
at  leant,  be  assigned  by  tlie  Homer  who  shall  hereafter  sing  these 
battles;  for  though,  at  that  period,  hia  London  domicile  was  in 
the  walks  of  the  Inner  Temple,  yet  might  he  not  seldom  be  en- 
countered in  the  less  inviting  walks  which  led  him  to  the  suburban 
councils  of  his  brethren  in  command.  There  he  formed  or  ce- 
mented attachments,  of  which  no  subsequent  elevatjon  of  rank,  or 
intoxicating  triumph  of  genius,  or  agony  of  political  strife,  have 
ever  rendered  him  forgetful.  Of  one  of  those  denizens  of  Clapham 
be  has  published  a  sketch,  of  which  we  avail  ourselves,  not  as 
subscribing  altogether  to  the  accuracy  of  it,  hut  as  we  can  thus  fill 
up,  from  the  hand  of  so  great  a  Mafiter,  a  part  of  our  canvas  which 
must  have  otherwise  remained  blank  and  colourless, 

'Mr.  Stephen  was  a  person  of  great  natinal  talents,  which,  if 
accidental  circumstances  had  permitted  him  fully  to  cultivate,  and 
early  enough  to  bring  into  play  upon  the  best  scene  of  political 
exertion — -the  House  of  Commons — would  have  placed  him  high 
ill  the  first  rank  of  English  oratora.  For  he  had,  in  an  eminent 
degree,  tliat  strenuous  firmness  of  purpose  and  glowing  nrdour  of 
soul,  which  lies  at  the  root  of  all  eloquence ;  be  was  gifted  with 
great  industry,  a  retentive  memory,  an  ingenuity  which  was  ratlier 
apt  to  err  by  excess  than  by  defect.  His  imagination  was,  besides, 
lively  and  powerful ;  Uttle,  certainly,  under  the  chastening  disci- 
pline of  severe  taste,  but  often  enabling  him  to  embody  his  own 
feelings  and  recollections  with  great  distinctness  of  outline,  and 
strength  of  colouring.  He  eujoyed,  moreover,  great  natural 
strength  of  constitution,  and  had  as  much  courage  as  falls  to  the 
lot  of  most  men.  Rut  having  passed  the  most  active  part  of  lija 
life  in  one  of  the  West  Indian  colonies,  where  be  followed  the 
profession  of  a  barrister,  and  having,  after  his  return,  addict«d 
himself  to  the  practice  of  a  court  which  affords  no  scope  at  all  for 
oratorical  display,  it  happened  to  him,  as  it  has  to  many  other 
men  of  natural  genius  for  rhetorical  pursuits,  that  he  neither 
gained  the  correct  fnste  which  the  habit  of  frequenting  refined 
society,  and  above  all,  addressing  a  refined  auditory,  can  alone 
bestow,  nor  acquired  the  power  of  condensation,  which  is  siire  to 
l>e  lost  altogether  by  those  who  address  bearers  compelled  to  listen, 
like  judges  and  juries,  instead  of  having  to  retain  them  by  cIoee> 
ness  of  reasoning,  or  felicity  of  illustration,  •  •  • 

It 

must  have   struck  all   who  heard  him,  when,  early  in   1808,  ho 
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entered  Parliament  under  th'e  auspices  of  Mr.  Perceval,  that  what- 
ever defects  he  had,  arose  entirely  from  accidental  circumstances, 
and  not  at  all  from  intrinsic  imperfections;  nor  could  any  one 
doubt  that  his  late  entrance  up>n  parliamentary  life,  and  his 
vehemence  of  temperament,  alone  kept  him  from  the  front  rank  of 
debaters,  if  not  of  eloquence  itself.  With  Mr.  Perceval,  his  friend- 
ship had  been  long  and  intimate.  To  this  the  similarity  of  their 
religious  character  mainly  contributed;  for  Mr.  Stephen  was  a 
distinguished  member  of  the  evangelical  l)arty  to  which  the 
minister  manifestly  leant  without  belonging  to  it ;  and  he  was  one 
whose  pious  sentiments  and  devotional  habits  occupied  a  very 
marked  place  in  his  .whole  scheme  of  life.  No  man  has,  however, 
a  right  to  question,  be  it  ever  so  slightly,  his  perfect  sincerity.  To 
this  his  blameless  life  bore  the  most  irrefragable  testimony.  A 
warm  and  steady  friend  —  a  man  of  the  strictest  integrity  and 
nicest  sense  of  both  honour  and  justice — in  all  the  relations  of 
private  society  wholly  without  a  stain  —  though  envy  might  well 
find  whereon  to  perch,  malice  itself,  in  the  exasperating  discords 
of  religious  and  civil  controversy,  never  could  descry  a  spot  on 
which  to  fasten.  Let  us  add  the  bright  praise,  and  which  sets  at 
nought  all  lesser  defects  of  mere  taste,  had  he  lived  to  read  these 
latter  lines,  he  would  infinitely  rather  have  had  this  sketch  stained 
with  all  the  darker  shades  of  its  critical  matter,  than  been  exalted, 
without  these  latter  lines,  to  the  level  of  Demosthenes  or  of 
Cliatham,  praised  as  the  first  of  orators,  or  followed  as  the  most 
brilliant  of  statesmen.  His  opinions  upon  political  questions  were 
clear  and  decided,  taken  up  with  the  lK)ldness,  felt  with  the 
ardour,  asserted  with  the  determination,  which  marked  his  zealous 
and  uncompromising  spirit.  Of  all  subjects,  that  of  the  slave 
trade  and  slavery  most  engrossed  his  mind.  His  experience  in 
the  West  Indies,  his  religious  feelings,  and  his  near  connexion 
with  Mr.  Wilberforce,  whose  sister  he  married,  all  contributed  to 
give  this  great  question  a  peculiarly  sacred  aspect  in  his  eyes  ;  nor 
could  he  either  avoid  mixing  it  up  with  almost  all  other  discussions, 
or  prevent  his  views  of  its  various  relations  from  influencing  his 
sentiments  on  other  matters  of  political  discussion*'  * 

The  author  of  the  preceding  portrait  enjoyed  the  happiness 
denied  to  the  subject  of  it,  not  merely  of  witnessing,  but  of  largely 
participating  in,  the  last  great  act  by  which  the  labours  borne  by 
them  in  common,  during  so  many  preceding  years,  were  con- 
summated. It  was  a  still  more  rare  bounty  of  Providence,  which 
reserved  the  abolition  of  slavery  throughout  the  British  Empire  as 

•  Speeches  of  Heniy  Lord  Brougham,  voL  L  pp.  402—405. 
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a  triiiQipli  fur  the  etfitesman  who,  twenty-seven  years  before,  ba 
introduced  into  the  House  of  Commons  the  first  great  act  of  tar' 
reparation  to  Africa,     Crowned  with  honour  and  with  length  < 
days,  to  Lord  Grey  it  has  further'  been  given,  by  the  same  beDignai 
power,  to  watch,  in  the  calm  evening  of  life,  the  issues  of  the  world 
of  jufitice  and  of  mercy  which  God  raised  hira  up  to  accomplish. 
With  the  evil  omens,  and  with  the  too  glowing  anticipations  of 
former  times,  he  has  been  able  to  contrast  the  actual  solution  of 
this  great  practical  enigma.     He  has  lived  to  witness  eleven  yearn 
of  unbroken  tranquillity  throughout  coimtries  where,  till  then,  a 
single  year  undisturbed  by  insiu'reetion  was  almost  unknown — the  . 
estinction  of  feuds  apparently  irreconcilable — positions   full,  q^ 
danger  in  former  wars,  now  converted  into  bulwarks  of  our  nationi 
power — an  equal  administration  of  justice  in  the  land  of  tlie  slave- 
courts  and  the  cart-whip — a  loyal  and  happy  peasantry,  where  tiifld 
soil  was  ao  lately  broken  by  the  sullen  hands  of  slaves — penun 
exchanged  for  abundance — apopulation,  once  cursed  bya  const 
and  rapid  decay,  now  progressively  increasing- — Christian  knowlet 
and  Christian  worship  universally  diffused  among  a  people  eo  lateh 
debased  by  Pagan  superstitions— and  the  conjugal  duties,  with  i 
their  attendant   charities,  held   in  due  honour  by  those  to  wboi 
laws,  written  in  the  English  language,  and  sanctioned  by  the  Kingil 
of  England,  had  forbidden  even  the  marriage  vow.     If,  with  thet 
blessings,  have  also  come  diminished  harvests  of  the  cane  and  thi 
coffee  plant,  even  they  who  think  that  to  export  and  to  import  n 
the  two  great  ends  of  the  social  existence  of  mankind,  have  befo* 
them  a  bright  and  not  very  distant  futurity.     But  he,  under  wlitt 
auspices  the  heavy  yoke  was  at  length  broken,  is  contemplating 
doubtless,  with  other  and  far  higher  thougiits,  the  interests  of  ti 
world,  from  which,  at  no  remote  period,  the  inexorable  law  of  t 
existence  must  summon  him  away.     In  that  prospect,  so  fiill'j 
awe  to  the  wisest  and  the  best,  he  may  well  rejoice  in  the  remaj 

brance  that,  in  conferring  on  him  the  capacity  to  discern,  and  t 

heart  to  obey  the  supreme  and  immutable  will,  God  enable<.i  him  ^ 
to  grasp   the   only  clue  by  which  the  rulers  of  the  world  can  be 
safely  guided  amidst  the  darkness  and  the  intricacy   of  human 
affairs.  '  " 

Such  at  least  is  the  doctrine  which,  if  Clapham  could  h« 
claimed  him  for  her  own,  Clapham  woidd  have  instilled  into  t. 
great  Minister  of  the  British  Crown,  to  whom,  more  than  to  a 
other,  she  was  prompt  to  offer  her  allegiance.  Politics,  howei 
in  that  microcosm,  were  rather  cosmopolitan  than  national.  Evi 
human  interest  had  its  guardian,  every  region  of  the  globe  its  r, 
presentative.     If  the  African  continent  and  the  Caribbean  Arch] 
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pelago  were  assigned  to  an  indefatigable  protectorate.  New  Holland 
was  not  forgotten,  nor  was  British  India  without  a  patron.  It  was 
the  special  charge  of  Mr.  Grant,  better  known  to  the  present 
generation  by  the  celebrity  of  his  sons,  but  regarded  at  the  com- 
mencement of  this  century  as  the  real  ruler  of  the  rulers  of  the 
East,  the  Director  of  the  Court  of  Directors.  At  Leadenhall  Street 
he  was  celebrated  for  an  integrity  exercised  by  the  severest  trials ; 
for  an  imderstanding  large  enough  to  embrace,  without  confusion, 
the  entire  range  and  the  intricate  combinations  of  their  whole  civil 
and  military  policy ;  and  for  nerves  which  set  fatigue  at  defiance. 
At  Clapham,  his  place  of  abode,  he  was  hailed  as  a  man  whose 
piety,  though  ever  active,  was  too  profound  for  much  speech;  a 
praise  to  which,  among  their  other  glories,  it  was  permitted  to  few 
of  his  neighbours  there  to  attain  or  to  aspire.  With  the  calm 
dignity  of  those  spacious  brows,  and  of  that  stately  figure,  it  seemed 
impossible  to  reconcile  the  movement  of  any  passion  less  pm-e  than 
that  which  continually  urged  him  to  requite  the  tribute  of  India 
by  a  treasure,  of  which  he  who  possessed  it  more  largely  than  any 
other  of  the  sons  of  men  has  declared,  that  *  the  merchandise  of  it 
is  better  than  the  merchandise  of  silver,  and  the  gain  thereof  than 
fine  gold.'  No  less  elevated  topic  (so  judged  the  inquisitive  vicinage) 
could  be  the  subject  of  his  discourse,  as  he  traversed  their  gorse- 
covered  common,  attended  by  a  youth,  who,  but  for  the  fire  of  his 
eye,  and  the  occasional  energy  of  his  bearing,  might  have  passed 
for  some  studious  and  sickly  competitor  for  medals  and  prize  poems. 
If  such  were  the  pursuits  ascribed  by  Clapham  to  her  occasional 
visitant,  it  is  but  ft  proof  that  even  *  patent  Christianity '  is  no 
effectual  safeguard  against  hwnan  fallibility. 

Towards  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  John  Martyn  of  Truro 
was  working  with  his  hands  in  the  mines  near  that  town.  He  was 
a  wise  man,  who,  knowing  the  right  use  of  leisure  hours,  employed 
them  so  as  to  qualify  himself  for  higher  and  more  lucrative  pur- 
suits; and  who,  knowing  the  right  use  of  money,  devoted  his 
enlarged  means  to  procure  for  his  four  children  a  liberal  education. 
Henry,  the  younger  of  his  sons,  was  accordingly  entered  at  the 
University  of  Cambridge,  where  in  January  1801,  he  obtained  the 
degree  of  bachelor  of  arts,  with  the  honorary  rank  of  senior 
wrangler.  There  also  he  became  the  disciple,  and,  as  he  himself 
would  have  said,  the  convert  of  Charles  Simeon.  Under  the 
counsels  of  that  eminent  teacher,  the  guidance  of  Mr.  Wilberforce, 
and  the  active  aid  of  Mr.  Grant,  he  entered  the  East  India  Com- 
pany's service  as  a  chaplain.  After  a  residence  in  Hindostan  of 
about  five  years,  he  returned  homewards  through  Persia  in  broken 
health.     Pausing  at  Shiraz,  he  laboured  there  during  twelve  months 
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[  with  t)M  udoiir  of  a  maa,  vbo,  di^inctlr  pnreiring  th« 
ap|WDach  of  death,  feared  U«t  it  should  mteitxpl  the  great  worH 
for  nhi^  lUone  he  desired  to  lire.  That  w^wk  (the  trauslatioa  i 
the  new  Testament  isto  Persaa)  at  length  accomplish evl,  he  re*4 
snmed  bis  iraj  towards  Coostantinople,  followli^  his  Mibmandof 
{one  HiMpnn  Aga)  at  a  gallop,  nearly  the  whole  dlstanoe  from 
Tabriz  to  Tocat,  onder  the  rays  of  a  burning  sun  and  the  pressure 
of  continual  fever.  On  the  6th  of  October  1812,  in  the  thirty- 
second  year  of  hia  age,  be  brongbt  the  Jonmal  of  his  life  to  a  pre- 
mature close,  by  inecribing  in  it  the  following  words,  while  he 
sought  a  momentary  repo%  imder  the  shadow  of  some  trees  at  thfl;^ 
foot  of  the  Caramanian  Mountains:  *I  sat  in  the  orchard,  an<l! 
thought  with  Eweet  comfort  and  fear  of  God  —  in  solitude,  my  coin*| 
pany,  my  friend,  and  comforter.  Oh,  when  shall  time  ^ve  place  b 
eternity  I  IMien  shall  appear  that  new  lieaven  and  new  i 
wbereiu  dwelletb  rigbteouRness  and  love !  There  shall  in  now 
enter  anything  that  defileth  ;  none  of  that  wickedness  which  ba*' 
made  man  worse  than  wild  beasts  ;  none  of  those  corruptions  which 
add  still  more  to  the  miseries  of  mortality,  shall  be  seen  or  beard 
of  any  more.'  Ten  days  afterwards  those  aspirations  were  fulfilled. 
His  body  was  laid  in  the  grave  by  the  hands  of  strangers  at 
Tocat,  and  to  his  disembodied  spirit  was  revealed  that  awful  vision 
which  it  is  given  to  the  pure  in  heart,  and  to  them  atone,  to  con- 
template. 

Amidst  all  the  discords  which  agitate  the  Church   of  Knglaiu 
her  sons  are  unanimous  in  extolling  the  name  of  Henry  I  ~ 
And  with  reason :  for  it  is  in  fact  the  one  beroi*  name  which  adon 
her  annals  from  the  days  of  Elizabeth  to  our  own.     Her  apostolie  J 
men,  the  Weeieys  and    Elliotts  and  Brairierda   of  other    times^l 
either  quittej;],  or  were  cast  out  of  her  communion.     Her  ylctej 
Stmctorum  may  be  read  from  end  to  end  with  a  dry  eye   antl  ! 
unquickened  pulse.     Henry  Martyn,  the  learned  and  the   hoIy,J 
translating  the  Scriptures  in  his  solitary  bungalow  at  Dinapore,  otM 
preaching  to  a  congregation  of  five  liundred  beggars,  or  refutim 
tho  Mahommedan  doctors  at  Shiraz,  is  the  bright  exception.     It  ig] 
not  the  less  bright,  because  he  was  brought  within  the  sphere  i 
those  secular  influences  which  so  often  draw  down  our  Anglic 
wortliieB  from  the  Empyrean  along  which  they  would  soar,  to  ( 
levels,  flat  through  fertile,  on  which  they  must  depastiu-e.     Tbei 
is  no  concealing  the  fact,  that  be  annually  received  from  the  ] 
India  Company  an  ugly  allowance  of  twelve  hundred  pounds ; 
though  he  would  be  neither  just  nor  prudent  who  ehoidd  ascribe  t 
the  attractive  force  of  that  stipend  one  boiu  of  Henry  Mai 
reudcuce  in  the  East,  yet  the  ideal  would  be  better  witJiout  i 
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Oppressively  conclusive  as  may  be  the  arguments  in  favour  of  a 
well-endowed  and  punctually  paid  *  Establishment,'  they  have, 
a^r  all,  an  unpleasant  earthly  savour.  One  would  not  like  to 
discover  that  Polycarp,  or  Bernard,  or  Boniface,  was  waited  on 
every  quarter-day  by  a  plump  bag  of  coin  from  the  public  treasury. 
To  receive  a  thousand  rupees  monthly  from  that  som-ce,  was 
perhaps  the  duty,  it  certainly  was  not  the  fault,  of  Heury 
Martyn.  Yet  it  was  a  misfortune,  and  had  been  better  avoided  if 
possible. 

When  Mackenzie  was  sketching  his  Man  of  Feeling^  he  could 
have  desued  no  better  model  than  Henry  Martyn,  the  young  and 
successful  competitor  for  academical  honours ;  a  nw^n  born  to  love 
with  ardour  and  to  hate  with  vehemence ;  amorous,  irascible, 
ambitious,  and  vain  ;  without  one  torpid  nerve  about  him  ;  aiming 
at  universal  excellence  in  science,  in  literature,  in  conversation,  in 
horsemanship,  and  even  in  dress ;  not  without  some  gay  fancies, 
but  more  prone  to  austere  and  melancholy  thoughts ;  patient  of  the 
most  toilsome  inquiries,  though  not  wooing  philosophy  for  her  own 
sake ;  animated  by  the  poetical  temperament,  though  unvisited  by 
any  poetical  inspiration;  eager  for  enterprise,  though  thinking 
meanly  of  the  rewards  to  which  the  adventurous  aspire ;  uniting  in 
himself,  though  as  yet  unable  to  concentrate  or  to  harmonise  them, 
many  keen  desires,  many  high  powers,  and  much  constitutional 
dejection  —  the  chaotic  materials  of  a  great  character,  destined  to 
combine,  as  the  future  events  of  life  should  determine,  into  no 
common  forms,  whether  of  beauty  and  delight,  or  of  deformity  and 
terror. 

Among  those  events,  the  most  momentous  was  his  connection 
with  Charles  Simeon,  and  with  such  of  his  disciples  as  sought 
learning  at  Cambridge,  and  learned  leisure  at  Clapham.  A  mind 
so  beset  by  sympathies  of  every  other  kind  could  not  but  be 
peculiarly  susceptible  to  the  contagion  of  opinion.  From  that 
circle  he  adopted,  in  all  its  unadorned  simplicity,  the  system  called 
Evangelical  —  that  system  of  which  (if  Augustine,  Luther,  Calvin, 
Knox,  and  the  writers  of  the  English  Homilies  may  be  credited) 
Christ  himself  was  the  author,  and  Paul  the  first  and  greatest 
interpreter. 

Through  shallow  heads  and  voluble  tongues,  such  a  creed  (or 
indeed  any  creed)  filtrates  so  easily,  that  of  the  multitude  who 
maintain  it,  comparatively  few  are  aware  of  the  conflict  of  their 
faith  with  the  natiu'al  and  unaided  reason  of  mankind.  Indeed  he 
who  makes  such  an  avowal  will  hardly  escape  the  charge  of  affec- 
tation or  of  impiety.  Yet  if  any  truth  be  clearly  revealed,  it  is, 
that  the  apostolic  doctrine  was  foolishness  to  the  sages  of  this 


xsa 


CUJ'HAM  SECT. 


m  the 
s  IBM 


world.     If  any  unrepealed  truth  be  indisputable,  it  is,  that  sach 
sjigea  are,  at  tliis  day,  making,  as  they  have  ever  made,  ill-disguised 
efforts  to  escape  the  inferences,  with  which  their  own  BiibsGriptions 
ur  admissions   teem.     Divine  philosophy  divorced    from    human 
science — celestial  tilings  stripped  of  the  mitigating  veils  woven  by 
man's  wit  and  fancy  to  relieve  them  — form  an  abyss  a^  ioipassablc 
at  Oxford  now,  as  it  was  at  Athens  eighteen  centuries  ago.     To 
Henry  Martyn  the  gulf  was  visible,  the  self-renunciation  paiaful, 
the  victory  complete.     His  understanding  embraced,  ajid  his  heaxt 
reposed  in  the  two  comprehensive  and  ever  germinating  tenets  of 
the  Bcliool  in  which  he  studied.     Regarding  his  own  heart  as  cor- 
rupt, and  his  own  reaaon  as  delusive,  he  exercised  ait  unlimited 
affiance  in  the  holinesa  and  the  wisdom  of  Him,  in  whose  person 
the  divine  nature  had  been  allied  to  the  human,  that  so,  in  the 
persons  of  his  followers,  the  human  might  be  allied  to  the  divii 
Such  was  his  religious  theory — a  theory  which  doctors  i 
combat,  or  admit,  or  qualify,  but  in  which  the  readers  of  Ilei 
Martyn's  biography,  letters,  and  journals,  cannot  but  acknowledge' 
that  he  found  the  resting-place  of  all  the  impetuous  appetencies  of 
his  mind,  the  spring  of  all  his  strange  powers  of  activity  and 
endurance.      Prostrating   his   soid  before   the   real,   though   the 
hidden.  Presence  he  adored,  his  doubta  were  silenced,  his  anxieties 
soothed,   and   every   meaner   passion   bushed   into   repose.       He 
pursued  divine   truth  (as  ail  who  would  succeed  in  that  pursuit 
must  pursue  it),  by  the  will  rather  than  the  understanding ;  by 
sincerely  and  earnestly  searching  out  the  light  which   ha<l   oome 
into  the  world,  by  still  going  after  it  when  perceived,  by  following 
its  slightest  intimations  with  faith,   with   resignation,    and   with 
constancy ;  though  the  path  it  disclosed  led  him  from  the  fi-iends 
and  the  home  of  his  youth  across  wide  oceans  and  burning  desert*, 
amidst   contumely  and  contention,  with  a  wasted  frame  aad    an 
overburdened  spirit.      He  rose  to  the  sublime  in  character,  ne^ithtiT 
by    the    powers    of   his    intellect,    nor    by  the     compass    of    hia 
learning,  nor  by  the  subtlety,  or  range,  or  the  beauty  of  his  con- 
ceptions (for  in  all  these  he  was  surpassed  by  many),  but  by  tiie 
copiousness  and   the  force  of  the  living  fountains  by  which  his 
spiritual   life   was  nourished.     Estranged  from  a  world  once  too 
fondly  loved,  his  well-tutnred  heart  learned  to  look  l)ack  with  a 
calm  though  affectionate  melancholy  on  its  most  bitter  privations. 
Insatiable   in   the   thirst   for   freedom,    holiness,   and   peace,    h« 
maintained  an  ardour  of  devotion  which  might  have  passed  for  an 
erotic  delirium,  when  contrasted  with  the  Sadducean  frigiditv  of 
other  worshippers.     Eegardiug  all  the  members  of  the  great  human 
family  as  his  kindred  in  sorrow  and  in  exile,  his  zeal  for  their 
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welfare  partook  more  of  the  fervour  of  domestic  affection,  than  of 
the  kind  but  gentle  warmth  of  a  diffusive  philanthropy.  Elevated 
in  his  own  esteem  by  the  consciousness  of  an  intimate  union  with 
the  Eternal  Source  of  all  virtue,  the  meek  missionary  of  the  cross 
exhibited  no  obscure  resemblance  to  the  unobtrusive  dignity,  the 
imfaltering  purpose,  and  the  indestructible  composure  of  Him  by 
whom  the  cross  was  borne.  The  ill -disciplined  desires  of  youth, 
now  confined  within  one  deep  channel,  flowed  quickly  onward 
towards  one  great  consummation :  nor  was  there  any  faculty  of  his 
soul,  or  any  treasure  of  his  accumulated  knowledge,  for  which 
appropriate  exercise  was  not  found  in  the  high  enterprise  to  which 
he  was  devoted. 

And  yet  mature,  the  great  leveller,  still  asserting  her  rights  even 
against  those  whose  triumph  over  her  might  seem  the  most  perfect, 
would  not  seldom  extort  a  burst  of  passionate  grief  from  the  bosom 
of  the  holy  Henry  Marty n,  when  memory  recalled  the  image  of 
her  to  whom,  in  earlier  days,  the  homage  of  his  heart  had  been 
rendered.  The  writer  of  his  life,  embarrassed  with  the  task  of  recon- 
ciling such  an  episode  to  the  gravity  befitting  a  hero  so  majestic,  and 
a  biography  so  solemn,  has  concealed  this  passage  of  bis  story  beneath 
a  veil  at  once  transparent  enough  to  excit<e,  and  impervious  enough 
to  baffle  curiosity.  A  form  may  be  dimly  distinguished  of  such 
witchery  as  to  have  subdued  at  the  first  interview,  if  not  at  the  first 
casual  glance,  a  spirit  soaring  above  all  the  other  attractions  of 
this  sublunary  sphere.  We  can  faintly  trace  the  pathway,  not 
always  solitary,  of  the  pious  damsel,  as  she  crossed  the  bare  heaths 
of  Cornwall  on  some  errand  of  mercy,  and  listened,  not  unmoved, 
to  a  tremulous  voice,  pointing  to  those  heights  of  devotion  from 
which  the  speaker  had  descended  to  this  lower  worship.  Then  the 
shifting  scene  presents  the  figure  —  alas !  so  common  —  of  a 
mother,  prudent,  and  inexorable,  as  if  she  had  been  involved  in  no 
romance  of  her  own  some  brief  twenty  years  before;  and  then 
appears  the  form  (deliciously  out  of  place)  of  the  apostolic  Charles 
Simeon,  assuming,  but  assuming  in  vain,  the  tender  intervenient 
office.  In  sickness  and  in  sorrow,  in  watchings  and  in  fastings,  in 
toils  amd  perils,  and  amidst  the  decay  of  all  other  earthly  hopes, 
tliis  human  love  blends  so  touchingly  with  his  diviner  enthusiasm, 
that  even  from  the  life  of  Henry  Martyn  there  can  scarcely  be 
drawn  a  more  valuable  truth,  than  that,  in  minds  pure  as  his, 
there  may  dwell  together  in  most  harmonious  concord,  affections 
which  a  coarse,  low-toned,  ascetic  morality  would  describe  as  dis- 
tracting the  heart  between  earth  and  heaven. 

Yet  it  is  a  life  pregnant  with  many  other  weighty  truths.     It 
was  passed  in  an  age  when  men  whom  genius  itself  could  scarcely 
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rescue  from  abhorrence,  found  in  their  constitutional  H.-wliiess,  : 
or  fictitious,  not  merely  an  excuse  for  gi'ovelling  in   the  style   i 
Epicurus,  but  even  an  apology  for  deifying  their  seneuality,  priil^ 
malignity,  and  worldly- mi ndedn ess,  by  hyrana  due  only  to    thof 
Bocred  influences,  by  which  our  better  nature  is  sustained   in    thi 
warfare  with  ita  antagonist  corruptions.   Not  such  the  gloom  wbid 
brooded  over  the  heart  of  Henry  Martyn.    It  solicited  no  sympatliy] 
was  never  betrayed  into  sullenness,  and  sought  no  unhallowed  cow 
solatiou.     It  assumed  the  form  of  a  depressing  consciousness  of  i 
desert;  mixed  with  fervent  compassion  for  a  world  which   he  ) 
once  longed  to  quit,  and  panted  to  improve.     It  was  the  sadness  c 
an  exile  gazing  wistfully  towards  his  distant  home,  even  whila 
soothing  the  grief  of  hia  brethren  in  captivity.     It  w^  a  sadne* 
akin  to  that  which  stole  over  the  heart  of  his  Master,  while,  pausiu  j-' 
on  the  slope  of  the  hills  which  stand  round  about  Jerusalem,  lie 
wept  over  her  crowded  marts  and  cloud-cappetl  pinnacles,  hastening 
to  a  desolation  already  visible  to  that  prescient  eye ;  though  hiddei 
by  the  glare  and  tumidt  of  bfe  from  the  obdurate  multitude  beiowj 
It  was  a  sadness  soon  to  give  place  to  an  abiding  serenity  in  thi 
presence  of  that  compassionate  Being  who  had  condescended  ' 
shed  many  bitter  tears,  that  he  might  wipe  away  every  tear  fronl 
the  eyes  of  his  faithful  followers. 

Tidings  of  the  death  of  Henry  Martyn  reached  England  durin] 

the  Parliamentary  debates  on  the  renewal  of  the  East  India 
Company's  charter ;  and  gave  new  impetus  to  the  zeal  with  vt'hich 
the  friends  and  patrons  of  hie  youth  were  then  contending  for  the 
establishment  of  an  Episcopal  see  at  Calcutta,  and  for  the  removal 
of  all  restraints  on  the  diffusion  of  Christianity  within  its  limits. 
In  the  roll  of  names  most  distingiushed  in  that  conflict,  scarcely 
one  can  be  found  wliich  does  not  also  grace  the  calendar  of  Claplmni. 
It  was  a  cause  emphatically  Clapharaic.  John  Venn,  to  whom  the 
whole  sect  looked  up  as  their  pastor  and  spiritual  guide,  was  at  that 
time  on  his  deathbed.  He  had  been  the  projector,  and  one  of  the 
original  founders,  of  the  society  for  sending  missiunaries  of  t 
Anglican  communion  to  Africa  and  the  East  —  a  body  whicbj 
under  the  name  of  the  '  Church  Slissionary  Society,'  now  commancll 
a  wider  field  of  action,  and  a  more  princely  revenue,  than  any  Pr<j 
testant  association  of  the  same  character.  To  him  who  prompts 
the  deeper  meditations,  partook  the  counsels,  and  stimulated  1 
efforts  of  such  disciples,  some  memorial  should  have  been  raised  I 
a  Church  wliich  to  him,  more  than  to  any  of  her  sons,  is  indebt« 
for  her  most  eff'ective  instniment  for  propagating  her  tenets  i 
enlarging  her  borders.  But,  linketl  though  that  name  waa  to  1 
kindest  and  the  holiest  thoughts  of  bo  toauy  of  the  wise  and  $ 
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it  must  be  passed  over  in  this  place  with  this  transient  notice ;  lest 
the  reverence  due  to  it  should  be  impaired,  as  it  certainly  could  not    / 
be  strengthened,  by  a  tribute  on  which  might  not  unjustly  rest  some  / 
grave  suspicion  of  partiality. 

The  shepherd  was  taken  from  his  flock  immediately  after  the 
success  of  the  Parliamentary  contest,  and  while  their  exultations, 
and  the  forebodings  of  their  opponents,  predicted  the  glorious,  or 
the  disastrous,'  results  of  Episcopacy,  and  of  missions  in  India.  At 
this  distance  of  time,  we  know  that  these  prophecies,  whether  of 
good  or  of  evil,  were  uninspired.  Neither  Hindoos  nor  Mussulmen 
have  revolted  on  the  discovery  that  their  European  sovereigns  have 
a  belief  and  a  worship  of  their  own,  which  they  seriously  prefer  to 
the  faith  of  Brama  or  of  Mahomet.  But  neither  has  Benares  yet 
ceased  to  number  her  pilgrims  by  myriads ;  nor  is  the  Bammadan 
violated  from  dawn  to  sunset.  These  results  can  hardly  have  sur- 
prised those  who  derived  their  anticipations  of  the  future  from  a 
careful  survey  of  the  past. 

The  power  before  which  the  temples  of  pagan  Rome  fell  down 
(like  the  mighty  agencies  of  the  material  creation),  is  a  silent 
invisible  influence,  obedient  to  no  laws  which  human  wisdom  can 
explore ;  though,  at  length,  manifesting  its  reality  in  results  which 
the  dullest  observation  cannot  overlook.  It  works  by  searching 
out  affinities  in  the  elements  of  man's  moral  and  social  nature ;  by 
separating  such  as  are  incongruous,  and  by  combining  the  rest  into 
organic  forms,  animated  by  a  common  life.  It  works  by  the  repul- 
sive force  of  mutual  antipathies,  and  by  the  plastic  force  of  self- 
denying  love ;  and  exhibits*  its  presence  in  the  Christian  system,  as 
in  its  noblest  form,  and  most  complete  development.  And  though 
the  prolific  energies  of  this  renovating  power  may  often  appear  to 
slumber,  and  though,  even  when  roused  into  activity,  it  operates 
but  slowly  and  imperfectly,  yet  is  it  the  one  vital  principle  of  this 
otherwise  corrupt  and  corrupting  world ;  and  is  not  less  the  source 
of  light  and  of  order  now,  than  when  it  brooded  over  the  dark 
primitive  chaos. 

Thus  earth's  history  is  but  as  some  incoherent  rhapsody  of  wild 
joys  and  maddening  sorrows,  if  not  regarded  as  the  progressive 
fulfilment  of  the  Supreme  Will,  effected  by  the  ministry,  some- 
times spontaneous,  at  other  times  reluctant,  of  other  wills  subordi- 
nate to  the  Supreme.  And  that  passage  of  history  which  is  to 
unfold  the  religious  and  intellectual  regeneration  of  Hindostan, 
will,  like  the  rest,  delineate  the  strife,  the  reverses,  and  the  long 
delay,  which  must*precede  and  allay  the  final  triumph.  It  will 
tell  of  men  devoting  themselves,  in  constancy  and  resignation,  to 
labours  of  which  they  must  never  witness  the  recompense ;  and 
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obeying  every  intimation  of  the  good  pleasure  of  God,  even  whfiq 
[    fie  may  have  appeared  to  have  abandoned  to  their  onu  weakness 
the  champions  of  His  truth.     It  will  trace  the  path  of  the  heralds 
of  petwe,  illuminated  amidst  the  deep  surrounding  darkness  by  the 
inward  light  of  faith,  and  by  the  outward  light  which  the  inspired 
records  throw  on  the  state,  the  prospects,  and  the  dntic>s  of  man. 
And  it  will  also  tell   of  the  restoration  of  those  records  to  the 
supremacy  for  which  their  Di^-ine  Author  destined  them,  amoi 
I     Hia  instruments  for  the  renewal  of  the  image  which  He  impj 
I     on  his  moral  creation,  at  the  first  dawn  of  its  existence. 
I        To  eflfect  that  restoration,  became  the  chief  design  of  the  devoi 
I    men  whose  wiser  Anglo-Catholic  sons  are  now  calling  their  fathi 
!     fools.     Of  that  folly  the  ecumenical  seat  was  in  the  immediat 
,     vicinity  of  our  suburban  common,  reflecting  from  her  glassy  pi 
the  mansions  by  which  she  is  b^rt.     From  them  came  forth 
I    majority  of  the  first  members  of  the  governing  body  of  the  '  BibI 
I     Society,'  its  earliest  ministers  or  secretaries,  and,  above  all, 
first  and  greatest  of  its  Presidents — John  Lord  Teignmouth 
the  commemoration  of  whose  life  are  dedicated  the  volumes  froi 
which  our  devious  course  commenced,  and  to  which  it  at  leni 
returns. 

As  Mr.  Carlyle  has  it,  he  was  a  noticeable  man.     While  Napt 
leon  had  been  founding  an  Empire  in  Europe,  he  had  been  ruli 
an  Empire  in  Asia.     The  greatest  of  commercial  corporations  hi 
made  him  their  viceroy.     The  greatest  of  religious  societies 
made  him  their  head.     He  was  a  man  of  letters  too,  and  a  man 
hair-breadth  escapes  and  strange  adventures.     He  had  been 
friend  of  Sir  William  .Tones,  the  asst>ciate  of  'Warren  Hastings,  tl 
ailviser  of  Henry  Dundas,  and  the  choice  of  William  Pitt  when  hi 
had  a  trust  to  confer,  superior  in  splendour,  perhaps  in  importance,' 
to  his  own.     So,  at  least,  said  the  chronicles  of  those  times  ;  but 
his  own  appearance  seemed  to  say  the  contrary.     If  the  faacee  had 
really  once  been  home  before  the  quiet,  everyday  looking  gentle- 
man who  was  to  be  seen  walking  with   his  children  on   Clapbam 
Common,  or  holding  petty  sessions  of  the  peace  for  the  benefit  of 
.   his  neighbours  there,  then  Clapham  Common  had  totally  miscoiv=. 
I    ceived  what  manner  of  men  governors-general  are.     The  idea 
the  common  was  as  magnificent  as  that  of  a  Lord  Mayor  in 
mind  of  Martinus  Scriblerus.     But  a  glance  at  our  Arungzebe, 
the  Clapham  coach,  was  enough  to  dispel  the  illusion.   How  a 
who  hod  sat  on  tJie  Musnud  of  Calcutta,  could  now  sit  so  patiently 
between  Messrs.  Smith  and  Brown  of  St.  Mildred's,  Cornhill,  and 
I   listen  to  them  on  the  Paving  Rate  Question,  with  such  genui 
I  and  good-humoured  interest,  was  a  question  which  ' 
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the  faith  and  the  tongues  of  the   commoners,  and   which   has 
ever  since  remained  one  of  the  dark  problems  of  parochial  history. 

Lord  Teignmouth  was  an  estimable,  accomplished,  and  religious 
man,  on  whom  Providence  bestowed  extraordinary  gifts  of  fortune, 
without  any  extraordinary  gifts  of  nature.  He  was  exalted  to  one 
of  the  highest  places  of  the  earth,  but  was  not  endowed  with  the 
genius  or  the  magnanimity  for  which  such  places  afford  their  meet 
exercise  and  full  development.  Th^  roll  of  British  viceroys  in 
India  includes  other  names  than  those  of  the  Immortals.  Clive, 
Hastings,  and  Wellesley  transmitted  empire,  but  could  not  transmit 
imperial  minds  to  Amherst,  or  to  Minto,  or  to  Shore.  He  was  not 
one  of  those  who  enlarge  our  conceptions  of  the  powers  occasionally 
confided  to  man.  He  rose  to  the  summit  of  delegated  dominion, 
without  any  sublime  endurance  or  heroic  daring.  He  wrote  many 
speculations,  political,  moral,  and  religious ;  but  without  rendering 
more  clear  our  knowledge  of  the  actual  condition  of  mankind  ;  or 
oiu*  conjectures  respecting  what  awaits  them.  He  also  wrote  many 
verses ;  but  can  scarcely  ever  have  awakened  an  echo  in  the  hearts 
of  others.  The  eminence  of  his  position  suggested  comparisons 
which  it  would  otherwise  have  been  immeaning  to  form.  There  is 
not  room  for  many  great  men,  in  any  age  or  in  any  dynasty ;  and  he 
who,  in  the  age  of  Napoleon  and  the  dynasty  of  Clive,  ruled  with 
spotless  virtue,  and  aimed  only  to  consolidate  the  conquests  of  his 
predecessors,  might  justly  deprecate  the  disparaging  remark,  that 
he  was  not  cast  in  their  gigantic  mould.  But  the  good  Vespasian 
must  always  be  prepared  for  invidious  allusions  to  the  mighty 
Julius. 

The  son  of  a  supercargo,  and  the  grandson  of  a  captain  in  the 
marine  of  the  East  India  Company,  John  Shore  was  destined  from 
his  youth  to  the  service  of  the  same  employers.  He  was  prepared 
for  it  at  Harrow,  where  he  recited  Homer  and  Juvenal  with 
Nathaniel  Halhed  on  the  one  hand,  and  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan 
on  the  other ;  Samuel  Parr  being  the  common  tutor  of  the  three. 
On  the  same  form  were  seen,  nearly  forty  years  later,  three  other 
boys,  since  known  to  fame  as  Lord  Byron,  Sir  Robert  Peel,  and 
Sir  George  Sinclair.  In  the  first  of  these  triumvirates  Halhed,  in 
the  second  Sinclair,  were  pointed  out  by  Harrovian  divination  as 
the  men  destined  to  illuminate  and  command  the  ages  which  had 
given  them  birth.  The  spirit  of  prophecy  did  not  rest  on  the  Hill 
of  Harrow  1  Neither  indeed  was  the  United  Company  of  Mer- 
chants, trading  to  the  East  Indies  at  the  first  of  those  eras,  precisely 
a  school  of  the  prophets.  The  one  qualification  they  required  of 
the  future  ministers  and  judges  of  their  Empire,  was  a  sound  ac- 
quaintance with  book-keeping.    Mr.  Shore  was  accordingly  re- 
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moved  from  Harrow  to  a  commercial  sctioo!  at  Hackney.     Ainoi 
the  students  tbere  was  one  wlio,  at  the  distance  of  half  a  centiiiy^ 
he  met  again  ;  the  stately  Marquis  of  Hastings,  who  then  came  to 
ask  a  lesson  in  the  art  of  governing  India,  from  the  old  school- 
fellow with  whom  be  had  once  taken  lessons  in  the  art  of  double 
entry. 

Entbueiasts  are  men  of  one  idea.  Heroes  are  men  of  one  de- 
sign. They  who  prosper  in  the  world  are  usually  men  of  one 
maxim.  When  Mr.  Shore  waa  toiling  up  the  steep  ascent  trodden 
by  writers,  *  an  old  gentleman  named  Burgess '  chanced  to  say  to 
him, '  make  yourself  useful,  and  you  will  succeed.'  Old  jUr.  Bur- 
gess never  said  a  better  thing  in  his  life.  It  became  the  text  on 
which  the  young  civilian  preached  many  a  discourse  to  others,  and 
to  himself.  With  his  own  hand  he  compiled  several  volumes  of 
the  records  of  the  secret  political  department.  In  a  single  year 
he  decided  six  hundred  causes  at  Moorshedabad.  He  acquired  tlie 
Hindostanee,  Arabic,  and  Persian  tongues;  and  was  summoned  to 
employ  that  knowledge  at  what  was  then  called  the  '  Provincial 
Council '  at  Calcutta.  He  revised  one  of  the  philippics  launched 
by  Francis  against  Warren  Hastings,  and  lent  his  pen  to  prepare  a 
memorial  against  the  supreme  court  and  Sir  Elijiih  Impey. 
useful,  indeed,  did  he  make  himself  to  the  opponents  of  Hosting) 
that  he  was  appointed  by  that  great  man  (oriental  and  occidental 
politics  having  much  in  common)  to  a  seat  in  his  supreme  coimctll 
of  four.  But,  whatever  might  be  his  change  of  party,  Mr.  Sbora 
never  changed  bis  maxim.  He  presided  at  the  Board  of  Reveauoi 
He  acted  as  revenue  commissioner  in  Dacca  and  Eehar.  He  dreW 
up  plans  of  judicial  reform.  Ever  busy,  and  ever  useful,  he  t^ 
mained  in  India  till  Hastings  himself  quitted  it,  when  they  rei 
turned  in  the  same  ship  to  England — the  ever-triumphant  Ilastinal 
to  encounter  Burke  and  the  House  of  Commons;  the  ever-useful 
Mr.  Shore  to  receive  from  the  Court  of  Directors  a  seat  in  tbd 
supreme  council  of  three,  established  under  Mr.  Pitt's  Indi 
EilL 

Again  he  bent  his  way  to  the  East,  and  again  enjoyed,  under  Ifad 
rule  of  Lord  Cornwallis,  abundant  opportunities  of  acting  up  to  tlitf 
precept  of  old  Mr,  Burgess.  He  sustained  nearly  all  the  drudgery 
which,  in  every  such  combination,  fidls  to  the  lot  of  some  siugle  , 
person ;  assuming,  as  his  peculiar  province,  the  settlement  of  tbo 
revenues  of  Bengal,  Behar,  and  Orissa.  The  result  of  bia  labours 
waa  that  momentous  decision,  remaining  in  force  to  this  day,  which 
has  recognised  the  right  of  the  Zemindars  to  the  land,  in  the 
double  character  of  renters  and  landlords — a  measure  against  which 
there  is  such  an  array  of  authority  and  argument,  as  to  compel  a 
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doubt  whether,  on  this  occasion  at  least,  Mr.  Shore  did  not  render 
a  service  useful  rather  to  the  sovereigns  of  India,  than  to  their 
subjects. 

To  himself  the  result  was  most  important.  The  time  had  come 
when  Mr.  Pitt  hoped  to  witness  the  introduction  into  India  of  the 
pacific  system  which,  at  his  instance,  Parliament  had  enjoined. 
He  committ^  that  task  to  Mr.  Shore;  wisely  judging  that  the 
author  of  the  territorial  settlement  possessed  in  an  eminent  degree 
the  habits,  the  principles,  and  the  temper,  which  qualify  men  for 
an  unambitious  and  equitable  course  of  policy.  With  that  charge 
he  sailed  a  third  time  for  the  East,  in  the  character  of  Govemor- 
General. 

He  had  been  eminently  useful,  and  had  succeeded  eminently. 
But  now  the  old  maxim  began  to  wear  out.  He  who  would  climb 
an  oak  must,  as  a  great  living  writer  has  observed,  change  the 
nature  of  his  efforts,  and  quicken  his  pace  after  he  has  once  fairly 
set  foot  on  the  branches.  Old  Mr.  Burgess  had  taught  how  the 
highest  advancement  might  be  obtained.  He  had  not  taught  how 
it  might  be  improved.  Sir  John  Shore  (such  was  now  the  title  of 
the  Governor-General)  brought  to  that  commanding  station,  know- 
ledge, industry,  courage,  and  disinterestedness ;  with  a  philanthropy 
as  pure  as  ever  warmed  the  bosom  of  any  of  the  rulers  of  mankind. 
But  he  did  not  bring  to  it  the  wide  survey,  the  prompt  decision, 
and  the  invincible  will,  of  the  great  statesmen  who,  before  and 
after  him,  wielded  that  delegated  sceptre.  The  sense  of  subor- 
dination, and  the  spirit  of  a  subordinate,  still  clung  to  him.  To  be 
useful  to  the  Board  of  Control,  to  be  useful  to  the  Court  of  Directors, 
to  be  useful  to  the  Civil  Service,  to  be  useful  to  the  Indian  Army, 
limited  his  ambition  as  an  administrator ;  and  though  the  happiness 
of  the  nations  of  India  was  the  object  of  his  highest  aspirations,  his 
rule  over  them  was  barren,  not  only  of  any  splendid  enterprise,  but 
even  of  any  memorable  plan  for  their  benefit. 

The  four  years  of  Sir  John  Shore's  government  was  a  period  of 
peace,  interrupted  only  by  a  single  battle  with  the  Rohilla  chiefs, 
l^ut  it  was  a  peace  pregnant  with  wars,  more  costly  and  dangerous 
than  any  in  which  the  British  Empire  in  the  East  had  been  in- 
volved since  the  days  of  Clive  and  Laurence.  The  charges  advanced 
against  Sir  John  Shore  by  the  more  adventurous  spirits  who 
followed  him,  are  all  summed  up  in  the  one  accusation  —  that  his 
policy  was  temporising  and  timid.  He  acquiesced  as  an  inert 
spectator  in  the  successful  invasion  of  the  dominions  of  the  Nizam 
by  the  Mahrattas.  He  fostered  the  power  and  the  audacity  of  that 
warlike  nation.  He  unresistingly  permitted  the  growth  of  a  P>ench 
subsidiary  force,  in  the  service  of  three  of  the  most  considerable 
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native  powers.  He  thwarted  Lord  Hobart's  efforts  for  extending 
the  dominion  or  influence  of  Great  Britain  in  Ceylon,  in  the 
Camatic,  and  in  Tanjore.  He  allowed  the  growth  and  the  aggce&- 
BJous  in  Northern  India  of  that  power  which,  under  Kunjeet  Singh, 
aftenvarda  became  eo  formidable.  He  looked  on  passively  while 
Tippoo  was  preparing  for  the  contest  into  which  he  plunged,  or 
wan  driven,  to  his  own  ruin,  and  to  our  no  light  peril. 

Thete,  and  such  as  these,  are  the  charges.  The  answer  ib  drawn 
from  the  pacific  injunctions  of  Parliament,  and  the  pacific  orders 
of  the  Company ;  and  from  the  great  truth,  that  ambitions  wars 
are  the  direst  curse,  and  peace  the  most  invaluable  bleaeing  to 
mankind.  In  the  course  of  hia  correspondence,  Lord  Teignmouth 
takes  fretpient  occasion  to  announce  the  new  or  philosophical 
maxim,  which  as  Governor-General  he  had  substituted  for  his  old 
or  utilitarian  maxim  as  a  writer.  It  was  that  incontrovertible 
verity,  that  '  honesty  is  the  best  policy.'  Sound  doctrine,  doubt- 
lees;  hut  whether  it  is  the  best  policy  to  be  honest  now  and  then, 
may  admit  of  more  dispute.  Millions  of  men  never  lived  together 
imder  a  rule  more  severely  just  in  intention  than  waa  that  of  Sir 
John  Shore.  But  the  Rohillaa  distrusted  his  equity.  The  Alah- 
ratlas  had  no  belief  in  liia  courage.  The  Nizam  could  not  be  con- 
vinced of  bis  good  faith.  The  oppresseil  Ryots  were  incredulona 
of  hia  benevolence.  Integrity,  which,  being  only  occasional  and 
transient,  passes  for  weakness  and  caprice,  may  work  out  evils  even 
more  intolerable  than  those  of  a  consistent,  resolute,  and  syste- 
matic injustice.  Under  their  pacific  Governor-General,  tJie  people 
of  the  East  remembered  the  conquests  of  his  predecessors,  and 
were  preparing  to  counteract,  by  secret  or  open  bostiUtie»,  the 
further  conqueata  of  the  pro-consuls  who  were  to  succeed  him. 
His  individual  conscience  could  justly  applaud  the  retrospect  of 
his  Asiatic  dominion ;  but  the  national  conscience,  of  which  we 
have  lately  heard,  had  it  any  cause  to  exult  in  a  pause  of  four 
years  in  an  otherwise  unbroken  chain  of  successful  aggressions  on 
the  princes  and  people  of  Hindostau  ? 

When  Napoleon  wrote  bulletins  about  the  star  of  Ansterlitz  au<) 
the  fulfilment  of  his  destiny,  we  were  all  equally  shocked  at  hia 
principles  and  bis  style.     Vet  the  apologies  still  ringing  ia  c 
eajs  for  the  wars  of  Affghanistan,  of  Sciude,  and  of  Gwalior,  thoiu 
made  but  yesterday  by  the  bigbeet  authorities  on  either  ade  of  t 
House  of  Commons,  were  but  a  plagiarism  from  the  Emperor  < 
the  French,  in  more  correct,  though  less  animated  language.     Na 
oould  it  be  otherwise.     Empire  cannot  be  built  up,  either  in  I 
West  or  in  tlie  East,  in  contempt  of  the  laws  of  God,  and  then  I 
maintained  according  to  the  Decalogue.     When  the  veeael  i 
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either  drive  before  the  gale  or  founder,  the  helmsman  no  longer 
looks  at  the  chart.  When  the  pedestals  of  the  throne  are  terror 
and  admiration,  he  who  would  sit  there  seciurely  must  consult 
other  rules  than  those  of  the  Evangelists.  Sir  John  Shore  was  the 
St.  Louis  of  Governors-General.  But  if  Clive  had  been  like- 
minded,  we  should  have  had  no  India  to  govern.  If  Hastings 
had  aspired  to  the  title  of  *  The  Just,'  we  should  not  have  retained 
our  dominion.  If  Wellesley  had  ruled  in  the  spirit  of  his  con- 
scientious predecessor,  we  should  infallibly  have  lost  it.  With 
profound  respect  for  the  contrary  judgment  of  so  good  a  man,  we 
venture  to  doubt  whether  the  severe  integrity  which  forbade  him 
to  bear  the  sceptre  of  the  Moguls  as  others  had  borne  it,  shovdd 
not  have  also  forbidden  his  bearing  it  at  all.  Needlessly  to  assume 
incompatible  duties,  is  permitted  to  no  man.  Cato  would  have 
ceased  to  be  himself  had  he  consented  to  act  as  a  lieutenant  of  the 
Usurper.  The  British  viceroy  who  shall  at  once  be  true  to  his 
employers,  and  strictly  equitable  to  the  princes  of  India  and  their 
subjects,  need  not  despair  of  squaring  the  circle. 

Eeturning  a  third  time  to  his  native  land.  Lord  Teignmouth 
fell  into  the  routine  of  common  duties,  and  of  common  pleasures, 
with  the  ease  of  a  man  who  had  taken  no  delight  in  the  pomp  or 
in  the  exercise  of  power ;  but  whose  heart  had  been  with  his  home 
and  with  his  books,  even  while  Nabobs  and  Rajahs  were  prostrating 
themselves  before  him.  He  became  eminent  at  the  Quarter 
Sessions,  took  down  again  the  volumes  in  which  Parr  had  lectured 
him,  thinned  out  his  shrubberies,  visited  at  country-seats  and 
watering-places,  watched  over  his  family  and  his  poor  neighbours, 
sent  letters  of  good  advice  to  his  sons  (to  the  perusal  of  which 
the  public  are  now  invited  with  perhaps  more  of  filial  than  of 
fraternal  piety),  and,  in  short,  lived  the  life  so  pleasant  in  reality, 
so  tedious  in  description,  of  a  well-educated  English  gentleman,  of 
moderate  fortune,  moderate  desires,  and  refined  tastes;  with  a 
fruitful  vine  on  the  walls  of  his  house,  and  many  olive  branches 
round  about  his  table. 

If,  as  all  Englishmen  believe,  this  is  the  happiest  condition  of 
human  existence,  it  illustrates  the  remark  that  happiness  is  a  serious, 
not  to  say  a  heavy  thing.  The  exhibition  of  it  in  these  volumes  is 
rather  amiable  than  exhilarating.  India-House  traditions  tell, 
that  when  a  young  aspirant  for  distinction  there,  requested  one  of 
the  Chairs  to  inform  him  what  was  the  proper  style  of  writing 
political  dispatches,  the  Chair  made  answer,  *  The  style  we  prefer 
is  the  humdrum.^  This  preference  for  the  humdrum,  enjoined 
perhaps  by  the  same  high  authority,  clung  to  Lord  Teignmouth 
even  after  his  return  to  Europe.     He  wrote  as  if  to  baflSe  the 
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critics,  and  lived  as  if  to  perplex  the  biographerK.  A  forrigj 
amongst  UB  might  perhaps  have  eketched  him  as  a  specimen  a 
class  peciiliar  to  England.  But  the  portrait  is  too  familiar  \ 
exhibition  to  English  eyes,  though  none  is  dearer  to  English  bee 
Wlio  that  has  contemplated  and  loved  (as  who  has  not  ?)  the  viae, 
cheerful,  and  affectionate  head  of  some  large  household,  filling  up 
without  hurry  or  lassitude  the  wide  circle  of  domestic,  neighbourly, 
and  magisterial  diities,  and  aiming  at  nothing  more — let  bim  aay 
whether  the  second  Lord  Teignmouth  could  have  rendered  ani- 
mating in  description  the  tranquil  years  which  the  first  Lonl 
Teignmouth  probably  found  the  most  grateful  of  his  life  in 
reality. 

They  were  gliding  quietly  away,  cheered  by  such  retrospects  as 
few  have  enjoyed,  and  gilded  by  hopes  which  few  could  so  reason- 
ably indulge,  when  the  Society,  then  for  the  first  time  formed  for 
the  circulation  of  the  Bible,  placed  him  at  their  bead  ;  not  as  a 
mere  titular  chief,  hut  aa  the  President  by  whom  all  their  deli- 
berations were  to  be  controlled,  and  as  the  dignitary  by  whom  the 
collective  body  were  to  be  represented.  So  high  a  trust  could  not 
have  fallen  into  hands  more  curiously  fitted  for  the  discharge  of 
it.  There  met  and  blended  in  him  aa  much  of  the  spirit  of  the 
world,  and  as  much  of  the  spirit  of  that  sacred  volume,  aa  coiild 
combine  harmoniously  with  each  other.  To  the  capacious  views 
of  a  man  long  conversant  with  great  affairs,  he  united  asubmissioQ 
the  most  childlike  to  the  supreme  authority  of  those  sacred  records 
To  the  high  bearing  of  one  for  whose  smile  rival  princes  had 
sued,  he  added  that  unostentatious  simplicity  which  is  equally 
beyond  the  reach  of  those  who  solicit,  and  of  those  who  really 
despise,  human  admiration.  Conversant  with  mankind  under  all 
political  and  social  aspects,  and  in  every  gradation  of  rank,  it  was  at 
once  his  habit  and  his  delight  to  withdraw  fi:om  that  indiscriminate 
intercourse  into  the  interior  circle  where  holy  thoughts  might  he 
best  nourished  ;  and  into  the  solitude  where  alone  the  modesty  of  bia 
natmre  would  permit  the  utterance  of  his  devout  affections.  An 
Oriental  scholar  of  no  mean  celebrity,  and  not  without  a  cultivated 
taste  for  classical  learning,  he  daily  passed  from  such  pursuits  U> 
the  study  of  the  Sacred  Oracles — aa  one  who,  having  sojourned  in 
a  strange  land,  returns  to  the  familiaj-  voices,  the  fajthful  counsels, 
and  the  well-proved  loving-kindness  of  bis  father's  house.  To 
scatter  through  every  tongue  and  kindred  of  the  earth,  the  inspired 
leaves  by  which  his  own  mind  was  sustained  and  comforted,  was  a 
labniu-  in  which  he  found  full  scope  and  constant  exercise 
virtues,  hardly  to  be  hazarded  in  the  government  of  India. 
't,  indeed,  and  of  the  fame  of  bia  Indian  admini 
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he  had  become  strangely  regardless  —  witnessing  silently,  if  not 
with*  indifference,  the  overthrow  of  his  policy,  and  the  denial  of 
his  claims  to  the  respect  and  gratitude  of  mankind.  Ordinary 
men,  it  is  true,  are  but  seldom  agitated  by  the  temperament  by 
which  men  of  genius  expiate  their  formidable  eminence ;  but  Lord 
Teignmouth  seems  to  have  had  more  than  his  due  share  of  constitu- 
tional phlegm.  He  governed  an  empire  without  ambition,  wiote 
poetry  without  inspiration,  and  gave  himself  up  to  labours  of  love 
and  works  of  mercy  without  enthusiasm.  He  was,  in  fact,  rather  a 
fatiguing  man  —  of  a  narcotic  influence  in  general  society  —  with 
a  pen  which  not  rarely  dropped  truisms ;  sedate  and  satisfied  under 
all  the  vicissitudes  of  life ;  the  very  antithesis  and  contradiction  of 
the  Hero,  whose  too  tardy  advent  Mr.  Carlyle  is  continually  in- 
voking. Yet  he  was  one  of  those  whom  we  may  be  well  content 
to  honour,  while  we  yet  wait  the  promised  deliverer.  He  was  a 
witness  to  the  truth,  that  talents  such  as  multitudes  possess,  and 
opportunities  such  as  multitudes  enjoy,  may,  under  the  homely 
guidance  of  perseverance  and  good  sense,  command  the  loftiest 
ascent  to  which  either  ambition  or  philanthropy  can  aspire ;  if  that 
steep  path  be  trodden  with  a  firm  faith  in  the  Divine  wisdom,  a 
devout  belief  in  the  Divine  goodness,  and  a  filial  promptitude  of 
conformity  to  the  Divine  will. 

To  Lord  Teignmouth,  and  to  the  other  founders  of  the  Bible 
Society,  an  amount  of  gratitude  is  due,  which  might,  perhaps, 
have  been  more  freely  rendered,  if  it  had  been  a  little  less  grandi- 
loquently claimed  by  the  periodic  eloquence  of  their  followers. 
Her  annual  outbursts  of  self-applause  are  not  quite  justified  by 
any  success  which  this  great  Protestant  pi^opaganda  has  hitherto 
achieved  over  her  antagonists.  Bome  still  maintains  and  multi- 
plies her  hostile  positions  —  heathen  and  Mahomedan  temples  are 
as  numerous  and  as  crowded  as  before — ignorance  and  sin  continue 
to  scatter  the  too  fertile  seeds  of  sorrow  thi'ough  a  groaning  world 
—  and  it  is  no  longer  doubtful  that  the  aspect  of  human  affairs 
may  remain  as  dark  aa  ever,  though  the  earth  be  traversed  by 
countless  millions  of  copies  of  the  Holy  Text  The  only  wonder 
Is,  that  such  a  doubt  should  ever  have  arisen  —  that  reasonable 
people  should  have  anticipated  the  renovation  of  man  to  the 
higher  purposes  of  hi.s  being,  by  any  single  agency  —  without  an 
apparatus  aa  complex  as  his  own  nature  —  or  without  influences  as 
vivifying  as  those  which  gave  him  birth.  To  quicken  the  inert 
mass  around  us,  and  to  render  it  prolific,  it  is  necessary  that  the 
primeval  or  patriarchal  institute  of  parental  training  should  be 
combined  with  an  assiduous  education ;  with  the  various  discipline 
of  life ;  with  the  fellowship  of  domestic,  civil,  and  ecclesiastical 
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society :  aiid,  ftbove  all,  with  the  re-creative  power  from  on  High 
doYoutlv  iinplorevl  and  Jiligeutly  cherished.     The  wicked  habita- 
tions by  which  our  gU>be  is  bimieued,  might,  alas  I  be  wicked  still, 
though  each  of  them  were  convertevl  into  a  biblical  library.     And 
yet  witli  the  l»oIicf  of  the  inspiration,  whether  plenary  or  partial, 
of  tlio  Jvripturos,  who  can  reconcile  a  disbelief  of  the  momentous 
results  with  which  the  mere  knowleilge  of  them  by  mankind   ^ 
hirgo   unist    be  attended  ?     \Mio  will  presume   to  estimate   the 
workings  of  such  an  element  of  thought  in  such  a  world  ? — or  to 
follow  out  the  movements  resulting  from  such  a  voice  when  raised 
in  every  tongue  and  among  all  people,  in  opposition  to  the  rude 
clamour  from  without,  or  the  still  harsher  dissonance  from  within? 
—  or  who  will  take  on  him  to  measure  the  consequences  of  exhi- 
biting amongst  all  the  tribes  of  men  one  immutable  standard  of 
truth  —  one  eternal  rule  of  duty  —  one  spotless  model   for  imita- 
tion r 

It*  this  \-:vsr  coni\.\leniov  of  the  Protestant  and  Greek  churches 
w.\s  re-jrardcvi  l-v  the  !ei^  initiateil  with  some  decree  of  sui>er>r:t:  il- 
awe,  and  ext.^'Ievi  leyond  the  severe  limits  of  tnuh,  the  :  iiu  ier? 
of  the  Svvietv  wore  tov^  weil  insrnict^i'vi  in  spiritual  d\Tiam:es,  t..  :.-e 
themselves  in  l<.'ndas::e  to  that  vu!s:::\r  error.  The  more  emiiie:-:  . ! 
the  Clapham  soo:ar::u:s  though:  of  it  but  as  one  wheel  in  tLa:  eli- 
Ivrare  mecha:v!sm.  by  which  thvy  Ivlievel  that  the  worl.l  -ar.-l.i  ^^ 
lc::jrh  Iv  iv.vWt\l.     Boll  and  Lai. caster  were  K-th  tLeir  'ss-tr'.--. :iie 
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the  silence  into  which  it  may  die  away  in  the  next !  See  how  a  man 
may  have  been  extolled  not  thirty  poor  years  ago,  as  a  philosopher, 
historian,  divine,  and  academic,  on  whom  *  young  England '  has  not 
one  passing  remembrance  to  bestow !  And  although  the  present 
effort  to  revive  and  perpetuate  his  glory  be  made  by  a  kinswoman, 
prepared  for  that  undertaking  by  knowledge,  by  ability,  and  by 
zeal ;  yet  how  avoid  the  conviction  that  the  monument  itself,  like 
the  name  to  which  it  is  erected,  is  already  becoming  a  premature 
ruin,  and  preaching  one  more  imheeded  sermon  on  the  text  which 
proclaims  the  vanity  of  all  things  ? 

If  the  several  tendencies  of  Isaac  Milner  to  moral  and  intellec- 
tual greatness  had  been  permitted  to  act  freely,  and  if  Fortune 
had  not  caressed  and  enervated  him  by  her  too  benigant  smiles,  - 
his  name  might  have  been  now  illustrious  in  the  Fasti  Canta- 
brigienses.  But  she  bestowed  on  him  the  rewards  of  eminence,  ^ 
such  as  wealth,  leisure,  reputation  and  authority,  without  exacting 
the  appointed  price  of  toil  and  self-denial.  Humble  as  was  his 
hereditary  station,  he  scarcely  ever  felt  the  invigorating  influence 
of  depending  on  his  own  exertions  for  subsistence,  for  comforts,  or 
even  for  enjoyments.  He  soon  obtained  and  soon  resigned  a  fellow- 
ship at  Queen's  College,  Cambridge,  to  become  the  president  of 
that  society ;  an  office  to  which  ere  long  were  added  the  deanery  of 
Carlisle,  and  the  mathematical  chair  once  occupied  by  Newton. 
Three  such  sinecures  were  a  burden,  beneath  which  the  most 
buoyant  spirit  could  scarcely  have  moved  with  freedom.  A  splen- 
did patrimony  in  the  three  per  cents.,  or  the  golden  repose  of  Lords 
Arden  or  Ellenborough,  might  agree  well  enough  with  the  pur- 
suits of  a  scholar  or  a  statesman.  Not  so  the  laborious  idleness 
of  a  deanery  and  a  mastership,  with  their  ceaseless  round  of 
chapters  and  elections,  and  founders'  feasts,  and  enclosure  ques- 
tions; and  questions  about  new  racks  for  the  stables,  and  new 
rollers  for  the  garden;  and  squabbles  with  contumacious  canons 
and  much-digesting  fellows.  Newton  himself  could  not,  at  the 
same  time,  have  given  laws  to  the  Butteries  and  explored  the  laws 
of  the  universe;  and  therefore  it  happened  that  Novton's  suc- 
cessor was  too  busy  for  the  duties  of  his  lucrative  professorship. 
Delilah  bound  the  strong  man  with  cords  supplied  by  Mammon  for 
the  purpose. 

From  such  toils  he  might  have  broken  away,  if  the  wily  coiu-- 
tezan  had  not  thrown  around  him  the  more  seductive  bondage  of 
social  and  colloquial  popularity.  The  keen  sarcasm,  that  *  science 
is  his  forte  —  omniscience,  his  foible,'  though  of  later  date,  could 
never  have  been  aimed  at  any  of  the  giants  of  Cambridge  with 
more  truth,  or  with  greater  effect,  than  at  the  former  president  of 
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Queen's.  He  had  looked  into  inDumerable  books,  had  dippoftfl 
moBt  subjects,  whether  of  vulgar  or  of  iL-amed  inquiry,  and  U 
with  shrewdness,  aniroatiou,  aud  intrepidity,  on  them  all.  IftTiat- 
ever  the  company  and  whatever  the  theme,  bis  sonoroua  voice  pie- 
dominateU  over  all  other  voices,  even  as  his  lofty  stature,  vaa 
girth,  and  superincumbent  wig,  defied  all  competition.  He  WM 
equally  at  home  on  a  steeple -chase,  and  on  finaJ  perseverance; 
and  explained  with  the  same  confidence  the  economy  of  an  ant- 
hill and  the  policy  of  the  Nizam.  During  the  last  half  of  his  life 
the  Johnaonilatria  was  at  its  height ;  and  among  the  aspirants  Ui 
the  vacant  convei'sational  throne,  none  appteared  to  have  a  fairer 
title  than  himself.  Parr,  with  his  pipe  and  his  pedantrr,  niut 
offensive.  Biahop  Watson  was  pompous  and  tiresome.  Lord 
Ellenborough,  the  fiist  of  that  name,  was  but  an  eminent  phraae- 
manufacturer.  But  Isaac  Milner,  however  inferior  to  the  sage 
of  Bolt  Court  in  genius,  in  wit,  in  practical  wisdom,  in  pliilo- 
logy,  and  in  critical  discernment,  ranged  over  a  wider  field  of 
knowledge;  with  a  memory  as  ready  and  retentive,  with  higber 
animal  spirits,  a  broader  humour,  a  less  artificial  style,  and  an  en- 
joyment BO  cordial  and  sociable  of  hia  own  talk,  as  compelled  every 
one  else  to  enjoy  it.  If  less  contentious  than  hia  great  prototype, 
he  was  not  leas  authoritative.  But  his  topics  were  more  out  of  the 
reach  of  controversy,  his  temper  more  serene,  and  liis  audience  far 
more  subservient.  In  the  whole  of  his  cai'eer,  ho  was  probably 
never  once  surrounded  by  such  a  circle  aa  that  which  at  'The 
Club '  reduced  the  dominion  of  Johnson  to  the  form  of  a  limited 
monarchy.  At  Carlisle,  the  Dean  was  the  life  of  an  otherwise  life- 
less amalgam  of  country  squires  and  well-endowed  prebendaries. 
At  Cambridge,  the  JMaster  was  the  soul  of  dinner  and  tea  parties, 
othenvise  inanimate.  At  London,  he  was  the  centre  of  a  circle, 
ever  prompt  (as  are  all  London  circles)  to  render  homage  to  literary 
and  intellectual  rank;  especially  when  it  can  condescend  to  be 
amusing  and  natural,  and  can  afford  to  diaclaim  all  pretensions  to 
the  elaborate  refinements  of  metropolitan  society.  Thus  the  Ryreii 
Fortune  raised  her  most  alluring  strain — the  flattery  which  rewards 
colloquial  triumphs — that  so  she  might  induce  the  warrior  to  relax 
his  grasp  of  the  weapons  by  which  he  might  have  achieved  an  e 
during  reputation. 

Lashing  himself  to  the  mast,  he  still  might  have  pursued,  j 
voyage  to  permanent  renown,  if  the  Enchantress  had  not  raisei 
in  his  comse  certain  fog-banfca,  to  seduce  him  into  the  belief  I 
he  had  already  reached  the  yet  far-distant  haven.     The  : 
ratois,  arbiters  of  Cantabrigian  honours,  had  not  only  afl«gae4 
him  the  dignity  of  senior-wrangler,  but  with  it  the  title  of  Iiu 
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parabilis;  the  comparison  having  been  inefiectually  attempted 
with  his  competitors  of  the  year  1774.  Among  the  ^Transactions 
of  the  Eoyal  Society/  the  curious  may  discover  three  or  four  con- 
tributions bearing  the  name  of  Isaac  Milner,  which,  though  little 
noticed  at  the  time,  and  wholly  forgotten  now,  were  allowed  to 
establish,  in  favour  of  one  who  sat  in  Newton's  seat,  a  station 
among  men  of  science ;  which,  in  an  age  not  propitious  to  such 
studies,  few  had  the  wish,  and  fewer  still  the  power,  to  cod  test. 
No  scientific  work  or  discovery  illustrates  his  name,  except  the 
discovery,  much  insisted  on  by  his  biographer,  and  much  rejoiced 
in  by  himself,  that  the  invisible  girl  of  Leicester  Square  was  not  a 
Fairy  enshrined  in  the  brazen  ball  from  which  her  speaking  trum- 
pets issued,  but  an  old  woman  in  the  next  room  squeaking  through 
hidden  tubes,  the  orifices  of  which  were  brought  into  nice  contact 
with  corresponding  apertures  in  the  lips  of  those  magical  trumpets. 
On  the  opposite  side  of  the  same  Square  rose  an  observatory,  where, 
a  hundred  years  earlier,  his  great  predecessor  had  investigated 
enigmas  of  greater  significance.  In  literature.  Dr.  Milner  was 
ciiiefly  known  as  the  Editor  of  the  last  two  volumes  of  his  brother's 
Church  History,  which  apparently  received  great  additions  and 
improvements  from  his  hands.  They  have  been  extolled  as 
containing  the  most  comprehensive  and  authentic  account  of  the 
Keformation  in  Germany,  and  of  the  character  of  the  great  Ger- 
man Reformer ;  —  a  praise  to  which  it  is  impossible  to  subscribe, 
for  this,  if  for  no  other  reason,  that  neither  the  Author  nor  the 
Editor  had  ever  seen,  or  would  have  been  able  to  read,  one  line  of 
the  many  volumes  written  by  Luther  in  his  mother  tongue,  and 
even  yet  untranslated  into  any  other.  A  biographical  preface  of  a 
few  pages,  prefixed  to  a  posthumous  volume  of  the  same  brother's 
sennons,  with  two  controversial  pamphlets,  complete  the  catalogue 
of  the  literary  labours  of  more  than  half  a  century  of  learned  and 
well-bcneficed  leisure.  Of  those  pamphlets  one  was  an  assault  on 
the  ecclesiastical  history  of  the  late  Dr.  Haweis.  The  other  made 
havoc  of  the  person  and  writings  of  Herbert  Marsh,  the  late  Bishop 
of  Peterborough.  Marsh  had  denoimced  the  sin  and  danger  of 
giving  people  the  Bible  to  read  unyoked  to  the  Prayer-book ;  and 
Milner  answered  him  by  an  examination  much  more  curious  than 
civil,  into  the  question — *  WTio,  and  what  is  Dr.  Herbert  Marsh  ? ' 
The  indignant  Uturgist  replied  by  an  equally  courteous  attempt  to 
determine  the  who,  and  the  what,  touching  Dr.  Isaac  Milner.  With 
cassocks  torn,  and  reputations  not  much  exalted,  the  combatants 
retired  from  the  field,  and  never  again  appeared  among  the  aspi- 
rants to  literary  renown.  Adulation  whispered  to  them  both 
that  such  glory  was  already  theirs,  and  in  her  harlotry  and  her 
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moved  from  Harrow  to  a  commercial  school  at  Hackney.     Araon  J^ 
the  etiideuts  there  waa  one  who,  at  the  dktance  of  half  a  ceutury, 
he  met  again  ;  the  stately  Marquis  of  Hastings,  who  then  came  to 
ask  a  lesson  in  the  art  of  governing  India,  from  the  old  school- 
fellow with  whom  he  had  once  taken  lessons  in  the  art  of  doithie  i 
entry. 

Enthusiasts  are  men  of  one  idea.  Heroes  are  men  of  one  de- 
sign. They  who  prosper  in  the  world  are  usually  men  of  onfrj 
maxim.  When  Mr.  Shore  waa  toiling  up  the  steep  ascent  trodden  T 
by  writers, '  an  old  gentleman  named  Burgeaa '  chanced  to  say  to  I 
Lim, '  make  yourself  useful,  and  you  will  succeed.'  Old  Mr,  Bur- . 
gess  never  said  a  better  thing  in  his  life.  It  became  the  text  oojI 
which  the  young  civilian  preached  many  a  discourHe  to  others,  and  I 
to  himself.  With  his  own  hand  he  compiled  several  volumes  of;l 
the  records  of  the  secret  political  department.  In  a  single  yeaiyi 
he  decided  six  hundred  causes  at  Moorshedabad.  He  acquired  tUo  I 
Hindoatanee,  Arabic,  and  Persian  tongues;  and  was  summoned  tof 

1    employ  that  knowledge  at  what  was  then  called  the  '  ProviijcifU^ 

,    Ooimcil '  at  Calcutta.     He  revised  one  of  the  philippics  launched] 
by  Francis  against  Warren  Hastings,  and  lent  his  pen  to  prepare  Otm 
memorial  gainst  the  supreme  court  and  Sir  Elijiih  Impey.     SoM 
Uiseful,  indeed,  did  he  make  himself  to  the  opponents  of  Haating9,J 

,  that  he  waa  appointed  by  that  great  man  (oriental  and  occidental^ 
politics  having  much  in  common)  to  a  seat  in  his  supreme  council  J 
of  four.  But,  whatever  might  be  his  change  of  party,  Mr.  Shurafl 
never  changed  his  maxim.  He  presided  at  the  Board  of  Iteveuiiei.X 
He  acted  as  revenue  commissioner  in  Dacca  and  Behar,  He  drewfl 
up  plans  of  judicial  reform.  Ever  busy,  and  ever  useful,  he  re-a 
mained  in  India  till  Hastings  himself  quitted  it,  when  they  re-J" 
turned  in  the  same  ship  to  England —  the  ever-triumphant  Hastingal 
to  encounter  Burke  and  the  House  of  Commons;  the  ever-usefull 
Mr.  Shore  to  receive  from  the  Court  of  Directors  a  seat  in  thsl 
supreme  council  of  three,  established  under  Mr.  Pitt's  India] 
BUI. 

Again  he  bent  his  way  to  the  East,  and  again  enjoyed,  under  tha 

,   rule  of  Lord  Comwallis,  abundant  opportunities  of  acting  up  to  thtt 
precept  of  old  Mr.  Burgess.     He  sustained  nearly  all  the  drudgeiyl 
which,  in  every  such  combination,  falls  to  the  lot  of  some  ainglflj 
person ;  assuming,  as  his  peculiar  province,  the  settlement  of  thql 
revenues  of  Bengal,  Behar,  and  Orisaa.     The  result  of  liis  laboiu 
was  that  momentous  decision,  remaining  in  force  to  this  day,  whichl 
has  recognised  the  I'ight  of  the  Zemindars  to  the  land,  in  the: 

I   double  character  of  renters  and  landlords — a  measuie  against  whiol 
there  is  &uch  an  ajray  of  authority  and  argument,  as  to  compel  i 
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doubt  whether,  on  this  occasion  at  least,  Mr.  Shore  did  not  render 
a  service  useful  rather  to  the  sovereigns  of  India,  than  to  their 
subjects. 

To  himself  the  result  was  most  important.  The  time  had  come 
when  Mr.  Pitt  hoped  to  witness  the  introduction  into  India  of  the 
pacific  system  which,  at  his  instance,  Parliament  had  enjoined. 
He  committed  that  task  to  Mr.  Shore;  wisely  judging  that  the 
author  of  the  territorial  settlement  possessed  in  an  eminent  degree 
the  habits,  the  principles,  and  the  temper,  which  qualify  men  for 
an  rmambitious  and  equitable  course  of  policy.  With  that  charge 
he  sailed  a  third  time  for  the  East,  in  the  character  of  Governor- 
General. 

He  had  been  eminently  useful,  and  had  succeeded  eminently. 
But  now  the  old  maxim  began  to  wear  out.  He  who  would  climb 
an  oak  must,  as  a  great  living  writer  has  observed,  change  the 
nature  of  his  efibrts,  and  quicken  his  pace  after  he  has  once  fairly 
set  foot  on  the  branches.  Old  Mr.  Burgess  had  taught  how  the 
highest  advancement  might  be  obtained.  He  had  not  taught  how 
it  might  be  improved.  Sir  John  Shore  (such  was  now  the  title  of 
the  Governor-General)  brought  to  that  commanding  station,  know- 
ledge, industry,  courage,  and  disinterestedness ;  with  a  philanthropy 
as  pure  as  ever  warmed  the  bosom  of  any  of  the  rulers  of  mankind. 
But  he  did  not  bring  to  it  the  wide  survey,  the  prompt  decision, 
and  the  invincible  will,  of  the  great  statesmen  who,  before  and 
after  him,  wielded  that  delegated  sceptre.  The  sense  of  subor- 
dination, and  the  spirit  of  a  subordinate,  still  clung  to  him.  To  be 
useful  to  the  Board  of  Control,  to  be  useful  to  the  Coiul;  of  Directors, 
to  be  useful  to  the  Civil  Service,  to  be  useful  to  the  Indian  Army, 
limited  his  ambition  as  an  administrator ;  and  though  the  happiness 
of  the  nations  of  India  was  the  object  of  his  highest  aspirations,  his 
rule  over  them  was  barren,  not  only  of  any  splendid  enterprise,  but 
even  of  any  memorable  plan  for  their  benefit. 

The  foiu"  years  of  Sir  John  Shore's  government  was  a  period  of 
peace,  interrupted  only  by  a  single  battle  with  the  Rohilla  chiefs. 
But  it  was  a  peace  pregnant  with  wars,  more  costly  and  dangerous 
.  than  any  in  which  the  British  Empire  in  the  East  had  been  in- 
volved since  the  days  of  Clive  and  Laurence.  The  charges  advanced 
against  Sir  John  Shore  by  the  more  adventurous  spirits  who 
followed  him,  are  all  summed  up  in  the  one  accusation  —  that  his 
policy  was  temporising  and  timid.  He  acquiesced  as  an  inert 
spectator  in  the  successful  invasion  of  the  dominions  of  the  Nizam 
by  the  Mahrattas.  He  fostered  the  power  and  the  audacity  of  thait 
warlike  nation.  He  unresistingly  perinitted  the  growth  of  a  French 
subsidiary  force,  in  the  service  of  three  of  the  most  considerable 
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native  powers.     He  thwarted  Lord  Hobart'a  efforts  for  extendi 
the  dominion  or  influence  of  Great  Britain  in   Ceylon,   in  tH" 
Carnatic,  and  in  Tanjore.     He  allowed  the  growth  and  the  aggres- 
sions in  Northern  India  of  that  power  which,  under  Runjeet  Singh, 
afterwards  became  so  formidable.     He  looked  on  passively  whiW^ 
Tippoo  was  prepariug  for  the  contest  into  which  he  plunged, 
was  di-iven,  to  his  own  ruin,  and  to  our  no  light  peril. 

These,  and  such  aa  these,  are  the  charges.  The  answer  is  drawn  ' 
from  the  pacific  injunctions  of  Pai-liament,  and  the  pacific  orders 
of  tlie  Company ;  and  from  the  great  truth,  that  ambitious  wars 
are  the  direst  cm'se,  and  peace  the  most  invaluable  blessing  to  , 
mankind.  In  the  course  of  his  correspondence.  Lord  Teignmouti 
takes  frequent  occasion  to  announce  the  new  or  philosophioi 
maxim,  which  as  Governor-General  he  bad  substituted  for  his  c' 
or  utilitarian  maxim  as  a  writer.  It  was  that  incontrovertible 
verity,  that  '  honesty  is  the  beet  policy.'  Sound  doctrine,  doubt- 
less; hut  whether  it  is  the  best  policy  to  be  honest  now  and  then, 
may  admit  of  more  dispute.  Millions  of  men  never  lived  together 
under  a  rule  more  severely  just  in  intention  than  was  that  of  Sir 
John  Shore.  But  the  Rohillaa  distrusted  his  equity.  The  Mah- 
rattas  had  no  belief  in  his  couri^e.  The  Nizam  could  not  be  con- 
vinced of  hia  good  faith.  The  oppressed  Ryots  were  incredulous 
of  his  benevolence.  Integrity,  which,  being  only  occasional  and 
transient,  pajtses  for  weakness  and  caprice,  may  work  out  evils  even 
more  intolerable  than  those  of  a  consistent,  resolute,  and  syste- 
matic injustice.  Under  their  pacific  Governor- General,  the  people 
of  the  East  remembered  the  conquests  of  bis  predecessors,  and 
were  preparing  to  counteract,  by  secret  or  open  hoatilitiee,  the 
further  conquests  of  the  pro-consuls  who  were  to  faiicceed  him. 
His  individual  conscience  could  justly  applaud  the  retrospect  of 
his  Asiatic  dominion;  but  the  national  conscience,  of  which  we 
have  lately  heard,  had  it  any  cause  to  exult  in  a  pause  of  four 
years  in  an  otherwise  unbroken  chain  of  Siicce^ful  aggressions  o 
the  princes  and  people  of  Hindostan  ? 

When  Napoleon  wrote  bulletins  about  the  star  of  Austerlita  i 
the  fulfilment  of  his  destiny,  we  were  all  equally  shocked  at  1 
principles  and  his  style.     Yet  the  apologies   still   ringing  in  ^ 
ears  for  the  wars  of  Affghanistan,  of  Sciude,  and  of  Gwalior,  thoi 
made  but  yesterday  hy  the  highest  authorities  on  either  side  of  * 
House  of  Commons,  were  but  a  plagiarism  from  the  Emperor] 
the  French,  in  more  correct,  though  leas  animated  language, 
could  it  be  otherwise.     Empire  cannot  be  built  up,  either  ii 
West  or  in  the  East,  in  contempt  of  the  laws  of  God,  and  then] 
maintained  according  to  the  Decalogue.     When  the  vessel  i 
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either  drive  before  the  gale  or  founder,  the  helmsman  no  longer 
looks  at  the  chart  When  the  pedestals  of  the  throne  are  terror 
and  admiration,  he  who  would  sit  there  securely  must  consult 
other  rules  than  those  of  the  Evangelists.  Sir  John  Shore  was  the 
St.  Louis  of  Governors-General.  But  if  Clive  had  been  like- 
minded,  we  should  have  had  no  India  to  govern.  If  Hastings 
had  aspired  to  the  title  of  *  The  Just,'  we  should  not  have  retained 
our  dominion.  If  Wellesley  had  ruled  in  the  spirit  of  his  con- 
scientious predecessor,  we  should  infallibly  have  lost  it.  With 
profound  respect  for  the  contrary  judgment  of  so  good  a  man,  we 
venture  to  doubt  whether  the  severe  integrity  which  forbade  him 
to  bear  the  sceptre  of  the  Moguls  as  others  had  borne  it,  should 
not  have  also  forbidden  his  bearing  it  at  all.  Needlessly  to  assmne 
incompatible  duties,  is  permitted  to  no  man.  Cato  would  have 
ceased  to  be  himself  had  he  consented  to  act  as  a  lieutenant  of  the 
Usurper.  The  British  viceroy  who  shall  at  once  be  true  to  his 
employers,  and  strictly  equitable  to  the  princes  of  India  and  their 
subjects,  need  not  despair  of  squaring  the  circle. 

Eeturning  a  third  time  to  his  native  land.  Lord  Teignmouth 
fell  into  the  routine  of  common  duties,  and  of  common  pleasures, 
with  the  ease  of  a  man  who  had  taken  no  delight  in  the  pomp  or 
in  the  exercise  of  power ;  but  whose  heart  had  been  with  his  home 
and  with  his  books,  even  while  Nabobs  and  Rajahs  were  prostrating 
themselves  before  him.  He  became  eminent  at  the  Quarter 
Sessions,  took  down  again  the  volumes  in  which  Parr  had  lectured 
him,  thinned  out  his  shrubberies,  visited  at  country-seats  and 
watering-places,  watched  over  his  family  and  his  poor  neighbours, 
sent  letters  of  good  advice  to  his  sons  (to  the  perusal  of  which 
the  public  are  now  invited  with  perhaps  more  of  filial  than  of 
fraternal  piety),  and,  in  short,  lived  the  life  so  pleasant  in  reality, 
so  tedious  in  description,  of  a  well-educated  English  gentleman,  of 
moderate  fortune,  moderate  desires,  and  refined  tastes;  with  a 
fruitful  vine  on  the  walls  of  his  house,  and  many  olive  branches 
round  about  his  table. 

If,  as  all  Englishmen  believe,  this  is  the  happiest  condition  of 
human  existence,  it  illustrates  the  remark  that  happiness  is  a  serious, 
not  to  say  a  heavy  thing.  The  exhibition  of  it  in  these  volumes  is 
rather  amiable  than  exhilarating.  India-House  traditions  tell, 
that  when  a  yoimg  aspirant  for  distinction  there,  requested  one  of 
the  Chairs  to  inform  him  what  was  the  proper  style  of  writing 
political  dispatches,  the  Chair  made  answer,  *  The  style  we  prefer 
is  the  humdrum.''  This  preference  for  the  humdrum,  enjoined 
perhaps  by  the  same  high  authority,  clung  to  Lord  Teignmouth 
even  after  his  return  to  Europe.     He  wrote  as  if  to  baflfle  the 
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tempes^t.  His  whole  life  was  but  one  long  labour  of  love — a  labolH 
often  obscure,  often  misapplied,  often  unsuccessful,  but  never  iQtafB 
mitted,  and  at  last  triumphant.  'V 

At  the  close  of  each  academical  year,  a  crowd  of  youths,  joad 
entering  into  the  biisinesa  of  life,  received  from  Charles  Simeon  his  J 
parting  coimsela  and  benediction.  They  bad  been  his  pupils,  hia 
associates,  and  hia  grateful  admirers.  Without  money  and  without 
price,  he  had  sedulously  imparted  to  them  a  science,  which,  to 
many  a  simple  mind,  compensated  for  the  want  of  any  other 
philosophy ;  and  which,  to  the  best  and  ripest  scholars,  disclosed 
tlie  fountains  whence  all  tlie  streams  of  truth  are  sahent,  and  the 
boimdless  expanse  of  knowledge  towards  which  they  are  all  con- 
vergent. It  was  the  science  of  which  God  himself  is  the  author, 
and  men  sent  of  God  the  interpreters,  the  revelation,  conscience, 
and  history  the  records.  It  was  that  science  which  explains  the 
internal  connection  of  this  world's  history  ;  in  which  law  and  ethics 
and  politics  liave  their  common  basis;  which  alone  imparts  to 
poetry  and  art  theh-  loftier  character;  without  which  tlie  bnow-i 
ledge  of  mind  and  of  mental  operations  is  an  empty  boast, 
even  the  severer  problems  of  the  world's  material  economy  i 
insoluble.  It  was  that  science  for  the  diETusiou  of  which  the  halU  ' 
and  colleges  of  that  learned  university  bad  been  almost  escliisively 
founded — the  only  science  which  Cambridge  neglected,  and  which 
Charles  Simeon  taught.  And  yet  the  teacher  was  neither  historiiiD,  4 
poet,  artist,  lawyer,  politician,  nor  philosopher.  He  waa  simply  4 
devout  and  believing  man  who,  in  the  language  of  Bunyan,  '  dwelt. 
far  from  the  damp  shadows  of  Doubting  Castle,'  amidst  the  sun-  ' 
shine  of  those  everlasting  hilla  whence  stout  Mr.  Greatbeart  and 
brave  Mr.  Hopeful,  io  days  of  yore,  surveyed  the  buundles 
prospect,  and  inhaled  the  fresh  breezes  which  welcomed  them  at 
the  close  of  their  pilgrimi^e.  Thither  their  modem  follower  con- 
ducted his  pilgrims  by  a  way  which  Mr.  Worldly- wisdom  could 
never  find,  and  which  Mr,  Self-confidence  despised,  when  it  i 
pointed  out  to  him. 

In  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Trinity  at  Cambridge,  every  Sundi 
during  more  than  half  a  century,  witnessed  the  gathering  of'a 
crowd  which  bung  on  ttie  lips  of  the  preacher,  as  men  hearken  b 
some  unexpected  intelligence  of  a  deep  but  ever-varyiug  interc 
Faces  pale  with  study  or  furrowed  by  bodily  laboiu",  eyes  fculingn 
with  age  or  yet  undimmed  by  sorrow,  were  bent  towards  him  with  a 
gaze,  of  which  (with  whatever  other  meaning  it  might  be  combined) 
fixed  attention  was  the  predominant  character.  Towards  the  close 
of  that  long  period,  the  pulpit  of  St.  Mary's  was,  occasionally,  fUH 
centre  of  the  same  attraction,  and  with  a  still  more  impfenh^l 
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result.  For  there  were  critics  in  theology,  and  critics  in  style  and 
manner,  and  critics  in  gastronomy,  thronging  and  pressing  on  each 
other,  as  once  on  Mars'  Hill,  to  hear  what  this  babbler  might  say ; 
listening  with  the  same  curiosity,  and  adjudicating  on  what  they 
had  heard,  in  very  much  the  same  spirit  Yet  he  to  whom  this 
homage  was  rendered,  was  a  man  of  ungraceful  address ;  with 
features  which  ceased  to  be  grotesque  only  when  they  became 
impassioned ;  with  a  voice  weak  and  unmusical ;  and  to  whom  no 
muse  was  propitious.  His  habits,  and  his  very  theory  of  composi- 
tion, were  such  as  seemed  to  promise  empty  pews  and  listless 
auditors ;  for  every  discourse  was  originally  constructed  (to  use  his 
own  phrase)  as  a  ^  skeleton,'  with  all  the  hard  processes  and  the  fine 
articulations  as  prominent  as  his  logical  anatomy  could  render 
them — the  bony  dialectic  being  then  clothed  with  the  fibrous  and 
muscular  rhetoric,  in  such  manner  as  the  meditations  of  the  pre- 
ceding, or  the  impulses  of  the  passing  hour  might  suggest.  Such 
was  his  faith  in  this  new  art  of  oratory,  that^  in  a  collection  entitled 
*  Horce  HomileticcBy  he  gave  to  the  world  many  hundred  of  these 
preparations,  to  be  afterwards  arrayed  by  other  preachers  in  such 
fleshly  integumenta  as  might  best  cover  their  ghastliness.  Deplo- 
rable as  the  operation  must  have  been  in  other  hands  than  those  of 
the  inventor,  he  well  knew  how  to  make  his  dry  bones  live.  They 
restrained  the  otherwise  undisciplined  ardour  of  his  feelings,  and 
corrected  the  tendency  of  that  vital  heat  to  disperse  all  solidity, 
and  to  dissolve  all  coherence  of  thought.  His  argumentation 
might  occasionally  irritate  the  understanding,  his  illustrations 
wound  the  taste,  and  his  discourses  provoke  the  smiles  of  his 
audience.  But  when,  as  was  his  wont,  he  insisted  on  fundamental 
truths,  or  enforced  the  great  duties  of  life,  or  detected  the  treache- 
ries of  the  heart,  or  traced  the  march  of  retributive  justice,  or 
caught  and  echoed  the  compassionate  accents  in  which  the  Father 
of  mercies  addresses  his  erring  children,  it  was  a  voice  which 
penetrated  and  subdued  the  very  soul.  It  was  an  eloquence  which 
silenced  criticism.  It  was  instinct  with  a  contagious  intensity  of 
belief.  It  soimded  as  the  language  of  one  to  whom  the  mysteries 
and  the  futurities  of  which  he  spoke  had  been  disclosed  in  actual 
vision,  and  so  disclosed  as  to  have  dissipated  every  frivolous 
thought,  and  calmed  every  turbid  emotion. 

If  the  Church  of  England  were  not  in  bondage  with  her  chil- 
dren to  certain  Acts  of  Parliament,  she  would  long  ere  now  have 
had  a  religious  order  of  the  Sim^onites ;  and  would  have  turned 
out  of  her  catalogue  some  of  her  saints  of  equivocal  character, 
and  pome  of  doubtful  existence,  to  make  room  for  St.  Charles 
of  Cambridge.     What  have  Dunstan,  and  George  of  Cappadocia, 
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and  Swithin  the  bishop,  and  Margaret  the  virgin,  anil  Crisf^l 
the  martyr,  done  for  ua,  that  they  should  elbow'  out  a  man  wImJ 
through  a  long  life,  supplied  from  the  reaources  of  his  own  mioon 
to  the  youth  of  one  of  om-  universities,  the  theological  educatJOM 
not  otherwise  to  be  obtained  there ;  and  who,  from  the  reaourceu 
of  his  own  hereditary  fortune,  supplied  the  means  of  purchasin^l 

■  in  the  most  populous  cities  of  England,  from  forty  to  fifty  advoi^l 
sons,  that  so  the  ecclesiastical  pationage  of  those  vital  organs  ofl 
our  commonwealth  might  be  ever  thenceforward  exercised  in  favooS 
of  zealous,  devout,  and  ei-angelieal  ministers?  S 

In  that  last  ugly  epithet  lies  all  the  mischief,  '  He  is  not  a 
Jansenifit,  may  it  please  your  majesty,  but  merely  an  atheist,'  wan 
once  accepted  as  a  sufBcient  excuse  of  a  candidate  for  royal  favotu'^ 
He  is  not  an  evangelical  clergyman,  but  merely  a  Parson  Trullibo', 
was  an  equally  successful  apology  with  the  dispenaers  of  fame  and 
promotion  in  the  last  age.  Among  them  was  the  late  Bishop  Jebb, 
who,  in  his  posthumous  correspondence,  indulges  in  sneers  on  the 
gospeller  of  Cambridge,  as  cold  and  as  superciUous  a^  if  he  had  J 
himself  belonged  to  the  Tridliber  school  of  divinity;  instead  dn 
being,  as  he  wai,  an  elegant  inquirer  into  the  curiosities  of  theoIi>9 
gical  literature.  So  great  a  master  of  parallelisms  and  conti'asfil 
might  have  perceived  how  the  splendour  of  his  own  mitre  wane^| 
before  that  nobler  episcopate  to  which  Charles  Simeon  had  be«d^| 
elevated,  as  in  primitive  times,  by  popular  acclamation,  ^ffijfl 
diocese  embraced  almost  every  city  of  his  native  land,  and  extendwH 
to  many  of  the  remote  dependencies  which  then,  a^  now,  she  bdflH 
in  subjection.  In  every  ecclesiastical  section  of  the  Empire  he  couldH 
point  to  teachers  who  revered  him  as  tie  guide  of  their  youth,  ui^l 
the  counsellor  of  their  later  years.  In  hia  frequent  visitations  oM 
the  churches  of  which  he  was  the  patron  or  the  founder,  love  atij^| 
honour  waited  on  him.  His  infirmities  disappeared,  or  were  fan| 
gotten,  in  the  majesty  of  a  character  animated  from  early  youth  1^| 
extreme  old  age  by  such  pursuits  as,  we  are  taught  to  believe,  sqH 
most  in  harmony  with  the  Divine  will,  and  most  conducive  to  tmH 
happiness  of  mankind.  He  had  passed  his  long  life  in  the  mid^fl 
of  censors,  who  wanted  neither  the  disposition  nor  the  power  tH 
inilict  signal  chastisement  upon  any  offence  which  could  he  fastene^l 
on  liim ;  but  he  descended  to  the  grave  unassailed  by  any  raoi^| 
formidable  weapons  than  a  thick  and  constant  flight  of  harmluH 
epigrams.  He  descended  thither  amidst  the  tears  and  the  benedi^H 
tions  of  the  poor ;  and  with  such  testimoni^  of  esteem  and  attaebH 
ment  from  the  learned,  as  Cambridge  had  nevei-  before    eodero^l 

'  even  to  the  most  illustrious  of  her  sons ;  and  there  he  was  liud  i|H 
that  sure  .a^d  certain  hope  on  which  he  enabled  an  almost  coual^l 
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less  multitude  to  repose,  amidst  the  wreck  of  this  world's  promises, 
and  in  the  grasp  of  their  last  and  most  dreaded  enemy. 

What  is  a  party,  political  or  religious,  without  a  Review  ?  A 
bell  swinging  without  a  clapper.  What  is  any  society  of  men,  if 
not  recruited  from  the  rising  generation  ?  A  hive  of  neutral  bees. 
Eeviewless,  Clapham  had  scarcely  been  known  beyond  her  own 
Common.  Youthless,  her  memory  had  never  descended  to  the 
present  age.  At  once  rapt  into  future  times,  and  thoughtful  of  her 
own,  she  addressed  the  world  on  the  first  day  of  each  successive 
month  through  the  columns  of  the  *  Christian  Observer ; '  and  em- 
ployed the  pen  of  him  on  whom  her  hopes  most  fondly  rested,  to 
confer  splendour  and  celebrity  on  pages  not  otherwise  very  alluring. 
To  Mr.  Macaulay  was  assigned  the  arduous  post  of  Editor.  He 
and  his  chief  contributors  enjoyed  the  advantage,  permitted,  alas  I 
to  how  few  of  their  tribe,  of  living  in  the  same  village,  and  meeting 
daily  in  the  same  walks  or  at  the  same  table,  and  lightening,  by 
common  counsel,  the  cares  of  that  feudal  sovereignty.  The  most 
assiduous  in  doing  suit  and  service  to  the  Suzerain,  was  Henry 
Thornton.  But  he  whose  homage  was  most  highly  valued,  and 
whose  fealty  was  attested  by  the  richest  offerings,  was  the  young, 
the  much  loved,  and  the  much  lamented  John  Bowdler. 

He  was  the  scion  of  a  house  singularly  happy  in  the  virtues  and 
talents  of  its  members ;  and  was  hailed  by  the  unanimous  acclama- 
tion of  the  whole  of  that  circle  of  which  Mr.  Wilberforce  was  the 
centre,  as  a  man  of  genius,  piety,  and  learning,  who,  in  the  gene- 
ration by  which  they  were  to  be  succeeded,  would  prosecute  their 
own  designs  with  powers  far  superior  to  theirs.  A  zeal  too  ardent 
to  be  entirely  discreet,  which  gave  to  the  world  two  posthumous 
volumes  of  his  essays  in  verse  and  prose,  has,  unintentionally, 
refuted  such  traditions  as  had  assigned  to  him  a  place  among  philo- 
sophers, or  poets,  or  divines.  And  yet  so  rare  were  the  component 
parts  of  his  character,  and  so  just  their  combination,  that,  but  for 
his  premature  death,  the  bright  auguries  of  his  early  days  could 
hardly  have  failed  of  their  accomplishment.  His  course  of  life  was, 
indeed,  uneventful.  A  school  education,  followed  by  the  usual 
training  for  the  bar ;  a  brilliant,  though  brief  success,  closed  by  an 
untimely  death,  complete  a  biography  which  has  been  that  of  mul- 
titudes. But  the  interior  life  of  John  Bowdler,  if  it  could  be  faith- 
fully written,  would  be  a  record  which  none  could  read  without 
reverence,  and  few  without  self-reproach. 

To  those  who  lived  in  habitual  intercourse  with  him,  it  was 
evident  that  there  dwelt  on  his  mind  a  sense  of  self-dedication  to 
some  high  and  remote  object;  and  that  the  pursuits,  which  are  as 
ultimate  ends  to  other  men,  were  but  as  subservient  means  to  him« 
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Queen's.     He  had  looked  into  innumerfible  books,  bad  dipped  iol 
most  subjects,  wbetber  of  vulgaj  or  of  learned  inquiry)  and  talk' 
with  sbrewduess,  animation,  and  intrepidity,  on  tbem  all.     >S'hal 
ever  tbe  company  and  whatever  the  theme,  his  sonorous  voice  p« 
dominated  over  all  other  voices,  even  as  his  lofty  statnre,  vat 
girth,  and  superincumbent  wig,  defied  all  competition.     He  ■ 
equally  at  home  on  a  steeple -cbase,  and   on   final  perseverancea 
and  explained  with  the  same  confidence  tbe  economy  of  an  aabd 
hill  and  the  policy  of  the  Nizam,     During  tbe  last  half  of  hia  lifO'l 
the  Johnsouilatria  was  at  its  height;  and  among  the  aspirants  toT 
the  vacant  conversational  throne,  none  appeared  to  have  a  falrec'J 
title  than  himself.     Parr,  with  bis   pipe  and  bis  pedantry, 
offensive.     Bishop   Watson    was  pompous  and    tiresome.      Iiord  | 
Ellenborough,  the  first  of  that  name,  was  but  an  eminent  phi'aj 
maniifacturer.      But  Isaac  Milner,  however  inferior  to  the   aa^e 
of  Bolt  Court  in   genius,   in  wit,   in  practical   wisdom,  in  philo- 
logy, and   in  critical  discernment,  ranged  over  a  wider  field   of 
knowledge ;  with  a  memory  as  ready  and  retentive,  with   bighei 
animal  spirits,  a  broader  humour,  a  less  artificial  style,  and  an  ett 
joyment  so  cordial  and  sociable  of  his  own  talk,  as  compelled  everj 
one  else  to  enjoy  it.     If  less  contentious  than  his  great  prototy^ 
he  was  not  less  authoritative.     But  hia  topics  were  more  out  of  tbfl| 
reach  of  controversy,  hia  temper  more  serene,  and  his  audience  fai 
jnore  subservient.     In  the  whole  of  his  cai'eer,  he  was  probabljB 
never  once  surrounded  by  such  a  circle  as  that  which  at  '  Tbcj 
Club '  reduced  the  dominion  of  Johnson  to  tbe  form  of  a  limited 
monarchy.     At  Carlisle,  the  Dean  was  the  life  of  an  otherwise  lif&i 
less  amalgam  of  country  squires  and  well-endowed  prebeudariei 
At  Cambridge,  the  Master  was  tbe  soul  of  dinner  and  tea  partie 
otherwise  inanimate.     At  London,  he  was  the  centre  of  a  circle^ 
ever  prompt  (as  are  alt  London  circles)  to  render  homage  to  literaiy  I 
and  intellectual  rank ;  especially  when  it  can  condescend  to  ba  j 
amusing  and  natural,  and  can  afford  to  disclaim  all  pretensions  toM 
the  elaborate  refinements  of  metropolitan  society.     Thus  the  s_^ 
Fortune  raised  her  moat  alluring  strain — the  flattery  which  rewardi 
colloquial  triuuipbs — that  so  she  might  induce  the  warrior  to  relaj 
his  grasp  of  the  weapons  by  wMch  be  might  have  achieved  an  em 
during  reputation. 

Lashing  himself  to  the  mast,  he  still  miglit  have  pursued  1 
voyage  to  permanent  renown,  if  the  Enchantress  had  not  raised  nil 
in  his  course  certain  fog-banks,  to  seduce  him  into  tbe  belief  t 
he  had  already  reached  the  yet  far-distant  haven.     The  mod» 
rators,  arbiters  of  Cantabrigian  honours,  had  not  only  assigned  t 
him  the  dignity  of  senior-wrangler,  but  with  it  the  title  of  IncontA 
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paroMlis;  the  comparison  having  been  ineflfectually  attempted 
with  his  competitors  of  the  year  1774.  Among  the  *  Transactions 
of  the  Eoyal  Society,'  the  curious  may  discover  three  or  four  con- 
tributions bearing  the  name  of  Isaac  Milner,  which,  though  little 
noticed  at  the  time,  and  wholly  forgotten  now,  were  allowed  to 
establish,  in  favour  of  one  who  sat  in  Newton's  seat,  a  station 
among  men  of  science ;  which,  in  an  age  not  propitious  to  such 
studies,  few  had  the  wish^  and  fewer  still  the  power,  to  cod  test. 
No  scientific  work  or  discovery  illustrates  his  name,  except  the 
discovery,  much  insisted  on  by  his  biographer,  and  much  rejoiced 
in  by  himself,  that  the  invisible  girl  of  Leicester  Square  was  not  a 
Fairy  enshrined  in  the  brazen  ball  from  which  her  speaking  trum- 
pets issued,  but  an  old  woman  in  the  next  room  squeaking  through 
hidden  tubes,  the  orifices  of  which  were  brought  into  nice  contact 
with  corresponding  apertures  in  the  lips  of  those  magical  trumpets. 
On  the  opposite  side  of  the  same  Square  rose  an  observatory,  where, 
a  hundred  years  earlier,  his  great  predecessor  had  investigated 
enigmas  of  greater  significance.  In  literature.  Dr.  Milner  was 
chiefly  known  as  the  Editor  of  the  last  two  volumes  of  his  brother's 
Church  History,  which  apparently  received  great  additions  and 
improvements  from  his  hands.  They  have  been  extolled  as 
containing  the  most  comprehensive  and  authentic  account  of  the 
Reformation  in  Germany,  and  of  the  character  of  the  great  Ger- 
man Reformer ;  —  a  praise  to  which  it  is  impossible  to  subscribe, 
for  this,  if  for  no  other  reason,  that  neither  the  Author  nor  the 
Editor  had  ever  seen,  or  would  have  been  able  to  read,  one  line  of 
the  many  volumes  written  by  Luther  in  his  mother  tongue,  and 
even  yet  untranslated  into  any  other.  A  biographical  preface  of  a 
few  pages,  prefixed  to  a  posthumous  volume  of  the  same  brother's 
sermons,  with  two  controversial  pamphlets,  complete  the  catalogue 
of  the  literary  labours  of  more  than  half  a  century  of  learned  and 
well-beneficed  leisure.  Of  those  pamphlets  one  was  an  assault  on 
tlie  ecclesiastical  history  of  the  late  Dr.  Haweis.  The  other  made 
havoc  of  the  person  and  writings  of  Herbert  Marsh,  the  late  Bishop 
of  Peterborough.  Marsh  had  denounced  the  sin  and  danger  of 
giving  people  the  Bible  to  read  unyoked  to  the  Prayer-book ;  and 
Milner  answered  him  by  an  examination  much  more  curious  than 
civil,  into  the  question — *  WTio,  and  what  is  Dr.  Herbert  Marsh  ? ' 
The  indignant  Uturgist  replied  by  an  equally  courteous  attempt  to 
determine  the  who,  and  the  what,  touching  Dr.  Isaac  Milner.  With 
cassocks  torn,  and  reputations  not  much  exalted,  the  combatants 
retired  from  the  field,  and  never  again  appeared  among  the  aspi- 
rants to  literary  renown.  Adulation  whispered  to  them  both 
that  such  glory  was  already  theirs,  and  in  her  harlotry  and  her 


6n  those  who  exprciaed  an  iiifiuence  in  the  national  coimcUa  i 
England,  it  was  that  of  contributing,  as  best  they  mig^ht,  to  ept 
onwards  the  approaching  catastrophe  of  human  affairs  —  the  great 
COnBummation  whence  is  to  arise  that  new  era  with  which  crtfltion 
travails  and  is  in  birth,  which  poets  have  sung  and  prophets  fore- 
told, and  which  shall  justify  to  the  world,  and  perhaps  to  other 
worlds,  all  that  Christians  believe  of  the  sacrifice,  surpassii^ 
thought  and  language,  made  for  the  deHverance  and  the  exaltation 
of  mankind. 

When  such  thoughts  as  these  force  themselves  on  the  ( 
mind,  it  forthwith  soars  towards  the  unapproachable,  and  indite  _ 
the  unutterable.     When  the  practical  Englishman  is  the  subject  of 
them,  he  betakes  himself  to  form  societies,  to  collect  subscriptions, 
to  circulate  bookg,  to  send  forth  teachers,  to  build  platforms,  and 
to  afflict  his  neighbours  by  an  eloquence  of  which  one  te  tempted 
to  wish  that  it  were  really  unutterable.     Such  was   the   effect  of 
these  bright  anticipations  on  the  Clapham  mind  —  an   effect  per- 
ceptible in  many  much  better  things,  but,  among   the  Test,  inM 
miich  equivocal  oratory,  and  in  at  least  one  great  effort  of  archifl 
tecture.  fl 

Midway  between  the  Abbey  of  Westminster  and  the  Church  «^| 
the  Knights  Templars,  twin  columns,  emulating  those  of  Hereulecl 
fliug  their  long  shadows  across  the  strait  through  which  the  br9 
resounding  Strand  pours  the  full  current  of  human  existence  int^| 
I  the  deep  recesses  of  Exeter  Hall,  Borne  on  that  impetuous  tidefl 
I  the  mediterranean  waters  lift  up  their  voice  in  a  ceaseless  swell  n^l 
[  exulting  or  pathetic  declamation.  The  changeful  strain  rises  witifl 
I  the  civiUsation  of  Africa,  or  becomes  plaintive  over  the  wroogB  oJU 
I  chimney-boys,  or  peals  anathemas  i^ainat  the  auocessora  of  Peter,fl 
1  or  in  rich  diapason  calls  on  the  Protestant  churches  to  awake  an^B 
I  evangelise  the  world.  No  hard  task  to  discover  here  the  cauB^H 
I  coyi'u/pta  eloquenticE  !  If  the  shades  of  Lucian  or  of  Butler  horc^l 
I  near  that  elevated  stage,  how  readily  must  they  detect  the  ant^| 
\  types  of  Peregrinus  or  of  Ralpho  I  Criticise,  for  there  is  no  lael^| 
|.  of  extravagance.  Laugh,  for  there  is  no  stint  of  affectation,  Yfl^| 
I  refuse  not  to  believe,  that,  grotesque  as  her  aspect  may  occasional 
I  ally  be,  Exeter  Hall  has  a  history,  a  doctrine,  and  a  prophecy,  o^| 
I  no  common  significance.  fl 

I  Of  that  history,  the  preceding  pages  may  afford  some  geoerai^l 
I  intimation.  The  doctrine  is  that  of  an  all-embracing,  all-endurinal 
I  charity  —  embracing  every  human  interest,  endiu-ing  much  hunuu^l 
f  intirmity.  The  prophecy  is  a  higher  and  more  arduous  thema  I 
It  is  a  prophetical  age.  We  have  Nominalists  who,  from  thi^l 
[  monosyllable  '  Church,'  educe  a  long  line  of  shadowy  forms,  hetv^H 
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after  to  arise  and  reign  on  Episcopal  or  patriarchal  thrones  —  and 
Eealists,  who  foresee  the  moral  regeneration  of  the  land  by  means 
of  union  workhouses,  of  emigrant  ships,  or  of  mechanics'  institutes 
—  and  Medisevals,  who  promise  the  return  of  Astrsea  in  the 
persons  of  Bede  and  Barnard  redivivi  —  and  Mr.  Carlyle,  who 
offers  most  eloquent  vows  for  the  reappearance  of  the  heroes  who 
are  to  set  all  things  right  —  and  profound  interpreters  of  the  Apo- 
calypse, who  discover  the  woes  impending  over  England  in  chastise- 
ment of  the  impiety  which  moved  Lord  Melbourne  to  introduce 
Mr.  Owen  to  the  Queen  of  England.*  In  the  midst  of  all  these 
predictions,  Exeter  Hall  also  prophesies.  As  to  the  events  which 
are  coming  upon  us,  she  adopts  the  theory  of  her  Claphamic  pro- 
genitor. In  reducing  that  theory  to  practice,  she  is  almost  as 
much  a  Socialist  as  Mr.  Owen  himself.  The  moral  regeneration 
which  she  foretells  is  to  be  brought  about  neither  by  church,  by 
workhouse,  by  monk,  by  hero,  nor  by  the  purifying  of  St.  James's; 
She  believes  in  the  continually  decreasing  power  of  individual,  and 
the  as  constantly  augmenting  power  of  associated,  minds.  She 
looks  on  the  age  as  characterised  by  a  nearer  approach  than  was 
ever  known  before  to  intellectual  equality.  But  Exeter  Hall  is  no 
croaker.  Her  temperament  is  as  sanguine  as  her  eloquence. 
Enumerate  to  her  the  long  list  of  illustrious  men  who,  while 
scarcely  beyond  their  boyhood,  had,  at  the  commencement  of  this 
century,  reached  the  highest  eminence  in  every  path  to  distinction ; 
and  point  out  to  her  the  impossibility  of  selecting  now,  from  those 
who  have  yet  to  complete  their  fortieth  summer,  any  four  names, 
the  loss  of  which  would  be  deplored  by  any  art,  or  science,  or 
calling  in  use  amongst  us ;  — and,  in  despite  of  Oxford,  and  Young 
England,  and  Mr.  Cadyle,  Exeter  Hall  makes  answer  —  *  So  much 
the  better.  The  sense  of  separate  weakness,  is  the  secret  of  col- 
lective strength.'  Ours  is  the  age  of  societies.  For  the  redress  of 
every  oppression  that  is  done  under  the  sun,  there  is  a  public 
meeting.  For  the  cure  of  every  sorrow  by  which  our  land  or  our 
race  can  be  visited,  there  are  patrons,  vice-presidents,  and  secre- 
taries. For  the  diflfusion  of  every  blessing  of  which  mankind  can 
partake   in   common,  there  is  a  committee.      That   confederacy 

*  One  of  the  straDge  blemishes  in  a  work  very  lately  published  by  the  Rev. 
E.  B.  Elliott)  under  the  title  of  Hwib  Apocahfptica — a  book  of  profound  leara<* 
ing)  singular  ingenuity,  and  almost  bewitching  interest 

*^*  The  years  which  have  elapsed  since  the  preceding  note  was  written, 
haye  ascertained  that  society  at  large  has  most  cordially  acknowledged  the 
charm  to  which  it  refers  —  a  fact  which  the  Historian  of  the  Clapham  Sect 
must  record  with  some  exultation,  as  Mr.  Elliott  himself  was  bred  up  in  that 
fraternity^  and  is  one  of  the  most  eminent  members  of  it  in  the  second  genera- 
tion. 
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which,  when  pent  up  withm  the  narrow  limits  of  Clapham^  jocose 
men  invidiously  called  a  ^  Sect,'  is  now  spreading  through  the 
habitable  globe.  The  day  is  not  distant  when  it  will  assiuue  the 
form,  and  be  hailed  by  the  glorious  title,  of  *  The  Universal 
Church.' 

Happy  and  animating  hopes !  Who  would  destroy  them  if  he 
could  ?  Long  may  they  warm  many  an  honest  bosom,  and  quicken 
into  activity  many  an  otherwise  sluggish  temper !  The  true  Clap- 
hamite  will  know  how  to  separate  the  pure  ore  of  truth  from  the 
dross  of  nonsense  to  which  the  prophets  of  his  time  give  utterance. 
He  will  find  sympathy  for  most,  and  indulgence  for  all,  of  the 
schemes  of  benevolence  which  surround  him.  Like  the  founders 
of  his  sect,  he  will  rejoice  in  the  progress  and  prospects  of  their 
cause ;  nor  will  he  abandon  his  creed,  however  unpopular  it  may 
be  made  by  the  presumption,  or  however  ridiculous  by  the  follies, 
of  some  of  the  weaker  brethren  by  whom  it  has  been  adopted. 
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THE  mSTOEIAN  OF  ENTHUSIASM. 


The  author  of  the  *  Natural  History  of  Enthusiasm '  has  published 
many  books  since  the  appearance  of  that  from  which  he  takes  the 
title  of  his  literary  peerage.  All  of  them  have  the  indelible  dye 
and  impress  of  his  own  peculiar  feelings,  tastes,  and  fancies.  No 
man  is  less  chargeable  with  self-conceit,  yet  he  can  scarcely  write 
a.paragraph  which  does  not  bear  the  stamp  of  his  own  distinctive 
personality.  In  each  of  his  volumes  he  has  drawn  his  own  por- 
trait. He  comes  forth  from  his  study  in  the  character  of  a  grave 
and  learned  teacher,  but  immediately  becomes  a  familiar  acquaint- 
ance, a  member  of  any  family  circle  into  which  he  enters. 

If  the  historian  of  Enthusiasm  be  as  pinident  as  he  is  wise,  he 
will  bequeath  to  the  world  his  own  biography.  If  not,  it  will  be 
compiled  at  hazard  from  the  materials  of  which  he  has  thus  given 
to  the  world  so  large  a  store.  Some  future  Daniel  De  Foe  will 
put  together  *  Memoirs  of  a  late  celebrated  Author,  written  by 
himself,  and  lately  discovered  among  his  papers.'  Some  Curl  or 
Tonson  will  be  found  to  vouch  for  the  authenticity  of  the  narra- 
tive. The  hero  of  it  will  by  that  time  have  passed  out  of  his 
present,  or  planetary  abode,  into  the  solar  sphere,  which  his 
physical  theory  of  a  future  state  assigns  as  a  future  dwelling-place 
to  those  who  have  faithfully  discharged  the  duties  committed  to 
them  on  earth.  The  organs  of  sight,  which  he  is  there  to  enjoy, 
will  enable  him  to  cast  an  occasional  glance  over  the  works  and 
ways  of  this  poor  satellite,  and  to  run  over  the  whole  literature  of 
one  of  our  terrestrial  years  as  a  sublunary  reader  glides  through 
his  newspaper.  Even  in  that  exalted  state,  his  equanimity  may 
perhaps  fail  him,  as  he  deciphers  the  posthumous  and  mendacious 
story  of  his  mundane  parentage,  education,  pursuits,  and  em- 
ploymenta 

The  fabulist,  however,  will  not  be  quite  without  excuse.  It  is  a 
natural  and  an  honest  wish  to  know  something  about  a  writer,  in 
whose  company  hour  after  hour  has  flown  away  so  pleasantly.  In 
the  absence  of  truths  fiction  may,  however  imperfectly,  minister  to 

PP  4 


384  THE  mSTOBlAK  OF  BNTHUSIASH. 

tbia  want.  It  may  delineate  the  author  as  he  appears  iii  bis  books,  ] 
if  not  as  he  actually  appeared  among  his  associates.  It  will  create 
opportunities  for  throwing  out  a  judgment  on  those  books  v 
greater  ease  and  freedom  than  in  a  more  didactic  method ;  and  i 
the  pseudo-biographer  should  happen  to  have  a  heart  to  love  v 
is  amiable,  and  to  revere  what  is  exalted,  in  his  intellectual  sup^l 
riors,  his  romance  would  enable  him  to  give  eipression  to  suchl 
feelings,  without  the  embarrassment  which  besets  a  deliberate  and  fl 
formal  eulogist. 

Will  it  then  be  an  unpardonable  liberty,  if,  while  our  teacherl 
still  lives  to  adorn  this  lower  world,  and  labours  to  improve  it,  y 
ventiu-e  to  take  such  a  coujectiu-al  survey  of  his  life  as  may  I 
deduced  from  his  writings,  and  such  a  siu'vey  of  his  writings  as  inay' 
be  suggested  by  the  apparent  course  and  habits  of  his  life  ? 
temper  so  frank  and  kindly  as  his,  will  not  very  sternly  rebuke  the'1 
efifrontery  of  assuming  his  person,  and  writing  in  his  character,T 
without  the  slightest  personal  acquaintance  with  himself  and  hlsfl 
affairs.  But  even  the  pain  of  such  a  rebuke  would  be  tolerable,_r 
if  he  should  be  further  provoked  to  substitute  a  true  and  genuinal 
for  the  following  imi^nary  autobiography. 


One  of  those  seemingly  motionless  rivers  which  wind  their  way 
through  the  undulating  surface  of  the  south  of  England,  sweeps 
round  the  outskirts  of  a  long  succedsion  of  buildings,  half  town, 
half  village,  where  the  meanness  of  the  wattled  cottages  is  relieved 
by  the  usual  neighbourhood  of  structures  of  greater  dignity  —  the 
moated  grange  —  the  mansion  house,  pierced  by  lines  of  high 
narrow  windows  —  the  square  tower  of  the  church  stmggling 
through  a  copse  of  elm  trees  — the  grey  parsonage,  where  the  con- 
servative rector  meditates  his  daily  newspaper  and  his  weekly 
discourse  —  the  barn-fashioned  meeting-house,  coeval  with  the  ac- 
cession of  the  House  of  Hanover  —  and  near  it  the  decent  resi- 
dence in  which,  since  that  auspicious  era,  have  dwelt  the  successive 
pastors  of  that  nonconformist  flock,  fanning  a  generous  spirit  of 
resistance  to  tyrants,  now  to  be  encountered  only  in  imagination, 
or,  in  the  records  of  times  long  since  passed  away. 

In  the  close  of  the  last  century  my  fattier,  a  mild  and  venerable 
man,  ruled  hia  household  in  that  modest  though  net  unornamented 
abode;  for  there  might  be  seen  the  solemn  portraits  of  the  original 
confessors  of  dissent,  with  many  a  relic  commemorative  of  their  aiif- 
ferings  and  their  worth.    With  these  were  contrasted  the  lighter  and 
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curioxis  embellishments  which  attest  the  presence  of  refined  habits, 
female  taste,  and  domestic  concord.  There  also  were  drawn  up  in 
deep  ^les  the  works  and  the  biographies  of  the  puritan  divines,  from 
Thomas  Cartwright,  the  great  antagonist  of  Whitgift,  to  Matthew 
Pool,  who,  in  his  Synopsis  Criticorum,  vindicated  the  claims  of 
the  ejected  ministers  to  profound  biblical  learning.  This  veteran 
battalion  was  flanked  by  a  company  of  lighter  troops,  drafted  from 
the  polite  literature  of  a  more  frivolous  age.  Eich  in  these  trea- 
sures, and  in  the  happy  family  with  whom  he  shared  them,  the  good 
man  would  chide  or  smile  away  such  clouds  as  chequered  his  habi- 
tual composure,  when  those  little  nameless  courtesies,  so  pleasantly 
exchanged  between  equals,  were  declined  by  the  dignified  incum- 
bent, or  were  accepted  with  elaborate  condescension  by  the  wealthy 
squire.  Nor  could  the  democratic  sway  of  the  ruling  elders, 
supreme  over  the  finances  and  the  discipline  of  the  chapel,  draw 
from  him  an  audible  sigh,  even  when  his  delicate  sense  was  writhing 
imder  wounds  imperceptible  to  their  coarser  vision.  He  had  deli- 
berately made  his  choice,  and  was  content  to  pay  the  accustomed 
penalties.  Though  denounced  as  a  sectarian,  he  was  at  heart  a 
Catholic,  generous  enough  to  feel  that  the  insolence  of  some  of 
his  neighbours,  and  the  vulgarity  of  others,  were  rather  the  acci- 
dents of  their  position  than  the  vices  of  their  character.  Such 
vexations  as  these  were  beneath  the  regard  of  him,  who  maintained 
in  the  village  the  sacred  cause  for  which  martyrs  had  sacrificed  life 
with  all  its  enjoyments,  and  who  designed  to  train  up  his  son  to 
the  same  honourable  service,  however  ill-requited  by  the  distinc- 
tions or  by  the  riches  of  this  transitory  world. 

That  hope,  however,  was  not  to  be  fulfilled.  I  had  been  edu- 
cated under  the  eye  of  my  father,  and  had  derived  firom  him  all 
my  elementary  acquaintance  with  ancient  and  modem  languages, 
with  theology,  and  with  physical  and  moral  science.  I  had  early 
learnt  to  venerate  his  magnanimity  and  his  devotion,  and  had 
derived  from  him  his  own  thirst  for  knowledge.  But  his  freedom 
of  thought  was  an  inalienable  pcurt  of  my  intellectual  patrimony. 
It  was  not  in  my  nature  to  receive  my  opinions  by  inheritance. 
WTiether  they  were  right  or  wrong,  they  were  my  own;  acquired, 
not  by  descent  from  any  one,  but  by  severe  and  protracted  laboiurs. 

I  have  studied  and  drawn  the  characters  of  too  many  men,  to 
have  been  a  careless  student  of  my  own.  I  have  invented  too 
many  physiological  theories,  not  to  have  one  at  hand  for  the  in- 
terpretation of  whatever  is  peculiar  in  myself.  My  habitual  intro- 
spection has  made  me  more  than  half  a  convert  to  the  doctrine  of 
the  duality  of  the  human  soul  —  the  doctrine,  that  is,  that  each  of 
the  two  lobea  of  the  brain  is  inhabited  by  a  distinct  person  —  that 


MX 


TOM  UISTOJUiir  OP  ESTHtisuaaL 

Vie  call  a  soliloquy,  ts  uuthiug  eke  than  a  dialogue  between 
—  that  the  internal  coritlict  between  the  new  Adam  and  the 
B  no  metaphor  or  allegory,  but  a  dry  matter  of  fact  —  that  a 
or  a  wise  man  is  one,  in  forming  whose  volitions  the  healthy 
of  the  cranium  is  habitually  triumphant —  a  knave  or  a  fool, 
in  whom  such  volitions  are  for  the  most  part  formed  on  the 

iposite  or  diseased  side. 

By  the  aid  of  this  hypothesis,  I  am  able  to  explain  the  absence 
of  all  apparent  affinity  between  the  elements  of  which  my  nature 
was  originally  composed.  It  was  as  though  the  sensitive  plant  hod 
been  grafted  on  the  Norwegian  pine,  or  as  if  a  Spartan  soldier  had 
been  enthralled  by  the  Idylls  of  Theocritus,  or  as  if  an  anchorite 
had  devoted  himself  to  the  imitation  of  the  cosmetic  Earl  of 
Chesterfield.  I  shrank  from  the  rude  familiarities  of  the  world, 
while  impatient  for  the  world's  applause.  I  was  a  worshipper  of 
hoar  antiquity,  and  yet  a  libertine  in  the  exercise  of  my  own  un- 
fettered judgment.  At  oue  time  I  braced  my  nerves  for  coDtroversy, 
and  at  another  relaxed  them  in  romantic  dreams.  I  bmied  myself 
in  solitude  to  fathom  the  mysteries  of  my  own  nature,  and  then 
revealed  my  discoveries  in  a  style  like  that  of  the  most  fafihionable 
Irish  oratory.  I  grew  up  to  manhood  with  a  philanthropy  as 
fastidious  as  it  was  ardent.  My  passion  for  books  was  alternately 
my  delight  and  my  torture.  I  narrowly  escaped,  iu  my  youthful 
days,  producing  a  poem,  in  which  the  styles  of  Juvenal  and  of 
Tibullua  would  have  been  reconciled  with  each  other,  as  a  kind  of 
compromise  between  the  robust  and  indignant  inmate  of  one  half 
of  my  bi'ain,  and  the  delicate  and  sentimental  genius  who  possessed 
the  other  half. 

In  the  midat  of  this  cerebral  war,  the  necessity  which  comes  tii 
all  had  come  to  me,  of  choosing  a  profession.     The  choice,  indeed, 

med  made  to  my  hand.     I   had  been  a  theologian  from  mj 

lyhood,  why  not  a  teacher  of  Theology  ?  The  ecclesiastical  polity 
of  the  Protestant  dissenters  possessed  my  earliest  sympathies.  Mt 
most  mature  convictions  had  embraced  their  rebgious  system- 
Why  not,  then,  mount  the  rostrum  of  my  forefathers,  and,  like 
them,  sustain  the  interests  and  inculcate  the  doctrines  of  the  least 
prosperous  of  the  churches  of  my  native  land  ?  So,  indeed,  re- 
solved the  Self  inhabiting  one  of  the  phrenolo^cal  hemispheres 
within  me.  But  the  resolution  was  ultimately  reversed  by  the 
superior  energy  of  the  Self  who  reigned  over  ^e  opposite  henii- 
sphere. 

I  became  an  enthusiastic  student  of  Divinity.     My  ardour  grew 

with  my  early  progress  in  those  researches.     '  Glorious  science  I*  I 

'  the  substratum  of   all  sciences !    the  perfection  of 
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human  knowledge !  the  theme  of  the  noblest  intellects  which  have 
appeared  among  the  children  of  men !  the  doctrine  which  has 
the  happiness  of  mankind  for  its  object^  and  which,  even  in  its 
most  abstruse  and  subtle  forms,  is  still  culminating  towards  uni- 
versal love,  and  pointing  to  the  abodes  of  the  blessed ! '  Alas ! 
for  the  illusions  of  the  library !  Not  more  weary  to  the  soul  of  the 
fainting  traveller  is  the  burning  desert  which  the  mirage  had  so 
lately  adorned  with  verdant  fields  and  limpid  waters,  than  is  many 
a  barren  waste  of  learning  to  the  soul  of  him  to  whom,  when 
viewed  from  some  Pisgah  of  the  imagination,  it  had  appeared  as  a 
land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey,  the  glory  of  all  lands. 

In  my  theological  inquiries,  I  had  contemplated  Christianity  as 
a  system  of  truths  to  be  harmonised,  as  a  code  of  obligations  to  be 
enforced,  and  as  a  succession  of  events  to  be  developed.  I  com- 
menced with  an  earnest  and  devout  examination  of  the  sacred 
writings,  and  could  have  rejoiced  to  rest  for  ever  within  those 
green  pastures,  and  beside  those  waters  of  comfort.  But  I  soon 
perceived  that  he  who  would  derive  from  that  hallowed  source 
lights  to  guide  the  feet  of  others  into  the  paths  of  life,  must  borrow 
the  means  of  illuminating  the  inspired  pages  from  the  intellectual 
stores  of  uninspired  men.  Nothing  more  easy  than  to  despise  and 
neglect  interpreters.  Nothing  less  possible  than  to  advance  a  step 
without  interpretation.  Divine  knowledge  presupposes  human 
knowledge.  Without  logic,  criticism,  languages,  and  (in  the  widest 
sense  of  the  word)  history,  the  Bible  is  a  sealed  book;  unless, 
indeed,  it  be  opened  by  the  aid  of  miracle.  I  was  neither  so 
indolent  nor  so  presumptuous  as  to  suppose  that,  by  the  mere  bounty 
of  nature,  I  possessed  within  myself  all  the  necessary  aids  for  the 
right  understanding  of  Moses  and  of  Isaiah,  of  Luke  and  of  Paul. 
From  those  infallible  teachers  I  passed,  though  not  without  many 
an  anxious  foreboding,  to  Eusebius  and  Fleury,  to  Augustin  and 
Luther. 

Laimched  on  this  troubled  sea,  how  fearful  were  the  disclosures 
forced  upon  me  I  If  the  annals  of  the  world  are  but  the  records  of 
crime  and  suffering,  the  chronicles  of  the  Church  have  but  little 
more  alluring  to  reveal.  How  rapid  the  decline  from  the  apostolic 
models — ^how  early  the  growth  of  the  meanest  superstitions ! — how 
swift  the  triumphs  of  spiritual  despotism  I — how  intimate,  even  in 
the  first  ages,  the  alliance  of  the  perverted  Gospel  with  the  logo- 
machies of  Qrecian  philosophy,  and  the  profiane  mysteries  of  hea- 
then worship,  and  the  pollutions  of  pagan  idolatry  I  And,  as  the 
turbid  stream  descended  to  lower  eras,  how  sadly  was  I  constrained 
to  recognise  a  real  though  deplorable  reformation  even  in  the 
establishment  of  the  Papacy^  and  a  merited  chastisement  of  the 
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foul  Crimea  of  Christendom  by  tlie  sword  of  Mahommed  and  hia 
followers,  and  by  the  hordes  who,  under  the  bannera  of  Alaric  and 
Attila,  of  Genseric  and  Odoacer,  desolated  the  Latin  Churches.  1 
saw  the  long  night  of  medieval  darkness  yield  at  length  to  the 
dayapring  from  on  high — a  day  too  soon  to  be  overcast  by  perse- 
cutions which  the  Csesars  would  have  abhorred,  and  by  wars  en- 
venomed by  the  bitterest  religious  animosities,  until  the  combataata 
at  length  laid  down  their  arms  —  the  Catholics  to  subside  into  a 
licentious  infidelity,  the  Protestants  to  yield  up  the  soul  to  Mam- 
mon, under  the  shelter  of  a  lifeless  orthodoxy,  or  of  a  merely 
liuman  philosophy. 

From  contemplating  the  speculative  errors  and  the  practical 
misdeeds  of  the  great  multitude  who,  in  fonner  ages,  had  called 
and  jN-ofessed  themselves  Christians,  I  turned  aside  to  survey  the 
living  societies  who  worship  in  that  sacred  name,  not  doubting  that 
among  them  I  should  find  the  image  of  that  New  Jerusalem  which 
it  was  permitted  to  the  Prophet  to  see  descending  out  of  heaven. 
With  this  hope  I  first  applied  myself  to  the  perusal  of  the  works 
of  their  doctors.  I  did  not,  indeed,  suppose  that,  in  this  modern 
theological  literature,  I  should  meet  with  any  of  those  prodigies  of 
industry  and  genius  which  had  been  produced  by  the  fathers  of  the 
Anglican  Church,  and  by  the  original  Puritans.  But  I-knew  that 
I  should  discover  in  them  the  spirit  of  niy  own  age ;  that  all- 
controlling  power,  the  dominion  of  which  none  may  escape;  and 
which,  in  my  future  calling,  it  would  be  inevitable  that  I  ahouU 
myself  obey.  To  appreciate  the  theology  of  my  own  times,  aa 
impresaed  on  the  writings,  or  as  breathing  in  the  discourses,  of  my 
contemporaries,  was  therefore  to  see,  by  anticipation,  the  general 
tendency  and  workings  of  my  own  mind,  when  I  should  be  subse- 
quently numbered  among  the  ministers  of  the  everlasting  Gospel. 

It  was  no  attractive  prospect.  In  vain  I  looked  around  for  any 
profound  investigations  into  the  interior  sense,  and  into  the  geDoine 
readings  of  the  sacred  text.  I  could  meet  with  no  interpreters  of 
the  connection  between  the  recent  developments  of  philosophy  and 
science,  and  those  progressive  revelations  of  truth  which  have  pro- 
ceeded from  God  to  man.  The  mines  of  Church  History  lay 
abandoned  and  unwrought.  Nothing  was  undertaken,  either  to 
sustain  the  foundations  or  to  delineate  the  symmetry  of  the  vast 
fabric  of  Christian  doctrine.  Nor  was  any  fresh  ground  broken 
up  on  the  wide  field  of  morals,  to  satisfy  the  demands  of  an  ^e 
prolific  in  political  and  social  changes,  and  with  every  such  change 
giving  birth  to  problems,  hitherto  unexplained,  of  national  and  of 
personal  duty. 

But  while  seeking  in  vain  among  my  contemporaries  for  guides 
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or  cbmpanions  in  such  studies,  I  was  constrained  to  encounter  on 
every  side  the  ill-favoured  demon  of  religious,  or  rather  of  eccle- 
siastical controversy.  When  I  would  have  scaled  the  heights  of 
divine  knowledge,  I  was  called  away  to  listen  to  some  acrimonious 
dispute  upon  the  rights,  the  symbols,  and  the  government  of 
Christian  societies.  From  the  celestial  path  which  I  desired  to 
ascend,  the  din  of  such  debates  would  continually  drag  me  down, 
to  witness  and  lament  the  mean  jealousies,  the  petty  passions,  and 
the  disingenuous  ai1;ifices  of  earthly  disputants. 

Grenerations  long  since  passed  away,  had  transmitted  to  the 
generation  to  which  I  myself  belonged,  the  interminable  strife 
between  the  hierarchy  of  the  Elizaj^than  and  the  democracy  of 
the  Puritan  churches.  The  reluctant  but  inevitable  attention 
which  I  bestowed  on  this  hereditary  feud,  contributed  to  my  belief 
in  the  duality  of  my  own  nature.  War  was  declared  within  me 
between  my  judgment  and  my  imagination.  To  the  advocates  of 
dissent  I  awarded  the  praise  of  maintaining  the  better  cause,  and 
of  supporting  it  with  the  weightier  reasons.  To  their  antagonists 
I  assigned  the  merit  of  conducting  the  war  of  words  with  the 
greater  dignity,  or,  shall  I  say,  with  less  repulsive  querulous- 
ness.  Sophistry  and  rancour  can  assume  a  not  ungraceful  veil,  and 
put  on  many  specious  disguises,  when  associated  with  wealth  and 
rank  and  other  social  distinctions.  The  sisperities  of  my  own 
party  could  boast  of  no  such  embellishments.  The  episcopal  charge 
and  the  congregational  pamphlet,  emulated  each  other  in  bitterness 
and  wrong.  But  in  the  courteous  composure  with  which  he  in- 
flicted pain,  the  advantage  was  ever  on  the  side  of  the  mitred 
belligerent  My  conscience,  indeed,  condemned  alike  either  form 
of  malevolence ;  but  my  taste  was  far  more  grievously  offended  by 
the  aspect  it  bore  among  the  advocates  of  my  own  system.  The 
ascendant  power  could  affect  to  be  compassionate  and  serene.  The 
depressed  body  could  not  cease  to  be  sore  and  acrimonious.  A 
dissenter  is  seldom  disposed,  and  is  still  more  rarely  permitted,  to 
forget  that  he  is  a  dissenter.  The  habitual  sense  of  wrong  is 
among  the  most  uncuniable  and  unalluring  of  the  tempers  with 
which  man  is  afflicted. 

Quitting  the  arena  in  which  the  polemics  of  the  nineteenth 
century  fought,  I  turned  to  the  temples  in  which  they  assembled. 
Even  there,  alas  !  raged  the  conflict  within  me,  or  rather  between 
the  inmate  of  the  one  lobe  of  my  brain,  who  judicially  approved, 
and  the  inhabitant  of  the  other  lobe,  who  fastidiously  disliked, 
the  services  in  which  I  joined.  In  the  assemblies  of  those  among 
whom  I  proposed,  at  some  future  time,  to  minister,  my  thoughts 
would  wander  from  the  parsimonious  simplicity  of  their  sacred 


edifices,  from  the  obtrusive  prominence  of  the  leaders  of  thein 
worship,  and  from  their  isolation  in  the  great  Christian  common-  * 
wealth,  to  those  augiiat  communions  where  the  priesthoods  of  earth 
aymboliae  the   hierarchies  of   heaven;   where  the  aucceesora,  in 
unbroken  lineage  from  the  apostles,  yet  minister  at  their  altars ; 
where  the  creeds  and  the  collects  of  the  first  confessors  of  the  faith 
Btill  rise  as  incense  at  those  venerable  shrines,  and  where  alone  can 
thrive  those  severe  but  unobtrusive  grajjes  which  have  an  exact 
subordination  of  ranks  for  their  indispensable  basis.     From  thaJ 
long  drawn  prayer,  offered,  in    no   blest  cadence,  beneath  a  roofi 
raised  as  in  utter  scorn   of  architecture,  fancy  would  allure    mOj 
away  to   listen  to  the  chanj  of  some   ancient   liturgy,    floatiogJ 
down  the  fretted  aisles  of  some  cruciform  cathedral ;  and  truth  1 
would  extort  from  me  the  acknowledgment   that   the  ascent  o(M 
the  human   soul  to  the  fountain  of  being,  demanded  other  aidsj 
than  are  to  be  found  among  those  who  measure  their  approach  tol 
perfection  by  their  distance  from  the  models  which,  during  fifteena 
ceDtnries,  had  been  reverenced  throughout  the  universal  church. 

But   ae   in   the   Primitive,   so  in  the  Protestant  churches,  thaj 
Pulpit  was  the  stronghold  and  chief  buttress  of  the  faith-;  and  t 
the  pulpit  I  resolved  to  address  my  most  assiduous  attention,  coit-1 
vinced   that   it  would   yet  be  found  to  maintain  its  primeval  au-! 
premacy  in  detecting  error,  in  enlarging  the  powers  and  the  range  I 
of  thought,  in  applying  the  divine  oracles  to  all  the  purposes  of  ' 
human  life,  and  in  quickening  every  holy,  and  kind,  and  generous 
emotion.     I  had,  indeed,  neither  the  expectation  nor  the  wish  to 
hear  that  honeyed  discourse  which  steeps  the  aoul  in  aelf-forgetful-  _ 
ness.     1  remembered  that   Christianity  was  for  the  daily  use 
homely  people.     I  knew  that  truth,  when  appearing  among  men  ii 
her  severe  and  native  ma.jeRty,  would  reject  the  trivial  auoc 
rhetorical  arts  and  of  elaborated  periods.     '  From  her  chosen  tfaroce^fl 
and  from  the  lips  of  her  consecrated  ministers,  ehe  will  discourse  ^ 
(I  Baid)   '  of  the  highest  interests  of  time   and  of  the  glories  of  1 
eternity,  vrith  an  eloquence  of  which  the  mere  words  will  be  un- 
heeded alike  by  the  speaker  and  by  the  hearer.     Her  weapons  of 
heavenly  temper  and  resistless  edge,  must  still  he  triumphant  in 
their  native  energy,  however  feeble  may  be  the  arm  which  wields 
them,     ^^^lat,  then,  will  not  be  their  power,  in  hands  diligently 
trained  to  their  use,  and  instinct  with  that  spiritual  life  in  which 
alone  we  tndy  live  ? '  J 

With  such  hopes  I  listened,  and  on  the  basis  of  such  antlcipaa 
tions  I  judged.  Honeyed  discourse !  elaborate  periods  I  artificials 
eloquence!  No,  verily.  The  severest  censor  can  prefer  no  siicllfl 
charge  against  the  pulpita  of  the  nineteenth  century.     Molignibd 
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itself  cannot  accuse  them  of  beguiling  us  by  the  witchcraft  of 
genius.  They  stand  altogether  clear  of  the  guilt  of  torpifying  the 
disordered  heart  by  the  anodynes  of  wit  or  fancy.  Abstruse  and 
profound  sophistries  are  not  in  the  number  of  their  oflfences.  It 
is  a  mere  calumny  to  accuse  them  of  lulling  the  conscience  to 
repose  by  any  siren  songs  of  imagination.  If  the  bolts  of  divine 
truth  are  diverted  from  their  aim,  it  is  no  longer  by  enticing  words 
of  man's  wisdom.  Divinity  fills  up  her  weekly  hour  by  the  grave 
and  gentle  excitement  of  an  orthodox  discourse,  or  by  toiling 
through  her  narrow  round  of  systematic  dogmas,  or  by  creeping 
along  some  low  level  of  schoolboy  moi-ality,  or  by  addressing  the 
initiated  in  some  mythic  phraseology ;  but  she  has  ceased  to  employ 
such  tongues  as  those  of  Chrysostom  and  Bourdaloue.  The  sanctity 
of  sacred  things  is  lost  in  the  familiar  routine  of  sacred  words. 
Eeligion  has  acquired  a  set  of  technical  terms  and  conventional 
formulas ;  somnolent  and  sleep-compelling.  Her  pulpits  bear  the 
stamp  and  impress  of  an  age,  in  which  the  art  of  writing  has  proved 
fatal  to  the  power  of  thinking;  when  the  desire  to  appropriate 
gracefully  has  superseded  the  ambition  to  originate  profoundly ; 
when  the  commercial  spirit  envelopes  and  strangles  genius  in  its 
folds ;  when  demigods  and  heroes  have  abandoned  the  field,  and 
the  holiest  affections  of  the  heart  die  away  in  silence,  and  the  ripest 
fruits  of  the  teeming  mind  drop  ungathered  into  the  reaper's  bosom ; 
an  age  of  literary  democracy  and  intellectual  socialism,  in  which 
no  bequests  are  made  to  remote  posterities,  and  no  structures  are 
rising  to  command  and  break  the  universal  mediocrity. 

Such  was  the  view  of  ancient  and  of  modem  Christianity  dis- 
closed to  me  by  history  and  by  my  own  observation.  Unextin- 
guished, indeed,  by  the  mephitic  vapours  into  which  it  has  been 
plunged,  that  celestial  lamp  has  never  ceased  to  illuminate  and  to 
gladden  many  a  lowly  heart ;  but  from  those  eminences  on  which 
it  should  have  shone  as  a  light  to  lighten  the  nations,  it  has  emitted 
a  radiance  for  the  most  part  faint  and  flickering,  and  but  rarely  to 
be  seen  in  its  pure  and  native  lustre.  I  had  acquired  a  new  and 
more  earnest  love  and  reverence  for  the  sacred  volume,  not  only  for 
its  own  surpassing  excellency,  but  for  the  contrast  in  which  I  found 
it  to  stand  to  the  corruptions  of  former  ages,  and  to  the  languor 
and  feebleness  of  my  own.  Gladly  would  I  have  joined  the  great 
company  of  the  preachers,  if  my  lot  had  been  thrown  in  those  days 
when,  in  the  strength  of  their  divine  mission,  they  overthrew  the 
imperial  idolatry;  or  in  those  times  when  an  awakened  world 
caught  from  their  lips  the  cry  of  resistance  to  sacerdotal  tyranny ; 
or  even  in  that  later  generation  when,  in  my  own  land,  an  Erastian 
prelacy  and  their  satellites  fell  down  before  them.     But  to  swell 
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the  chorus  of  formality;  to  'do  duty*  in  a  listless  congregatioflH 
to  be  the  admired  and  the  caressed  of  fashionable  conuoi^eure'  9 
divioityi  or  to  wage  a  puny  wax  with  timid  critics  and  delicate  otfl 
jectoTs!  — it  was  not  in  my  nature.  Better  far,  I  judged,  to  dgafffl 
in  some  fecular  pursuit,  where,  freely  measuring  my  strength  wittf 
my  competitorB,  I  might,  perhaps,  rise  to  au  elev&tion  ^m  which 
I  could  influence,  if  Dot  control,  the  destinies  of  one  of  the  great 
families  of  mankind. 

For  those  of  our  well-educated  youth  who  have  neither  the 
interest  to  become  placemen,  the  genius  to  live  by  art,  nor  the 
capital  required  for  commerce,  it  remains  to  minister  to  the  sick  in 
mind,  in  body,  or  in  estate.  My  abandonment  of  the  clerical  life 
narrowed  my  choice  to  the  two  last  of  those  pursuits.  I  might 
not  improbably  have  been  a  physician,  if  the  loathsome  duties  of 
the  hospital  and  the  dissecting-room  could  have  been  dispensed 
with.  But  that  being  impossible,  I  quitted  my  parental  home  for 
the  remote  and  busy  world  in  which  the  unjoyous  science  of  specif 
pleading  is  taught  to  the  future  aspirants  to  the  dignities  of  ' 
coif. 

At  this  distance  of  time  I  never  tread  the  flagstones  of  Fig. 
Court,  in  the  Inner  Temple,  without  feelings  akin  to  those  with 
which  Gil  Bias  revisited  the  scene  of  the  therapeutic  labours  in 
which  he  assisted  the  learned  Dr.  Sangrado.  With  what  eageme^ 
did  I  join  in  the  onslaught  on  the  purses  and  the  reputations  of 
mankind,  uuder  the  guidance  of  the  atrabilious  skeleton,  my  tutor, 
whose  keen  eye  twinkled  from  its  deep  socket,  as  it  lit  on  a  point 
of  law,  fatal  to  some  unlucky  litigant !  To  lie  down  at  night  with 
the  conviction  that,  since  day-break,  I  had  been  working  harder 
than  any  other  intellectual  operative  in  London,  was,  in  those 
times,  among  my  luxiuies.  It  was  a  sturdy  and  invigorating  dis- 
cipline.  It  taught  me  a  logic  of  more  practical  utility  than  I  could 
have  acquired  at  Edinburgh  or  at  Oxford.  If  the  pleadings  which 
I  drew  in  those  murky  chambers,  contributed  {as  is  but  too  pn>- 
bable)  to  damage  any  honest  man,  they  were  at  least  of  singular 
advant^e  to  myself.  They  placed  a  curb  on  a  vagrant  imagi- 
nation, and  prepared  me  for  controversies  far  more  perilous  thi 
the  interminable  hostilities  between  John  Doe  and  Richard 
in  which  I  was  then  so  zealous  a  partisan. 

At  the  end  of  my  novitiate,  I  took  the  gown,  and,  like  oth« 
barristers,   traversed   Westminster   Hall,  swinging  to   and  fro 
empty  bag.     As  my  eye  wandered  from  the  plump,  curly-headed 
cherubs  on  the  roof,  to  the  wan  and  troubled  visages,  enveloped  in 
powdered  wigs,   below,  I  fancied  that  the  architects  of  WilUai  ~ 
L-Rufus,  gifted  with  a  second  sight  of  the  Aula-Regiaof  theOi 
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era,  had  carved  those  chubby  angels  in  a  good-humoured  mockery 
of  us  all.  For  I  soon  learnt  that  in  her  glorious  temple,  the  wor- 
ship of  Themis  was  conducted  by  a  priesthood,  whose  spirit  was  but 
too  acciurately  expressed  by  those  corroded  countenances.  Inces- 
santly eulogising  the  incorruptibility  of  the  Bench,  the  honour  of 
the  Bar,  and  the  respectability  of  the  Attorneys,  they  were  inces- 
santly depreciating  each  individual  of  each  of  those  goodly  fellow- 
ships. Faint,  indeed,  was  the  resemblance  between  the  original,  or 
Mosaic  Decalogue,  and  that '  various  reading '  of  it,  by  which  the 
professional  morality  of  our  gens  togata  was  regulated.  Apologies, 
which  would  have  been  torn  to  shreds  by  their  acuteness,  if  pre- 
ferred on  behalf  of  any  Prisoner  at  the  bar,  were  admitted  by  the 
Oentlemen  at  the  Bar,  to  justify  their  own  acceptance  of  unearned 
and  excessive  fees,  to  vindicate  the  calling  evil  good  and  good  evil, 
and  to  excuse  the  underhand  game  played  by  opposing  advocates 
for  their  own  ease  and  profit,  at  the  expense  of  their  helpless  and 
ignorant  clients.  It  was  a  life  of  rude  familiarity,  of  bitter  jealousy, 
and  of  ceaseless  gossip.  There  was  not  one  of  the  twelve  judges,  or 
of  the  leading  counsel,  whose  character  escaped  daily  dissection  by 
half  a  score  of  those  learned  anatomists.  Over  the  gate  of  West- 
minster Hall  was  the  inscription,  visible,  at  least,  to  my  own  eyes, 
*  All  ye  who  enter  here  abandon  modesty.'  I  found  that  it  was  well 
to  possess  virtue,  talents,  scholarship ;  well  to  know  some  little  law ; 
well  to  be  eloquent ;  and  better  still  to  be  closely  connected  with 
attorneys  and  their  clients  ;  but  that  the  one  thing  needful  was  in- 
trepid assurance,  animated  by  constitutional  vivacity.  So  gifted 
knavery,  ignorance,  and  incapacity  fattened.  Without  this  gift, 
worth,  learning,  and  genius  starved.  What  the  plain  of  Elis  was  to 
Greece,  such  is  that  venerable  Hall  to  England ;  and  its  Pindar 
must  sing  of  combatants  who  have  rejoiced  in  the  dust,  the  sweat, 
the  strife,  and  the  turmoil  of  the  contests.  His  heroes  must  be 
painted  with  thick  skins  and  hardy  consciences,  buoyant  and  fear- 
less, prompt  in  resources,  and  unscrupulous  in  the  use  of  them. 
No  place  or  vocation  there  for  men  of  pensive  spirits,  delicate  nerves, 
and  high-wrought  sensibilities  !  When  my  mind  at  length  opened 
to  this  great  truth,  I  threw  aside  my  unprofitable  gown,  repeat- 
ing the  old  exclamation,  *What  business  have  I  at  Bome  —  I 
cannot  lie ! ' 

I  next  turned  for  employment  to  the  other  ancient  halls  of  West- 
minster. Topics  of  deep  and  stirring  interest  were  then  engaging 
the  attention  of  parliament.  These  I  diligently  studied ;  and  in  due 
time  I  despatched  to  one  of  the  most  celebrated  London  news- 
papers a  series  of  articles,  designed  to  support  the  advocates  of 
freedom,  and  to  disperse  the  mists  which  had  been  purposely  raised, 
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to  darken  and  to  distort  their  policy.  My  papers  fuxmd  acceptanofl 
and  their  author  eQCouragement.  But  that  'blest  folio  of  foJH 
pf^es,  which  not  even  critics  criticise,'  existed  only  in  the  imagiofl 
tion  of  William  Cowper.  Never  was  an  author's  self-esteem  exposal 
to  a  keener  torture  than  that  to  which  I  was  subjected.  Mj  edit^| 
rial  censor  and  I  bad  nothing  is  common  but  the  advocacy  of  t^fl 
same  political  opiniona.  In  evcrythiug  else  we  were  as  far  asxudil 
as  the  poles.  Yet,  in  half  an  hour,  he  would  completely  assirailalfl 
to  his  own  style  of  thought  and  diction,  any  of  my  most  elaborafefl 
performances.  The  substance  remained,  but  the  form  was  absolat^fl 
new.  My  facts,  arguments,  and  conclusions  reappeared  in  th^H 
original  order,  but  all  my  candid  acknowledgments  and  cautioiM 
qualifications  had  vanished  away.  My  long  and  stately  senteaoefl 
had  become  terse  and  pungent.  The  periods  which  had  fallen  frmfl 
my  pen  blushing,  like  so  many  moss  roses,  with  the  rich  glow  ofl 
humanity,  now  bristled  with  points  like  so  many  cactuses  Tbetfl 
graceful  structure  was  broken  up  into  epigram  and  antithesia.  &(fl 
grave  censures  had  passed  into  stinging  sarcasms,  and  some  eqair  jH 
cal  jest  from  '  Roderick  Random '  had  thrust  out  an  ejcquifdtn 
quotation  which  I  bad  drawn  from  '  Comus.*  ^ 

Smarting  under  tliia  strange  transmutation,  though  amazed  at 
the  facility  and  the  skill  with  which  it  was  executed,  I  sought  and 
obtained  an  interview  with  my  Procrustes.  A  transient  access  of 
the  spirit  of  James  Boswell  has  enabled  me  to  record,  for  the  bene- 
fit of  others,  the  explanations  which  I  then  received  from  him, 
'  Adept  as  you  are  in  many  studies '  {such  was  the  conaplimeutary 
commencement),  'you  are  but  a  tjTO  in  the  mystery  of  journalism. 
It  is  not  a  science,  but  a  trade.  Morals,  philosophy,  and  patriotism 
are  our  raw  materials,  and  must  be  got  up  to  the  taste  of  our  cus- 
tomers. The  worthy  haberdasher  at  the  next  door,  cannot  wato 
the  turns  of  the  market  more  anxiously  than  we  do.  Fasbion  is  t 
supreme  arbiter  with  us  as  with  him.  From  that  tribunal  neitlifl^ 
he  nor  we  have  an  appeal  to  any  higher.  What  have  Ephemera  ti 
say  to  Posterity  ?  To  satisfy  the  demands  of  faahion,  we  must  boti 
pass  our  wares  through  many  successive  hands  —  he,  his  ribatu 
we,  our  articles ;  the  last  hand,  in  either  case,  being  that  which  gira 
to  the  commodity  its  gloss  or  V)loom.  You,  my  good  sir,  may  1 
considered  as  the  weaver,  I  as  the  hotpresser  of  the  piecegoodg  v 
have  on  sale.  You  will  excuse  my  freedom,  hut  the  fabric,  wh^ 
fresh  from  your  loom,  is  either  flattened  down  to  the  homiletical,  0{ 
wrought  up  to  the  poetical,  or  clouded  by  the  metaphysical  tone  a 
colouring.  From  my  hand  it  receives  the  shape,  the  polish,  and  t 
tint,  demanded  by  the  cofFee-rnoni  or  the  club.  For  every  piir 
there  is  a  time,  a  place,  and  a  propriety.     If  either  Locke  or  lUlt« 
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had  edited  a  newspaper^  he  would  have  discussed  the  interests  and 
the  duties  of  mankind  slashingly^  bitingly,  and  comically.  His  own 
interest,  and  his  duty  to  his  proprietors,  would  have  made  him  aim 
at  a  wide  and  immediate  sale,  by  winning  the  suffrages  of  the  idle, 
the  frivolous,  and  the  malignant  multitude.' 

^  Enough,'  I  exclaimed,  in  imitation  of  Basselas.  *  Thou  hast 
convinced  me  that  no  one  who  aspires  to  be  a  teacher  of  mankind, 
can  ever  be  a  newspaper  editor.'  *  It  is  indeed,'  he  replied,  after 
Imlac,  *  exceedingly  difficult.'  *  So  difficult,'  I  rejoined,  in  the  words 
of  the  Prince  of  Abyssinia,  *  that  I  will  have  nothing  more  to  do  with 
his  labours.'  At  once,  and  for  ever,  I  abandoned  all  concern  in  this 
political  haberdashery.  The  whole  tribe  of  party  writers,  diurnal, 
and  hebdomadal,  now  appeared  to  me  in  a  new  and  a  truer  light. 
Like  a  flight  of  obscene  birds,  they  overshadowed  my  path,  polluting 
by  their  touch,  and  distorting  by  their  dissonance,  those  researches 
into  the  state  of  the  commonwealth,  and  the  social  duties  of  man- 
kind, on  which  I  desired  to  bestow  a  serene  and  unbiassed  attention. 
My  heart  assured,  and  my  observation  convinced  me,  that  both  the 
leaders  and  the  subalterns  of  contending  factions,  were  far  wiser  and 
better  men  than  they  appeared  in  those  clever,  reckless,  and  uncha- 
ritable sketches,  thrown  off  from  day  to  day,  by  writers  agitated  by 
ceaseless  excitement,  condemned  to  mercenary  toil,  and  excluded 
from  the  blessings  of  studious  leisure,  and  of  self-acquaintance. 

*  When  injured  Thales  bids  the  town  farewell,'  the  less  he  says 
or  thinks  of  his  wrongs  the  better.  I  quitted  the  great  city  with  no 
injustice,  real  or  imaginary,  to  resent.  Fortune,  indeed,  had  not 
smiled  on  my  efforts ;  but  neither  had  I  wooed  her  smiles  with 
much  ardour  or  perseverance.  Early  in  life,  and  with  a  mind  un- 
ruffled by  disappointment,  I  retired  to  scenes  in  which  I  might 
reasonably  hope  to  reconcile  my  own  tranquillity  with  the  faithful 
discharge  of  active  duties,  at  least  as  useful  and  as  honourable  as 
those  which  I  had  declined.  There  I  resolved  to  labour  in  educa- 
ting the  young,  and  in  instructing  the  adult  of  my  own  generation, 
not  without  some  cheerful  hope  of  audience  from  generations  yet  to 
be  bom.  My  pupils  would  not  prevent  my  pursuing  those  literary 
designs  which  must  have  perished  beneath  the  shade  of  the  pulpit, 
the  bar,  or  the  daily  journals.  A  school  had  not  deterred  the 
Head  of  the  younger  House  of  Boiurbon  from  aspiring  to  the 
noblest  of  European  Thrones,  nor  Samuel  Johnson  from  claiming 
the  moral  dictatorship  of  England,  nor  Milton  from  scaling  the 
Seventh  Heaven. 

In  a  rural  retreat  (the  beauties  of  which  nature  has  left  to  be 
detected  by  the  assiduity,  perhaps  to  be  created  by  the  imagination, 
of  such  as  dwell  there)  I  became  a  tutor,  a  husband,  and  a  father. 
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The  blessings  shed  over  my  path  by  the  two  last  of  those  nelatu 
has,  I  am  told,  imparted  to  my  writinga  a  deeper  glow  of  domi 
tenderness  than  might  have  been  expected,  from  the  almost  fei 
nine  reserve  and  delicacy  which  my  critics  have  laid  to  my  chi  _ 
If  eo,  I  am  at  least  not  intentionally  criminal.  An  old  bachelor,  liks! 
the  author  of  the  'Task,'  or  an  old  debauchee,  to  whom  love  and  reve-i 
rence  are  incongruous  ideas,  like  the  author  of  the '  Social  Contract^*' 
may,  though  for  very  (Afferent  reasons,  be  induced  to  throw  open 
the  sanctuary  of  home  to  the  gaze  of  the  inquisitive ;  but  I  have 
neither  their  temptation  nor  their  excuse  for  such  loquacity.  With 
those  hallowed  secrets  of  my  heart,  the  stranger  intermeddleth  not, 
if  I  can  help  it. 

My  library  is  another  matter.  Any  one  is  free  to  inspect,  and,  if 
it  must  be  so,  to  envy  it.  Mine  is  no  biblioraauiac  collection. 
Tliere  is  not  a  volume  there  which  is  not  either  in  active  service,  or 
enjoying  a  well-earned  repose  as  a  faithful  veteran.  My  teachere, 
my  companions,  my  comforters,  my  playfellows,  my  fellow-labour- 
ers, and  sometimes  my  antagonists,  but  always  the  cherished 
inmates  of  my  house,  there  they  stand,  my  much-loved  books, 
eloquent  or  silent  at  my  bidding,  pleasant  when  I  am  pleased,  me- 
lancholy when  I  am  sad,  animating  when  I  am  languid,  leaving  do 
sorrow  unsoothed,  no  mood  and  temper  of  my  mind  unexprefeed^, 
no  science  uninterpreted,  no  art  unadorned, — bringing  rne  ints 
hourly  intercourse  with  all  the  noblest  spirits  who  have  sojouniod 
in  this  world,  and  with  those  whom  the  Author  of  all  worlds  Iiaa 
inspired  to  give  us  some  intimations  of  our  origin,  our  destiny,  and 
our  hopes. 

In  that  presence-chamber  I  reigned  the  monarch  of  many  a  well- 
peopled  province,  giving  audience  in  turn  to  each  of  my  maay- 
tongued   subjects,   and   exacting  irom  thera  all  a  tribute   at  my 
pleasure.     There  might  be  seen,  supreme  in  favour  as  in  place,  a 
venerable  copy  of  the  Jewish  and  Christian  Scriptures.     A  troop  of 
tall,  sad-coloured  folios,  the  depositaries  of  the  devout  exercises  t 
anxious  self-search  in  gs  of  the  Puritan  divines,  was  drawn  np 
shelves   within   reach   of  my  outstretched  arm.     With  but  Hi 
more  effort  it  could  light  on  a  tribe  of  more  lofty  discourse,  bred 
the  sacred  solitudes  of  Port  Hojal,  yet  redolent  of  the  passion 
their  native  land  for  an  imposing  and   fanciful  exterior.     Hon) 
Geoi^e  Latimer,   with  a  long  line  of  episcopal  and  episcopaUaa 
HuccesBOrs,  held  a  position  a  little  too  prominent  perhaps,  yet  doe 
to  their  unrivalled  worth  and  beauty,  not  less  than  to  their  aristc^ 
cratic  pretensions.     But  the  main  power  of  my  state  consisted  in  a 
race  of  ancient   lineage   and   obsolete   tongues,   beginning 
Clement,  Hermas,  and  Iremeus,  and  so  onward  through  tlie 
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series  of  Greek  and  Latin  fathers,  ecclesiastical  historians,  acts  of 
councils  and  of  saints,  decretals,  missals,  and  liturgies,  all  in  turn 
casting  their  transient  lights  and  their  deep  shadows  over  the 
checkered  fortunes  of  the  Christian  Church,  Brought  within  the 
precincts  of  my  wide  dominion.  Homer,  iEschylus,  Dante,  Shak- 
speare,  and  the  humble  partakers  of  their  inspiration,  awaited  at  a 
greater  distance  my  occasional  summons.  But  perhaps  in  their 
reverend  aspect  might  be  perceived  something  which  confessed  that 
they  were  not  among  my  habitual  and  chosen  companions.  Court 
favour  here,  as  elsewhere,  may  have  been  a  little  too  diffusive  and 
capricious ;  and  writers  on  physiology,  astronomy,  plants,  insects, 
birds,  and  fishes,  shared  with  metaphysicians,  moralists,  and  the 
writers  of  civil  history,  the  hours  occasionally  withdrawn  by  their 
ruler  from  more  serious  intercourse  with  his  apostolic,  patristic, 
papal,  and  reformed  counsellors.  In  short,  it  was  one  of  those 
chambers  which  he  who  can  securely  possess,  quietly  enjoy,  and 
wisely  use,  may  in  sober  truth  pity  the  owners  of  Versailles  and 
the  Escurial. 

There  I  conceived,  and  there  I  partly  executed,  the  great  labour 
of  my  literary  life.  Deep  as  was  the  shadow  which  my  earlier 
inquiries  threw  over  the  progress  of  Christianity  down  the  turbid 
stream  of  time,,  my  more  mature  researches  had  but  enhanced  the 
gloom.  I  resolved,  therefore,  to  become  the  author  of  a  book, 
which,  in  its  complete  form,  might  perhaps  be  called  *  Ecclesiastical 
Nosology,  or  the  Morbid  Anatomy  of  the  Church.'  It  was  designed 
^  to  exhibit  at  one  view  the  principal  forms  of  spurious  religion.' 
These  consisted  either  first  of  the  unavowed  scepticism  which  believes 
nothing ;  or  secondly,  of  the  credulity  which  believes  anything ;  or 
thirdly,  of  the  enthusiasm  which  believes  at  the  bidding  of  the 
imagination ;  or  fourthly,  of  the  fanaticism  whose  belief  is  the  off- 
spring of  the  morose  and  vindictive  passions;  or  fifthly,  of  the 
spiritual  despotism  which  exacts  a  belief  (or  the  profession  of  a 
belief)  determined  not  by  conviction,  but  by  authority;  or  sixthly, 
of  the  corruption  of  morals  generated  by  each  of  these  substitutes 
for  the  simplicity  of  the  Christian  faith.  Here,  then,  was  an 
analysis  of  my  general  subject,  giving  promise  of  six  distinct 
volumes,  which  collectively  were  to  form  a  comprehensive,  though 
not  a  very  Utopian,  series  of  lectures  on  the  perversions  of  the 
Gospel  in  a  sinful  and  deluded  world. 

Machiavelli,  Bossuet,  and  Montesquieu  were  to  be  my  models. 
Like  them,  I  hoped  to  throw  broad  masses  of  light  on  the  prin- 
ciples by  which  the  various  synchronisms  and  sequences  of  human 
affairs  may  be  cemented  into  one  comprehensive  whole.  Like 
them,  I  proposed  to  extract  philosophy  from  chronicles,  and  to 
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elevate  annals  into  history.     Like  them,  I  resolved  to  relieve  tho| 
[  tlulness  of  the  didactic  style  by  narrative,  but  to  render  narrative 
entirely  subordinate  to  the  proof  and  illustration  of  doctrine.      But 
[  neither  '  The  Prince,'  '  The  Universal  History,'  nor  '  The  Roman 

ess  and  Decay,'  could  supply  me  with  a  model   of  atylew  I 
[■  Our  national  taste  (so  at  least  I  judged)  demanded  a  prose  mon 
I  richly  inlaid  with  ornament  and  cadences  more  various,  intria 
I  and   harmonious   than  theirs.     I  would   learn   from    those  gret 
E  masters  how  to  erect  theories ;  tut  from  Dugald  Stewart  how  b 
construct  paragraphs. 

I  commenced  the  execution  of  my  scheme  by  my  'Natural  Hi* 
i  tory  of  Enthusiasm ' — the  work  to  which  1  owe  my  dirtinctive  titlw 
|»in  the  world  of  letters.     My  success,  if  not  splendid,  was  at  let 
decisive  and  encouraging.     I  had  not,  on  the  whole,  much  right  b 
complain  of  my  critics.     Some  of  them  indeed  turned  ray  own  gum 
xipon  me :  purloining  from  one  half  of  my  book,  the  materials  withl 
which  they  assailed  the  other  half;  and  with  one  voice  they  rebuked! 
I   my  diction  as  stately,  redundant,  and  obscure.    But  they  all  assigned! 
to  me  the  praise  of  having  imparted  a  definite  shape  to  some  momen--r 
tous  questions,  which  till  then  had  been  floating  up  and  down  ini| 
the  form  of  loose  popular  discourse,  and  of  having  given  a  sound,  iJ 
not  a  perfect,  solution  to  the  problems  I  had  raised.     My  incognitOtB 
contributed  to  my  popularity;    and  in  my  retreat  I  enjoyed  thff] 
double  pleasure  of  revising  several  editions  of  my  history,  and  o 
hearing  of  the  various  speculations  which  ascribed  it  to  as  raanj^ 
different  pens.     I  perceived  that  fame  was  within  my  grasp,  and  t 
was  convinced  that  it  might  be  secured  and  extended  by  the  honei 
_  art  of  promulgating  salutary,  though  unwelcome,  truths.     Had  1 
wanted  motives  for  perseverance  in  my  task,  this  conviction  woiJ^I 
have  furnished  them. 

Accordingly,  at  no  distant  intervals,  I  committed  to  the  press  t 
I  more  of  the  sis  main  divisions  of  my  'Ecclesiastical  NosoIc^jA 
But    neither    my   'Essay  on   Fanaticism,'  nor  my  'Treatise  i 
Spiritual  Despotism,'  enjoyed  the  favour,  or  attracted  the  notice 
'  which  had  been  bestowed  on  their  elder  brother.     Some  indei 
there  were,  who  gave  to  the  last  a  decided  preference  over  the  t 
of  the  series.     But  it  is  impossible  to  deny  that  their  receptio; 
I  cold  and  indifferent,  when  compared  with  that  of  my  first-born 

^^^     This  may  be  partly  ascribed  to  the  dropping  of  my  vizor,  and  tlicJ 
^^^L    consequent   secession  of  the  mere  mystery  hunters,  and  partlyj 
^^^K  perhaps,  to  the  public  ear  being  cloyed  by  a  style  too  rhyt.hmioi" 
^^^B   and  inflated ;  but  chiefly  (I  think)  to  an  error  in  my  original  dedign^^ 
^^^B  which  was  brought  but  too  distinctly  to  light  by  this  repeated  anOl 
^^^BL^eqiient  rectu'rence  to  it. 
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I  discovered  that  my  undertaking  was  too  austere,  and  my 
colours  too  dark  to  satisfy  the  popular  taste.  Three  copious 
volumes  of  grave  censure,  relieved  by  no  digressions  into  gayer  or 
more  animating  topics,  was,  I  found,  more  than  mortal  monitor 
might  hazard,  and  more  than  offending  mortals  would  endure.  I 
reflected,  though  not  till  too  late,  that  all  the  masters  of  the  objur- 
gatory art  had  been  accustomed  to  medicate  their  reproofs  with 
various  condiments  of  verse,  or  wit,  or  pleasantry,  or  pathos.  I 
now  remembered  that  the  satiiists  themselves  had  been  but  flatter- 
ers in  disguise,  by  indirectly  ascribing  to  those  whom  they  addressed, 
their  ow4  abhorrence  (genuine  or  assumed)  of  the  crimes  which 
they  denounced ;  that  even  Juvenal  supposes  the  moral  sentiment 
of  his  readers  to  be  virtuous  and  uncontaminated,  and  that  each  of 
them  probably  appropriated  the  fierce  invective  of  the  poet  to  his 
neighbour,  the  implied  compliment  to  himself.  It  now,  also, 
occurred  to  me,  that  some  honest  and  respectable  prejudices  might 
have  been  woimded  by  the  gloom  which  my  disquisitions  threw 
over  the  general  character  of  the  Christian  world;  and  that  many 
simple  hearts  might  have  thought  themselves  conducted,  under  my 
guidance,  to  the  brink  of  a  fearful  inference,  to  be  avoided  only  by 
the  desertion  of  their  guide.  Such  reflections  came  too  late  to 
obviate  the  fundamental  error  of  my  design,  but  soon  enough  to 
prevent  the  completion  of  it.  My  *  Morbid  Anatomy  of  Spurious 
Keligion '  remains  an  unfinished  fragment. 

I  was  disappointed,  but  not  discouraged.  •  The  impulse  which 
urged  me  to  participate  in  the  great  debates  of  my  age  and  coun- 
try, was  too  powerful  to  be  thwarted  or  restrained.  My  faith  in 
myself,  in  the  truths  I  sought  to  inculcate,  and  in  the  support  from 
on  high,  of  which  the  devoted  advocates  of  truth  are  assured,  never 
failed  me ;  and  I  contemplated  from  my  retreat,  with  unabated 
interest,  the  great  intellectual  movements  of  the  world  from 
which  I  had  withdrawn.  They  separated,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
into  two  currents,  moving  in  opposite  directions,  and  with  conflict- 
ing purposes. 

The  tendency  of  the  first  was  to  degrade  man's  noblest  works 
and  faculties  into  toys  for  the  pastime  of  a  luxurious  generation — 
to  convert  poetry  into  a  mere  vehicle  for  novels  in  rhyme  — 
history  into  a  quarry  for  romance  —  the  drama  into  an  apology  for 
scene-painters,  songsters,  and  buffoons  —  philosophy  into  an  em- 
bellishment of  periodical  garrulities  —  and  theology  itself  into  the 
art  of  rescuing  certain  sabbatical  hours  from  dulness,  or  from  sleep. 
Tlie  rival  stream  took  its  rise  from  Castalian  foimtains.  To 
Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge  and  William  Wordsworth  might  justly 
be  given  the  title  of  fathers  of  their  country,  because  in  their 
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minds  first  germinated  the  ideas  which  tletermined  the  character 
of  no  iusignificant  pai-t  of  the  uation  to  which  they  belonged. 
They  taught  some  two  or  three  of  their  disoiples  to  think.  They 
taught  to  a  vast  multitude  the  use  of  a  phraseology  which  liaa  be- 
come an  admirable  counterfeit  and  suhatitute  for  thought  —a 
Btyle  in  which  the  colloquial  freedoms  of  the  stage  are  employed 
to  set  off  the  apophthegmatic  Bententiousness  of  Burke,  the  ebape- 
less  abstractions  of  the  Schlegels,  and  the  traditional  doctrines  and 
masims  of  the  Vatican.  In  this  motley  dialect,  men  of  large  pre- 
tensions to  learning  laid  claim  to  the  high  office  of  the  teachers 
and  benefactors  of  the  world;  while  they  con  tern  ptu9ualy  de- 
nounced the  effeminate  spirit  which,  liie  Cleopatra  dissolving  her 
pearls  in  her  goblet,  was  desecrating  all  art  and  human  knowledge 
into  the  recreation  of  an  idle  hour,  and  employing  divine  know- 
ledge to  feed  a  corrupt,  effete,  and  emasculate  rhetoric. 

All  my  sympathies  were  at  first  with  those  who  thus  contended 
against  the  debasement  of  learning  to  frivolous  and  imworthy 
ends;  even  though  they  themselves  were  sublimating  whatever 
they  knew  or  thought  into  a  gaseous  poetry.  But  the  passage 
proved  to  be  hut  short  from  these  exercises  of  the  imagination  to 
some  of  its  most  fatal  disorders.  The  theological  poets  and  the 
poetical  theologians  of  Osford,  were  continually  approaching  nearer 
to  a  communion  with  the  theatrical  ritual  of  Eome,  to  the  adora- 
tion of  her  demigods,  and  to  the  adoption  of  her  creeda.  From 
the  dark,  though  inspired  oracles  at  the  Lakes,  they  had  leomt  to 
tread  that  enchanted  ground  on  which  everything,  however  homely, 
becomes  significant  of  the  holiest  things.  From  this  poetical  wor- 
ship of  nature  in  her  humblest  forma,  they  had  advanced  towards 
the  actual  worship  of  the  superhuman  objects  which  those  forma 
seemed  to  them  to  symbolise.  A  soaring  enthusiasm  for  the  I 
tiful  had  proved  the  entrance  into  a  grovelling  superstition. 

My  spirit  was  stirred  within  me  as  I  watched  this  growing  d 
cline  from  the  faith  of  the  Reformers.     Nonconformist  as  I  \ 
the  Church  of  England  was  scarcely  more  dear  to  the  niost  zealon 
of  her  sons  than  to  me.     Keen  as  was  my  perception  of  her  erroi 
I  regarded  her  not  only  as  the  indispensable  support,  hut  t 
indispensable  head,  of  the  great  Protestant  league  of  Christendi 
—  as  the  one  body  possessing  the  cohesion,  the  stability,  the  let 
ing,  the  temporal   power,  and  the   long  tradition   of  illustriun 
names  which  could  l>e  opposed  to  the  similar  pretensions  of  t 
great  Roman  confederacy,     I  hethougiit  me,  that  in  her  defei 
might  myself  go  forth  to  the  combat  with  the  Goliaths  of  Oxford,  i 
the  greater  advantage,  because  witKout  tlie  inciunbrance  of  co|M 
or  gown  or  surpUce.     I  was  beyond  the  reach  of  those  ai^uR] 
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ad  homvaeSy  by  which  such  as  wore  them  were  but  too  successfully 
assailed.  .Acknowledging  no  canon  but  that  of  Scripture,  nor  any 
creeds  but  such  as  could  be  deduced  from  that  source,  nor  any 
saint  whose  apotheosis  is  not  there  recorded,  I  was  free  to  reject  all 
appeals  to  ancient  Christianity  and  to  modem  liturgies,  and  to 
esteem  as  a  liar,  every  man  whose  teaching  was  opposed  to  the 
truth  of  Grod. 

Notwithstanding  my  antipathy  to  periodical  literature,  the  tac- 
tics of  the  enemy  and  the  habits  of  the  times  compelled  me  to 
adopt  that  mode  of  publication.  Thus  I  became  the  author  of  a 
series  of  Tracts,  which  opened  with  a  lecture  to  the  Ultra-Protes- 
tants, who,  in  their  zeal  for  *  the  Bible  only,'  repudiate  the  autho- 
rity of  the  Primitive  Church,  even  as  to  matters  of  fact  which 
passed  imder  their  eyes,  and  even  as  to  the  meaning  of  words  which 
were  vernacular  in  their  mouths.  I  next  proceeded  to  show  that 
superstition,  priestcraft,  and  theosophy,  had,  like  deadly  creepers, 
stunted  the  early  growth,  and  poisoned  the  first  fruits  of  that  tree 
which,  springing  as  from  a  grain  of  mustard  seed,  was  destined  to  cast 
forth  her  branches  to  the  ends  of  the  earth  —  that  the  Mariolatry 
of  TertuUian  had  been  quite  as  extravagant  as  that  of  Bernard,  — 
that  the  virgins  of  the  age  of  Cyprian  had  rivalled,  in  licentious- 
ness, the  nuns  of  the  age  of  Dominic,  —  that  the  Doctors  of  the 
first  four  centuries  had  substituted  a  Gnostic  Deity  at  war  with 
matter,  for  the  Deity  of  the  Gospels  at  war  only  with  sin,  —  that 
Chrysostom,  Basil,  and  the  two  Gregories,  in  the  East,  and  Am- 
brose in  the  West,  had  either  excluded,  from  their  teaching  and 
from  their  creeds,  the  first  great  principle  of  the  Gospel,  or  had 
exhibited  it  in  an  order  and  position  the  very  reverse  of  that  which 
is  assigned  to  it  by  the  inspired  writers,  —  that  virginity,  fasting, 
and  almsgiving  had  been  placed  by  patristic  divinity,  on  the  thrones 
erected  by  Paul  to  Faith,  and  Hope,  and  Charity,  —  that  with  no 
difference  but  that  of  names,  the  same  daemons  were  worshipped  in 
the  Pagan  and  in  the  Christian  temples  of  the  foiulh  century, — that 
many  of  the  most  illustrious  among  the  anchorites  of  the  East,  and 
the  Coelibates  of  the  West,  had  better  merited  cells  in  some  House 
of  Correction,  than  niches  in  the  gallery  of  ecclesiastical  heroes,  — 
that  the  greatest  Saints  and  Doctors  of  that  age  had  sanctioned 
pious  frauds,  which,  in  our  own  times,  would  have  conducted  their 
authors  to  the  treadmill,  —  that  Ambrose  had  been  an  impostor, 
Chrysostom  the  promoter  of  a  cheat,  and  Augustin  a  teacher  of 
what  he  must  have  known  to  be  false,  —  that  Popery  had  been  a 
reformation  of  ancient  Christianity,  —  that  the  theology  of  JVIa- 
hommed  and  his  caliphs  had  been  superior  to  that  which  they 
overthrew  at  Antioch  and  Alexandria^  —  and  that  Attila  was  an 
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avenger  of  crimes  rivalling  thoae  of  the  Egyptian  mysteries, 
next  advanced  to  tlie  proof  of  the  Proteatantiem  of  tlie  Anglia 
Church,  and  showed  how  in  her  liturgies,  her  articles,  and  her  ho- 
milies, she  had  raised  her  voice  against  the  errors  and  coiTuptiooa(4 
not  of  Rome  merely,  but  of  the  Churches  which  twice  sent  their 
hishops  to  hold  a  general  synod  at  Nica?a  ;  and,  warming  with  my 
own  movement,  I  closed  my  assault  on  the  religion  of  the  third 
and  fourth  centuries,  by  an  unsparing  exposure  of  the  inconsisten- 
cies and  the  blunders  committed  by  Ridley,  and  Jewell,  and 
Bucer,  in  their  awkward  attempts  to  shelter  their  allegiance  to  the 
Apostles  by  an  appeal,  alike  unsuccessful  and  unfair,  to  the  autho- 
rity of  the  Fathers. 

Of  all  the  labours  of  my  literary  life,  this  was  the  most  arduous  • 
and  the  most  immediately  effective ;  as  it  was  certainty  not  the 
least  popular.     But  a  writ«r  will  seldom  be  left  by  his  critics  in 
ignorance  of  such  of  his  faults  as  lie  on  the  surface.    I  was  charged 
with  some  few  oversights  in  my  translations  from  my  Greek  ori- 
ginals ;  and  admonished  that  I  had  failed  in  the  reverence  due  to 
names  bad  in  honour  by  fifty  generations ;  and  warned,  that  truth 
would  admit,  and  that  justice  required,  some  mitigation  of  my  cen-  , 
sures  on  the  morals  of  their  contemporaries.     Censors  of  another  J 
class  distinguished  between  the  style  of  my  successive  numbei^  J 
condemning  the  earlier  as  turgid  and  diffuse,  and  ascribing  onlyl 
to  the  latter  the  freedom  and  vivacity  requisite  in  controversial 'I 
writing.      They  imputed   to  me  a   disregard  of  method  and  of  ■ 
logical  sequence  in  the  evolution  of  my  argument;  and  taunt«dl 
me  with  having  paid  the  penalty  of  the  periodical  literature  I  hadJ 
so  warmly  condemned,  by  myself  sacrificing  to  immediate  eEFec^l 
materials  and  researches  which,  with  greater  leisure,  and  in  a  mores 
tranquil  mood,  I  might  have  wrought  (so  they  were  pleased  to  add)  1 
into  a  comprehensive  and  enduring  commentary  on  the  works,  the 
doctrines,  and  the  lives  of  the  Fathers  of  the  first  five  centuries. 

"Wliatever  may  have  been  the  fairness  of  these  strictures  on  my  m 
'  Ancient  Christianity,'  it  was  honoured  by  one  result  more  than  J 
BuflScient  to  countervail  them  all.  The  great  leader  of  the  hostile  1 
forces  undertook  to  refute  my  accusations  against  Ambrose,  and  for  J 
that  purpose  republished  some  chapters  of  the  '  Ecclesiastical  His 
tory  of  Fleury,'  preceded  by  an  '  Essay  on  Miracles'  from  his  ownl 
pen.  To  vindicate  the  honesty  and  the  prodigies  of  the  Saints,  htti 
was  iain  to  rely  on  the  alleged  antecedent  probability  that  soma] 
such  marvels  as  those  ascribed  to  Ambrose  would  be  performed  byj 
some  such  person,  at  some  such  time,  and  in  some  such  manneT,T 
and  was  driven  to  assert  that  the  vast  majority  of  the  mighty  works 
recorded  in  the  Old  Testament  and  the  New,  must  stand  or  fall  on 
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the  same  narrow  basis.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  was  iable  to 
enter  into  the  exultation  with  which  Samuel  Johnson  had  ex- 
claimed, *  Sir,  I  reduced  him  to  whistle.'  After  a  brief  interval, 
the  same  antagonist  bore  a  yet  more  conclusive  testimony  to  the 
truths  I  had  inculcated.  In  his  new  character  of  a  Eoman  Catholic 
he  inculcated  them  himself  I  He  published  an  octavo  volume  to 
verify  all  I  had  said  of  the  wide  interval  between  the  patristic  and 
the  apostolic  doctrine,  and  attempted  to  deduce  from  the  dogmas 
of  Eome  a  solution  of  the  problem  I  had  proposed,  of  finding  a 
law  by  which  developments  of  primitive  truths  into  new  forms 
might  be  distinguished  from  each  other  as  genuine  and  as  false. 
A  treacherous  ally,  thus  converted  into  an  avowed  enemy,  ceased 
to  be  formidable.  I  gladly  laid  down  my  controversial  pen,  and 
turned  aside,  from  the  exhausted  debates  with  the  Church  of  Bome, 
to  pursuits  far  better  suited  to  my  temper,  and  more  grateful  to 
my  taste. 

By  the  benignity  of  a  kind  Providence  I  lived  like  the  patriarchs 
of  old,  surrounded  by  the  young,  and  especially  by  my  own  off- 
spring. Alas  I  for  the  Doctors  placed  by  irrevocable  vows  beyond 
the  reach  of  those  fountains  of  love  and  of  wisdom.  My  pupils  and 
my  children  were  my  habitual  study,  as  well  as  the  daily  joy  and 
interest  of  my  existence.  For  their  instruction  or  delight^  I  threw 
off  numberless  pages  in  print  or  manuscript,  for  which,  beyond 
that  gay  circle,  I  sought  neither  eulogist  nor  reader ;  though,  for 
the  benefit  of  other  schools  and  nurseries,  I  ultimately  published 
one  of  them  —  *  An  English  Version  of  Herodotus,'  with  such  omis- 
sions only  as  are  needed  to  make  his  reception  in  a  Christian  house- 
hold as  decorous  as  it  must  ever  be  cordial.  Thus  my  second 
childhood  was  separated  by  no  long  interval  from  my  first;  for 
there  I  was,  the  eldest,  the  gravest,  and  the  least  agile,  indeed,  of 
the  jocund  group,  but  hardly  less  captivated  than  they  were  by  the 
lessons  and  the  frolic  of  the  passing  hour.  And  when  my  little 
ones  were  hushed  into  repose,  the  incidents  of  their  bright  and 
busy  lives  would  adjust  themselves  in  my  mind  in  the  form  of  a 
connected  narrative,  compared  with  which  I  found  the  delightful 
tales  of  the  great  Father  of  History  himself  uninteresting.  *  Feed 
my  lambs,'  was  nearly  the  latest  injunction  which  fell  from  the 
lips  of  Him  of  whom  the  whole  family  both  in  heaven  and  earth 
is  named.  If  obedience  to  his  more  arduous  precepts,  in  the  spirit 
of  a  stem  self-denial,  is  never  unrewarded,  even  in  this  life,  by 
peace  and  joy,  how  exuberant  the  springs  of  happiness  opened  to 
those  on  whom  is  laid  a  law,  to  which  the  first  and  deepest  instincts 
of  their  nature  are  continually  responsive  I 

With  me,  by  this  time,  to  m^itate  was  to  write.     If  I  could 
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have  so  far  yielded  to  the  levities  of  the  Jay,  or  to  its  coarsene^| 
as  to  have  laid  bare  the  recesisea  of  my  bomi;  to  the  public  guiV'  I 
there  we.'e  before  me  raateriala  for  a  domestic  novel,  to  which  « 
touch  far  inferior  to  that  of  liouaseau,  might  have  imparted  an  in- 
terest far  superior  to  that  of  his  Emilius.  But  I  could  just  as  so<m 
have  delivered  over  my  body  as  an  anatomie  vti'aiU^  to  the  mir- 
geons  for  dissection.  Heversing  the  ordinary  method  of  conveying 
moral  precepts  under  the  veil  of  narrative,  I  told  my  tale  in  the 
form  of  precepts,  leaving  my  readers  to  resolve  as  they  might,  the 
admonitions  I  laid  before  them  into  the  very  scenes  which,  as  I 
wrote,  were  lying  before  myself -^  the  quiet  English  country  lioua;^ 
the  affectionate  and  not  unlearned  parents,  the  group  of  bovs  and 
girls,  gay,  docile,  and  intelligent,  each  exhibiting  some  well-dis- 
criminated mental  powers,  to  the  slow  though  complete  develop- 
ment of  which,  the  pursuits  of  each  were  steadily  and  patiently 
directed. 

My  book  on  '  Home  Education,'  was  received  rather  with  c 
lity  hy  the  few  than  with  applause  from  the  many.  My  self-o 
stituted  judges  were  resolved  to  beUeve  that  I  had  been  surveyifl 
not  the  very  England  in  which  we  live,  hut  the  Utttpia  in  wbi^ 
Sir  Thomas  More  once  sojourned.  Admitting  that,  beneath  1 
tranquil  shelter  of  such  a  house  as  I  had  unconsciously  sketcboji 
many  a  youth  and  many  a  maid  might  have  been  trained  to  adol 
the  land  which  gave  them  birth,  they  refused  to  admit  the  < 
ence  of  such  another  abode  north  or  south  of  Trent,  except  on  I 
authority  of  a  report  to  be  first  made  to  that  effect  by  a  comm 
of  married  men  of  six  years'  standing,  at  the  least.  What  y 
managing  constituentB  and  turnpike  truete,  writing  sermonB  i 
prescriptions,  meeting  the  honnds  to-day  and  the  Quarter  ! 
to-morrow,  an  English  country  gentleman,  whether  clerical  op  laj 
who  should  undertake  the  late  development  of  the  'ideality,' 
the  '  conceptive  faculty,'  and  the  '  sense  of  analogy  '  of  his  chUdi 
though  he  should  address  himself  to  the  'intuitive  faculties '  aloni 
and  those  '  gently  stimulated  by  pleasurable  emotions,'  would,  infl 
myriad  of  cases  to  one  (anch  were  the  assertions  and  such  the  sliffln 
ing  quotations  of  my  ci-itics),  end  in  something  very  different  fro"' 
the  promised  result  of  '  putting  their  minds  into  a  coDditi<Hi  i 
intellectual  opulence.'  Here  and  there  (they  added)  may,  perhi., 
be  found  such  an  Eden  as  the  author  of  'Home  Education'  has  i 
habited  and  described ;  where,  exempt  from  the  cares  of  earth,  i 
in  habitual  communion  with  the  Father  of  Lights,  parents  t 
their  offspring  'to  apprehend  trutJi,  to  impart  truth,  and  todiscovi 
trutli.'  But  lovely  as  the  scene  raiglit  be,  and  profound  as  v  _  . 
paternal  love  with  which  it  was  drawn  (I  am  still  ([uotiDS  i 


THE  HISTORIAN   OP  ENTHUSIASM.  605 

censors),  the  Belvidere  Apollo  did  not  contrast  more  forcibly  with 
an  honest  sportsman  of  our  times,  nor  was  the  Godfrey  of  Tasso 
more  unlike  an  ofl&cer  of  her  Majesty's  Life  Guards,  than  did  the 
rural  philosopher,  who  had  indited  my  book,  differ  from  the  ten 
thousand  respectable  English  gentlemen  over  whose  country  man- 
sions fertile  vines  have  crept,  and  whose  tables  are  thickly  set  with 
olive  branches. 

Such  is  criticism  !  I  have  reflected  much ;  I  have  written  much ; 
and  much  have  I  been  taken  to  task  for  my  writings.  But  a  critic, 
in  the  current  acceptation  of  that  much  abused  term,  I  have  never 
been.  Nor,  if  I  have  an  enemy,  do  I  wish  for  him  any  heavier 
doom  than  that  he  should  be  inroUed  and  serve  among  that  super- 
cilious brotherhood,  until  he  shall  have  learnt  justly  to  appreciate 
his  own  position,  and  his  own  real  importance,  in  the  world  of 
letters. 

I  gradually  became  review-proof ;  and,  with  very  little  concern 
for  what  the  month  or  the  quarter  might  bring  forth  in  that  way, 
I  gave  myself  up  to  a  series  of  contemplations  on  topics  which  had 
caught  without  arresting  my  notice,  while  I  was  engaged  on  my 
historical  surveys,  and  in  my  polemical  inquiries.  Under  the  enig- 
matical title  of  ^  Saturday  Evening,'  I  sketched,  in  a  series  of  essays, 
the  hopes  and  prospects  of  the  Christian  Church,  her  lapse  from 
original  purity,  the  fellowship  of  her  members  with  each  other,  and 
their  isolation  as  individuals,  the  limits  of  revealed  knowledge,  the 
dissolution  of  our  nature,  and  its  perpetuity,  and  the  modes  of  our 
future  existence.  It  was  not  in  my  nature  to  acquiesce  tamely  in 
any  of  the  dogmatic  systems  of  theology,  definite  as  they  were,  and, 
therefore,  cold,  sterile,  and  earth-bom.  I  aspired  to  reach  that 
upper  region  which  the  pure  light  visits,  and  from  which  alone  it 
is  reflected  in  all  its  purity.  I  dared  to  propose  to  myself  problems 
of  which  Butler  might  have  surmised  the  solution ;  and  of  which 
Milton,  when  shut  out  from  the  sight  of  material  things,  might 
have  discerned  and  depicted  the  latent  glories.  I  attempted  to 
scale  eminences  in  the  presence  of  which  the  mightiest  become 
conscious  of  their  weakness,  and  the  boldest  imagination  is  taught 
the  penury  of  its  resources.  To  throw  some  conjectural,  unsteady, 
and  precarious  light  on  such  themes,  ultimately  became  the  limit 
of  my  ambition  and  of  my  hopes.  Yet  I  could  not  altogether  ab- 
stain from  the  endeavour  to  climb  heights  and  to  penetrate  depths 
undreamt  of  in  our  popular  theology,  and  I  applied  myself,  with 
whatever  success,  to  themes  which,  when  examined  with  reverence 
and  freedom  of  thought,  can  never  be  unfruitful ;  though  the  fruits 
may  often  be  unripe,  and,  to  the  great  majority,  distasteful. 

Wise  men  read  books  that  they  may  learn  to  read  themselves. 
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(ind  for  tliis  purpose  not  seldom  quit  their  libraries  for  the  t 
Tbe  heath,  the  forest,  or  the  river  side  is  the  true  academy, 
with  no  intrusive  neighbour  to  dissipate  his  thoughts,  and 
importunate  volume  to  chain  them  down,  the  student  casts 
into  such  forma  of  soliloquy  or  dialogue,  of  Terae  or  prose, 
suits  the  humour  of  the  passing  time.  This  peripatetic  dtsdi 
if)  best  observed  under  the  cover  of  an  angling  rod,  or  a  gun ; 
then  may  not  the  vicar  or  the  major,  without  an  evident  breacli 
privilege,  detain  you  on  the  county-rate  question ;  nor  can  the 
gentler  voice  of  wife  or  daughter  upbraid  you  with  the  sad  liat  of 
the  visits  you  have  received  and  n^lected  to  return.  Beside^ 
your  country  philosopher  ia  apt  to  flatter  himself  that-,  in  hooking 
a  trout,  or  flushing  a  pheasant,  Ji is  eye  is  as  true  and  his  hand  aa 
steady  as  those  of  the  squire ;  and  from  this  weakness  I  was  not 
altogether  esempt.  Emerging  from  my  library  as  one  resolved  to 
bring  home  some  score  head  of  game,  my  stout  purposes  would 
gradually  die  away,  as  I  reached  the  brook,  whose  windings  wer? 
oddly  associated  in  my  mind  with  theories  with  which  the  world 
was  one  day  to  be  enlightened,  and  with  half-conceived  sections  of 
essays  yet  to  be  written. 

There  is  a  great  want  of  a  treatise  on  the  choice,  the  uses,  and  tlie 
treatment  of  hobby-horses.  It  would  form  a  sort  of  connecting  Ijuk 
between  tbe  libraries  of  useful  and  of  entertaining  knowledge. 
Scarcely  a  man  (the  made-up  and  artificial  man  alone  excepted) 
who  could  not  be  laid  under  contribution  for  such  a  work.  I  could 
myself  furnish  a  whole  chapter.  VTien  it  was  not  field  day  with 
me,  and  I  had  no  exercises  in  divinity  to  perform,  I  descended  from 
the  great  horse  and  ambled  about,  to  my  heart's  content,  oa  A 
fttvoiuite  pad,  which,  however,  it  was  my  whim  to  dress  in  tie 
housings  of  my  tall  charger,  aud  to  train  to  the  same  paces.  In 
leisure  hours,  my  appointed  duty  was  to  extract  from  Chiirch 
History  its  pith  and  marrow ;  my  habitual  recreation  to  construct 
schemes  of  physiology.  I  emulated  the  zeal  with  which  '  my  Vt 
Toby'  threw  up  his  entrenchments,  and  Mr.  Shandy  his  the 
My  'Home  Education'  was  founded  on  a  diligent  survey  of  I 
formation  of  the  brain.  My  solitary  walks  gave  birth  to 
ill  which  was  exhibited  the  future  condition  of  man,  when  he  shall 
be  disencumbered  of  those  viscous  and  muscular  integuments  which, 
in  his  present  state,  serve  as  a  kind  of  sheath  to  protect  the  sentit-ut 
soul  within,  from  the  intensities  of  delight  or  pain  to  which,  with* 
out  such  a  shelter,  it  would  he  exposed.  Dwelling  liabitually  on 
those  scenes  beyond  the  confines  of  earth,  I  became  at  last  the  |m»- 
sessor  of  a  scheme,  complete  and  coherent  in  all  its  parts,  of  th«t 
glorious  futurity  to  which,  in  their  cravings  for  immortal  blisa,  oil 


TUB  HISTORIAN  OF  ENTHUSIASM.,  C07 

men  look  forward,  but  which  to  nearly  all  presents  itself  only  in  a 
dim,  shapeless,  and  unaUuring  outline. 

I  did  not,  however,  make  this  attempt  to  bm-st  through  the 
barriers  of  time  and  space,  without  first  tracing  the  steps  of  those 
who  had  preceded  me  in  this  daring  adventure.  First,  and  before 
all,  I  reverently  consulted  the  inspired  writers,  among  whose  pre- 
rogatives it  is  not  the  least  that^  into  whatever  region  of  thought 
they  pass,  sound  sense  is  still  the  attendant  minister  by  whose  aid 
they  invariably  ascend  a  region  far  beyond  the  morbid  dreams  of 
an  excited  fancy.  Of  such  dreams,  none  had  a  firmer  hold  on  the 
ancient  sages  of  Greece  and  Italy,  than  the  notion  that,  after  death, 
man  was  to  pass  into  a  state  of  pure  incorporeity,  *  the  naked 
ascending  to  the  naked,'  to  be  absorbed  into  the  great  mundane 
soul.  In  opposition  to  this  dogma,  the  New  Testament  places 
human  felicity,  on  either  side  of  the  grave,  in  the  union  of  sound 
mind  with  a  sound  body.  The  same  creed,  as  Irenaeus  and  Tertul- 
lian  testify,  was  held  by  their  immediate  successors.  Origen 
advanced  further,  and  taught  that  to  exist  wholly  detached  and 
separate  from  matter,  is  the  incommunicable  attribute  of  Deity  — 
that  the  *  spiritual  body'  of  St.  Paul  is  identical  with  the  *  luciform 
body'  of  Plato  —  and  that  any  created  and  subordinate  mind 
destitute  of  such  a  covering,  and  of  such  an  instrument,  must  be 
cut  ofiF  from  all  commerce  with  things  external,  and  degenerate  into 
a  mere  contemplative,  insulated,  and  inert  entity. 

With  these  earlier  fathers  of  the  Church,  I  found  the  lat^r  of 
that  venerable  order  in  unbroken  harmony.  In  their  copious 
inquiries  into  the  nature  of  good  and  bad  daemons,  they  assign, 
indeed,  to  the  angelic  host  the  nearest  possible  resemblance,  and  to 
the  evil  spirits  the  greatest  possible  dissimilarity,  to  the  *  defecated 
intelligences '  of  the  schoolmen ;  and  represent  the  first  as  impas- 
sive to  sensual  pleasures,  and  the  others  as  inhaling,  with  an  unholy 
relish,  the  savoury  fumes  of  the  heathen  sacrifices;  but  they 
exhibit  both,  whether  angels  or  devils,  as  still  clad  with  some 
material  integument^  though  it  be  subtilised  to  an  indefinite  and 
imponderable  tenuity.  From  the  same  erudite  doctors,  and  espe- 
cially fi-om  St.  Augustine,  I  learnt  what  is  the  manner  in  which 
the  spiritual  inhabitants  of  these  ethereal  vehicles  hold  intercourse 
with  each  other,  and  what  are  the  shapes  in  which  their  presence 
is  made  manifest  to  those  exquisite  organs  of  sensation  to  which 
alone  they  are  perceptible. 

After  thus  mastering  the  discoveries  of  the  patristic  voyagers 
into  the  regions  of  the  blessed,  I  turned  to  the  other  guides  across 
that  pathless  ocean.  One  contemptuous  glance  at  the  Koran,  and 
the  Paradise  it  reveals,  was  sufficient     I  paused  a  while  to  con- 
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templfitc  the  duik  Homeric  Hades  peopled  by  the  victims  of 
inexorable  fate  with  which  they  had  wrestled  so  bravely  on 
Over  the  Elysian  fields  of  Virgil  I  saw  satiety  reigning  in  e1 
and  undisputed  sway,  and  thought  that  the  great  poet  had 
an  advantageouH 'exchange,  when,  at  the  distance  of  thirteen 
turies,  he  took  up  his  abode  on  the  outskirts  of  the  luferuo,  and 
made  an  occasional  pilgrimage  through  its  gloomy  mansions.  The 
awful  magician  whom  he  conducted  to  those  abodes  of  woe,  Icet 
fas  it  seemed  to  me)  much  of  his  own.  inspiration  when,  consigned 
to  the  guidance  of  Beatrice,  he  traversed  the  seven  heavens  in  het 
company,  and  listened,  first  in  the  Sun,  and  then  in  the  Planet 
Jupiter,  to  the  lectures  of  St.  Thomas,  and  to  the  metaphysiod 
commenta  on  the  mystery  of  the  Divine  decrees,  delivered  by  die 
saints,  congregated  into  the  form  of  a  celestial  eagle. 

From  the  poets  I  passed  to  the  philosophers.  In  Cudworth  and 
Brucker,  I  found  a  perfect  analysis  and  interpretation  of  the  doc- 
trines of  the  schools,  both  ancient  and  modem,  respecting  the  statt, 
of  departed  spirits ;  but  the  latitii dinar iau  was  as  cold  as  the  cr^ 
he  professed,  and  the  commentator  as  dry  as  the  parchments  amou 
which  he  lived.  I  at  length  fell  in  with  two  volumes  of  far  ^e» 
pretensions  than  theii's,  in  which  the  poet-aepulchml  condition  M 
man  ts  delineated  with  an  eloquence,  a  tenderness,  and  a  warmth 
of  heart  worthy  of  such  a  theme.  One  of  them  was  the  treatlia 
of  Thomas  Burnett,  De  Statu  MorhwrUTn  et  ResuiyeiUiu/f- 
Burnett,  it  may  be  supposed,  best  knew  his  own  strength  and  weak- 
ness, and  therefore  judged  rightly  in  choosing  scientific  subjeota, 
and  in  discussing  them  in  a  dead  language ;  but  to  the  world  at 
large,  it  must  ever  remain  a  mystery  why  he  subjected  to  such 
fetters  a  mind  which,  aa  by  some  necessity  of  its  nature,  threw  t 
gorgeous  veil  of  impassioned  poetry  over  every  topic  which  ft 
touched.  My  other  conductor  across  the  abyss  which  separates  tlu 
living  from  the  dead,  was  Abraham  Tucker,  the  author  of  Ihe 
'  Light  of  Nature,'  a  man  unrivalled  in  the  power  of  illustratiitf 
the  obscure  by  the  familiar,  and  blest  with  a  mind  so  habituallT 
gay,  benevolent,  and  serene,  that  every  jiage  he  has  written  is  u 
undesigned  and  captivating  reflection  of  his  own  happy  tompen- 
ment.  1  gladly  soiired  away  with  him,  in  one  of  his  atomic  veliicl*^ 
to  that  boundle.ss  ejipanse  in  which  he  met  the  departed  worthies  nf 
this  world,  shooting  so  pleasantly  from  star  to  star,  converauf 
without  the  clog  of  words,  putting  forth  at  their  will,  organs  '  ' "  ' 
which  to  feel  or  to  perceive  all  exterior  objects,  or  retiring  for  m 
tation  into  a  solitude  which,  when  those  organs  were  retracted, 
utterly  impregnable  by  any  invader  from  without. 

At  the  close  of  a  winter's  evening  which  had  been  passed  in  i 
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company,  and  with  such  books,  I  drew  my  chair  to  my  fire-side, 
and  yielded  myself  passively  to  the  incm-sion  of  the  trains  of 
thought  to  which  my  employment  had  given  birth.  At  first  they 
sustained  themselves  (like  creepers  hanging  on  a  trellis-work)  by 
the  whimsical  relations  which  they  spontaneously  formed  with  the 
dancing  flames  before  me,  and  with  the  dark  rocks,  the  illuminated 
caves,  and  the  glowing  pinnacles  on  which  I  was  gazing.  In  the 
microcosm  which  blazed  on  my  hearth,  it  was  given  to  me  to  dis- 
cover the  present  abodes  of  the  former  generations  of  mankind, 
and  to  watch  them  as  they  discharged  the  various  oflBces  which  are 
there  reserved  for  the  departed.  But,  ere  long,  I  ceased  to  see 
those  mimic  mountains  of  man's  future  dwelling-place,  and  to  ex- 
plore the  interminable  vistas  of  light  and  shade  by  which  they 
were  perforated,  or  to  hear  the  flapping  of  the  fiery  pennons  which 
rose  above  their  summits ;  for,  while  I  was  thus  ruminating  on  the 
occupations  of  tliose  who  had  passed  through  the  gates  of  death, 
sleep  had  closed  her  portals  on  myself. 

The  time  (so  it  seemed  to  me)  had  arrived  at  which  I  was  to  join 
the  solemn  troops  and  bright  societies  who  people  the  eternal  world. 
One  universal  bewilderment  of  thought,  one  passing  agony,  and  all 
was  still.     I  had  emerged  from  the  confines  of  life,  and  yet  I  lived. 
Time,  place,  and  sensation  were  extinct.     Memory  had  lost  her 
office,  and  the  activity  of  my  reasoning  powers  was  suspended. 
Apart  from  every  other  being,  and  entombed  in  the  solitude  of  my 
own  nature,  all  my  faculties  were  absorbed  and  concentrated  in  one 
intense  perception  of  self-consciousness.     Before  me  lay  expanded, 
as  in  a  vast  panorama,  the  entire  course  of  my  mortal  life.     I  was 
at  once  the  actor  and  the  spectator  of  the  whole  eventful  scene ; 
every  thought  as  distinct,  every  word  as  articulate,  and  every  in- 
cident as  fresh  as  at  tlie  moment  of  their  birth.     The  enigmas  of 
my  existence  were  solved.     That  material  and  intellectual  mecha- 
nism of  which,  for  threescore  years  and  ten,  I  had  been  the  subject, 
was  laid  bare,  with  all  the  mutual  dependencies  of  the  countless 
events,  great  and  trivial,  of  my  sublunary  days.  Grasping,  at  length, 
the  threads  of  that  vast  labyrinth,  I  perceived  that  they  had  all 
l»een  woven  by  the  same  Divine  Artificer.    At  each  step  of  the  way 
by  which  I  had  come,  I  now  traced  the  intervention  of  an  ever- 
watchful  Providence.    Complicated  and  perplexing  as  the  condition 
of  human  life  had  formerly  appeared  to  me,  I  at  length  discovered 
the  great  ultimate  object  to  which  each  movement  of  that  intricate 
apparatus  had  been  designed  to  minister.     I  saw  that  the  whole 
had  been  one  harmonious  and  comprehensive  scheme  for  piu-ifying 
the  affections  of  my  nature,  and  invigorating  them  for  nobler  and 
more  arduous  exercises.    I  had  gone  down  to  Hades,  and  Deity  was 
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there.     On  earth  His  existence  had  been  demoQBtratod   by  reasai^H 
ing.     Here  it  was  felt  by  a  consciousness  intuitive  and  irresistibli^| 
A  prisoner  in  the  flesh,  I  had  been  wont  to  adore  the  majesty  an 
the  Creator-     A  disembodied  spirit,  I  was  awake  to  the  convictioafl 
that  He  existe  as  the  perennial  source  of  happiness,  which,  coocMfJ 
trated  in  His  own  nature,  ia  thence  diffused  throughout  the  univentn 
although  in  degrees  immeasurably  distant  from  each  other,  and  as^ 
cording  to  laws  unsearchable  by  any  finite  understanding.     Thw  ' 
imbibing  knowledge  of  myself  and  of  Deity,  and  alive  only  to  the 
emotions  inspired  by  this  ever-present  spectacle,  I  becanue  the  pas- 
sive recipient  of  influences  instinct  with  a  delight  so  tranquil,  and 
with  a  peace  so  unbroken,  that  weariness,  satiety,  and  the  desire 
for  change  appeared  to  have  departed  from  me  for  ever. 

Change,  however,  awaited  me.  So  slight  and  imperfect  was  the 
alliance  between  my  disembodied  spirit  and  the  world  of  matter, 
that,  destitute  of  all  sensation,  I  had  lost  all  measure  of  tiiae,  and 
knew  not  whether  ages  had  revolved,  or  but  a  moment  had  passed 
away  during  my  isolated  state  of  being.  Heir  to  ten  thousand 
infirmities,  the  body  I  had  tenanted  on  earth  had  returned  to  the 
dust,  there  to  be  dissolved  and  recompounded  into  other  forms 
and  new  substances.  Yet  the  seminal  principle  of  that  morbil 
frame  had  adhered  to  me;  and  at  the  appointed  season  there 
brooded  over  it  from  on  high  a  reproductive  and  plastic  influence. 
Fearfully  and  wonderfully  as  I  had  been  made  when  a  denizen  of 
the  world,  the  chemical  affinities,  and  the  complex  organisation  of 
my  animal  structure,  had  borne  the  impress  of  decay,  of  a  trao!^ 
sory  state,  and  of  powers  restricted  in  their  free  exercise.  Paaqng 
all  comprehension  as  had  been  the  wisdom  with  which  it  WM 
adapted  to  the  purposes  of  my  sublunary  being,  those  purposes  baii 
been  ephemeral,  and  circumscribed  within  precincts  which  no* 
seemed  to  me  scarcely  wider  than  those  within  which  the  emmet 
plies  her  daily  task.  In  the  career  which  was  now  opening  to 
me,  I  required  a  far  different  instrumentality  to  give  scope  to  my 
new  faculties,  and  to  accomplish  the  ends  to  which  I  had  learctj 
to  aspire.  Emancipated  from  the  petty  cares  and  the  mean  pur- 
suits in  which,  during  the  period  of  my  humanity,  1  bad  been  im- 
mersed, I  now  inhabited  and  informed  a  spiritual  body,  not  dis- 
similar in  outward  semblance  to  that  which  I  had  bequeathed  to 
the  worms,  but  uniform  in  its  texture,  homogeneous  in  every  part, 
and  drawn  from  elements  which  were  blended  together  into  ouo 
simple,  pure,  and  uncompoimded  wliole.  Into  such  perfect  unison 
had  my  mental  and  my  corporeal  nature  been  drawn,  that  it  was 
not  without  difficulty  I  admitted  the  belief  that  I  was  once  aguiii 
clothed  with  a  material  integument.     Experience  was  soon  t"j  con- 
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vince   me  that  such  an  association  was  indispensable  to  the  use 
and  to  the  enlargement  of  my  intellectual  and  moral  powers. 

Emerging  from  the  region  of  separate  spirits  into  my  next  scene 
of  activity  and  social  intercourse,  I  found  myself  an  inhabitant  of 
the  great  luminary,  around  which  Mercury  and  his  more  distant 
satellites  eternally  revolve.  In  all  their  immitigated  radiance 
were  floating  around  me  those  effulgent  beams  of  light  and  heat 
which  so  faintly  visit  the  obscure  and  distant  planets.  Ever- 
lasting day,  the  intense  glories  of  an  endless  summer-noon,  rested 
on  the  numbers  without  number  of  intelligent  and  sentient  crea- 
tures who  shared  with  me  my  new  abode.  Incorruptible,  exempt 
from  lassitude,  and  undesirous  of  repose,  they  imbibed  energy  from 
rays  which,  in  th6  twinkling  of  an  eye,  would  have  dissipated  into 
thin  vapour  the  world  and  all  that  it  inherits.  On  that  opaque 
globe,  the  principles  which  sustain,  and  those  which  destroy  life 
had  been  engaged  within  me  in  a  constant  but  unequal  conflict. 
The  quickening  spirit  on  earth,  though  continually  recruited  by 
rest  and  sleep,  had  at  length  yielded  to  the  still-recurring  assaults 
of  her  more  potent  adversaries.  Here  the  vital  powers  had  no  foes 
to  encounter,  and  demanded  no  respite  from  their  ceaseless  occu- 
pation. In  the  world  below,  from  man  the  universal  sovereign, 
to  the  animalculae  who  people  a  drop  of  turbid  water,  I  had  seen  all 
animated  things  sustaining  themselves  by  the  mutual  extermination 
of  each  other.  In  the  solar  sphere  I  found  all  pursuing  their  ap- 
pointed course  of  duty  or  enjoyment,  in  immortal  youth  and  unde- 
caying  vigour.  Death  had  found  no  entrance ;  life  demanded  no 
renewal. 

I  am  anticipating  the  results  of  the  observations  which  I  gradually 
learned  to  make  of  the  difference  between  solar  and  planetary 
existence ;  for  on  my  first  entrance  into  this  untried  state  of  being, 
my  thoughts  were  long  riveted  to  the  change  which  I  had  myself 
undergone.  While  incarcerated  in  my  tenement  of  clay,  I  had 
given  law  to  my  nerves,  muscles,  and  tendons ;  but  they  had  in  turn 
imposed  restraints  on  me  against  which  it  had  been  vain  to  struggle* 
My  corporeal  mechanism  had  moved  in  prompt  obedience  to  each 
successive  mandate  of  my  mind ;  but  so  fragile  were  the  materials 
of  which  it  was  wrought,  that,  yielding  to  inexorable  necessity,  my 
will  had  repressed  innumerable  desires  which,  if  matured  into  abso- 
lute volitions,  would  have  rent  asunder  that  frail  apparatus.  I  had 
relaxed  the  grasp,  and  abandoned  the  chase,  and  thrown  aside  the 
uplifted  weapon,  as  often  as  my  overstrained  limbs  admonished  me 
that  their  chords  would  give  way  beneath  any  increased  impetus. 
And  when  the  living  power  within  me  had  subjected  my  fibres  to 
the  highest  pressure  which  they  could  safely  endure,  the  arrange- 
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ment,  and  the  reljitive  position  of  ray  joiuts  and  rouHclea,  Lad 
impeded  all  my  movements,  except  in  eorae  circumscribed  and 
unalterable  directions.  But  my  epirituai  body,  incapikble  of  waat« 
or  of  fracture,  and  reaponsive  at  every  point  to  the  itniiact  of  the 
indwelling  mind,  advanced,  receded,  rose  or  fell,  iti  proini>t  obedientv 
to  each  new  volition,  with  a  rapidity  unimpeded,  though  not  unh- 
raiterl,  by  the  gravitating  influence  of  the  mighty  orb  over  the  sur- 
face of  which  I  passed.  At  one  time  I  soared  as  with  the  wingx  n{ 
eagles,  and  at  another  plunged  into  the  abysses  of  the  deep.  My 
apiritual  body,  the  docile  and  indestructible  instrument  of  my  will, 
coiUd  outstrip  the  flight  of  the  swiftest  arrow,  or  rend  the  knotted 
oak,  or  shiver  the  primeval  rocks  -,  and  then,  contracting  its  eSorts, 
could  weave  the  threads  of  tlie  gossamer  in  looms  too  subtle  and 
evanescent  for  the  touch  of  the  delicate  Ariel, 

"While  on  earth  I  had,  like  Milton,  bewailed  that  constitution  of 
my  frame  which,  admitting  the  knowledge  of  visible  objects  only  at 
one  entrance,  forbade  me  to  converse  with  them  except  through  the 
medium  of  a  single  nerve,  and  within  the  narrow  limits  of  the  retina. 
Had  the  poet's  wish  been  granted,  and  if,  departing  from   her  l-e- 
nignant  parsimony,  nature  had  exposed  his  sensoriuin  to  the  full 
influx  of  the  excitements  of  which  it  was  inherently  susceptihl 
that  insufferable  glare  would  either  have  annihilated  the  percipiei 
faculty,  or  would  have  quickened  it  to  agonies  unim.agined  e 
his  daiing  fancy.     Under  the  shelter  of  ray  earthly   tabomac 
which  at  once  admitted  and  mitigated  the  light,  I  had  in  my  n 
ta!  state  hoen  accustomed  to  point  my  telescope  to  the  heavens  j  i 
while  measuring  the  curve  described  round  their  common  centre  1| 
stars  which  to  the  unaided  eye  were  not  even  disunited,  I  1; 
how  infinitely  far  the  latent  capacities  of  my  soul  for  correspont 
with  the  aspect  of  the  exterior  world  transcended  such  po' 
coidd  be  developed  within  me  by  nature  or  by  art.     An  im 
I  quaffed  at  my  pleasure  the  streams  uf  knowledge  and  of  ol» 
tion  for  which  before  1  had  thus  panted  in  vain.     I  could  now  a 
and  investigate  at  large  the  whole  physical  creation.     At  my  v 
coidd  call  my  visual  powers  into  action  to  the  utmost  rango  of  tl 
Busceptibility ;  for  in  my  new  body  I  possessed  the  propertieB  i 
eveiy  different  lens  in  every  possible  variety  of  combination  - 
panding,  dissecting,  and  refracting  at  any  required  angle  the  b 
which,  radiating  from  the  various  substances  around  me, 
me  intelligence  of  the  forms,  the  colom-s,  and  the  movementa  I 
them  all,      Assisted  by  this  optical  incarnation,  I  could  survey  t 
luminary  on  which  I  dwelt,  the  globes  whose  orbits  were  coacetttr 
there,  and,  though   lees  distinctly,  the  other  solar  spheres  wtii 
glowed  in  the  firmament  above  me.     Not  more  clearly  had  I  t 
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phered  during  my  sojourn  on  earth  the  shapes  and  hues  of  the 
various  beings  by  which  it  is  replenished,  than  I  now  discerned  the 
aspect  and  the  movements  of  the  countless  species,  animate  and  in- 
animate, with  which  the  prodigal  munificence  of  creative  will  has 
peopled  the  various  planetary  regions. 

Nor  was  it  through  the  intervention  of  light  merely,  that  my 
new  corporeity  brought  me  into  communication  with  the  works  of 
the  Divine  Architect.  It  attracted  and  combined  for  my  study  or 
my  delight,  all  the  vibratory  movements,  and  all  the  gustatory  and 
pungent  emanations,  by  which  the  sense  is  aroused  and  gratified. 
Celestial  harmony  floated  around  me,  and  I  breathed  odours  such 
as  exhaled  from  Eden  in  the  fresh  dawn  of  the  world's  nativity. 
In  that  world,  chained  down  by  the  coarse  elements  of  flesh  and 
blood,  I  had  caught  some  transient  glimpses  of  exterior  things, 
through  the  five  portals  which  opened — shall  I  say  into  my 
fortress,  or  my  prison  house?  From  the  glorious  mansion  which 
my  soul  now  inhabited,  pervious  to  myself  at  every  point,  though 
secure  from  every  hostile  or  unwelcome  aggression,  I  surveyed 
the  things  around  me  in  aspects  till  now  unimagined.  I  did  not 
merely  see  and  hear,  taste,  smell,  and  feel,  but  I  exercised  senses 
for  which  the  languages  of  earth  have  no  names,  and  received 
intimations  of  properties  and  conditions  of  matter  unutterable  in 
human  discourse.  Employing  this  instrument  of  universal  sensa- 
tion, the  inner  forms  of  nature  presented  themselves  before  me  as 
vividly  as  her  exterior  types.  Thus  entering  her  secret  laboratories, 
I  was  present  at  the  composition  and  the  blending  together  ol 
those  plastic  energies  of  which  mundane  philosophy  is  content  to 
register  some  few  of  the  superficial  results.  Each  new  disclosure 
aftbrded  me  a  wider  and  still  lengthening  measure  of  that  un- 
fathomable wisdom  and  power,  with  the  more  sublime  emanations 
of  which  I  was  thus  becoming  conversant.  Yet  such  was  the 
flexibility  of  my  spiritualised  organs,  that  at  my  bidding  they 
could  absolutely  exclude  every  influence  from  without,  leaving  me 
to  enjoy  the  luxuries  of  meditation  in  profound  and  unassailable 
solitude. 

While  thus  I  passed  along  the  solar  regions,  and  made  endless 
accessions  of  knowledge,  I  was  at  first  alarmed  lest  my  mind  should 
have  been  crushed  beneath  the  weight  of  her  own  conquests,  and 
the  whole  should  be  merged  in  one  chaotic  assemblage  of  confused 
recollections.  From  this  danger  I  was  rescued  by  another  change 
in  my  animal  economy.  During  my  planetary  existence,  the 
structure  and  the  health  of  my  brain  had  exercised  a  despotic 
authority  over  my  intellectual  powers.  Then,  my  mind  laboured 
ineffectually  over  her  most  welcome  tasks,  if  accident  or  indigestion 
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relaxed,  distended,  or  compressed  my  cerebral  vessels.  Fw  tht 
time,  the  tools  with  which  she  wrought  were  deprived  of  ihtA 
brightuesa  and  their  edge.  At  such  sefisona  (and  tbey  wer 
frequent),  the  records  of  past  senaations,  and  of  the  thoiightf 
aatociated  with  them,  became  illegible  in  my  memory,  or  cotdd  hfl  ' 
read  there  only  in  disjointed  fragments  An  acid  on  his  stomacii 
would  have  rendered  vtun  the  boast  of  CEesar,  that  he  could  address 
each  of  his  legionaries  by  name.  Even  when  all  my  pulses  were 
beatiog  with  regularity  and  vigour,  the  beet  I  coiild  accomplish 
was  to  grope  backward  through  my  store  of  acoiunulated  know- 
ledge, holding  by  a  single  thread,  to  which  my  attention  was 
confined,  and  the  loss  of  which  defeated  all  my  efforts. 

How  different  the  tablets  on  which  my  observations  of  the  past 
were   recorded   in  my  spiritual   body!     Unconscious    of   fatigue^ 
incapable  of  decay,  and  undisturbed  by  any  of  those  innumerabla  J 
processes  essential  to  the  conservation  of  mortal  life,  it  enabled  b 
to  inscribe  in  indeUble  lines,  as  on  some  outstretched  map,  4 
successive  perception,  and  every  thought  to  which  it   had  giv( 
birth.     At  my  pleasure,  I  could  unroll  and  contemplate  the  enttlfl 
chart  of  my  past  being.     I  could  render  myself  as  absolutely  con- 
scious of  the  former,  as  of  the  present  operations  of  my  mind,  and 
at  one  retrospective   glance   could   trace   back   to  their    various 
fountains  all  the  tributary  streams  which  combined  to  swell  ths 
current  of  my  immediate  contemplations.     Gliding  over  the  various 
provinces  of  the  solar  world,  and  gathering  in  each  new  treasure 
of  information,  I  deposited  them  all  beyond  the  reach  of  the  great 
spoiler   Time,  in   this   ample  storehouse   of  a   plenary  memory*^ 
With  the  increase  of  my  intellectual  hoard,  my  cravings  for  t 
wealth  continually  augmented.     It  was  an  avarice  which  no  e 
could  satiate,  and  to  the  indulgence  of  which  imaginatioa  i 
could  assign  no  hmit. 

1  should,  however,  have  become  the  victim  of  my  own  avidi 
for  knowledge,  if  my  ideas  had  still  obeyed  those  laws  of  associadoi 
to  which,  in  my  telluric  state,  they  had  been  subject.  Then  it  li 
hoved  my  reason  to  exercise  a  severe  and  watchftJ  govemmei 
When  her  control  was  relaxed,  my  thoughts  would  break  loose  fro 
all  legitimate  restraint.  They  arranged  themselves  into  stJi 
groups  and  fantastic  combinations,  and  established  with  each  c 
such  alliances  as  whim,  caprice,  or  accident  suggested.  Theee  oncffi 
made  were  indissoluble.  They  asserted  their  power  but  too  often, 
in  resistance  to  the  sternest  mandates  of  my  judgment  and  my  will. 
But  in  times  of  debility,  of  disease,  or  of  sleep,  my  ideas  would 
combine  into  heterogeneous  masses,  seething  and  mingling  together, 
'  '^  the  ingredients  of  some  witch's  cauldron,  assembled  by  her  • 
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incantations  to  work  out  some  still  more  potent  spelL  Over  the 
whole  of  this  intoxicating  confusion  presided  Carnality,  in  all  her 
nervous,  cerebral,  vascular,  and  other  forms,  and  working  by  means 
of  all  her  digestive,  secretory,  and  assimilating  processes. 

Now,  no  longer  the  inmate  of  a  tremulous  and  sordid  tabernacle 
of  flesh,  but  inhabiting  a  shrine  pure  and  enduring  as  her  oym 
natm-e,  my  soul  was  rescued  from  this  ignoble  thraldom.  Accident, 
appetite,  lassitude,  the  heat  and  fiimes  of  my  animal  laboratory, 
had  ceased  to  disturb  the  supremacy  of  reason.  Instead  of  congre- 
gating as  an  undisciplined  host,  my  ideas,  as  in  some  stately  pro- 
cession, followed  each  the  other  in  meet  order  and  predetermined 
sequence, — their  march  unobstructed  by  any  suggestions  or  desires 
originating  in  my  sensuous  frame.  I  had  become,  not  the  pas- 
sive recipient  of  thought^  but  the  unquestioned  sovereign  of  my 
own  mental  operations.  The  material  organs,  by  the  aid  of 
which  I  now  wrought  them  out^  obeyed  a  law  like  that  on  which 
depend  the  involuntary  movements  of  the  heart  and  arteries,  un- 
attended by  any  conscious  eflbrt,  and  productive  of  no  fatigue. 
Every  increment  of  knowledge  spontaneously  assumed  in  my 
memory  its  proper  place  and  relative  position ;  and  the  whole  of 
my  intellectual  resources  fell  into  connected  chains  of  argument  or 
illustration,  which  I  could  traverse  at  pleasure  from  end  to  end,  still 
finding  the  mutual  dependence  and  adhesion  of  each  successive 
link  unbroken 

To  contemplate  any  truth  in  all  the  relations  in  which  it  stands 

to  every  other  truth,  is  to  possess  the  attribute  of  omniscience ;  but 

in  proportion  as  any  created  intelligence  can  combine  together 

her  ideas  in  their  various  species,  genera,  classes,  and  orders,  in  the 

same  degree  is  diminished  the  distance  from  the  Supreme  Mind, 

immeasurable  and  infinite  as  the  intervening  gulf  must  ever  remain. 

On  earth  I  had  been  compelled,  by  the  feebleness  of  my  cerebral 

and   nervous   economy,  to   render  my  studies  almost  exclusively 

analytical.     There,  I  had  toiled  to  disencumber  every  question  of 

whatever  might  obscure  the  view  of  the  isolated  point  proposed  as 

the  end  of  my  inquiries.     Morals  apart  from  physics,  are  disunited 

from  logic,  the  science  of  numbers  and  of  space  detached  from  the 

exercise  of  the  imaginative  power,  even  theology  itself  divorced  from 

tlie  devout  aspirations  to  which  it  tends,  had  each  in  turn  engaged 

my  earnest  pursuit.     But  to  ascend  those  heights  from  which  they 

could  be  contemplated  as  parts  of  one  harmonious  whole — to  seize 

and  to  blend  together  the  analogies  pervading  the  works  of  poets 

and  mathematicians,  of  naturalists  and  divines — this  was  an  attempt 

which  had  convinced  me  how  indissoluble  were  the  fetters  which 

riveted  my  soul  to  her  sluggish  associate.     Set  free  from  this  bond- 
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f^e,  and  supplied  with  an  inatriunent  of  seneatiun  which  kept  pacfi 
with  her  own  inherent  activity,  ahe  found  and  desired  no  repose. 
Solar  time  is  measured  hy  the  revolutions  of  the  plauetatj  orte, 
and  from  the  commencement  to  the  complftion  of  hia  career 
through  the  firmament^  Urauua  woidd  often  find  me  still  engaged 
in  some  unhroken  contemplation.  Durii^  that  interval  I  had  com- 
pleted some  vast  Bynthesis,  id  which  were  at  once  combined  and 
distinguished  all  the  various  aspects  under  which  some  province  of 
knowledge  had  disclosed  itself  to  my  view.  In  the  nether  world, 
high  discourse  had  been  held  on  the  connection  of  the  sciences; 
but  now  I  discovered  the  mutual  influence,  the  interaction,  and  the 
simultaneous  workings  of  their  different  laws.  I  no  longer  culti- 
vated the  exact  sciences  as  a  separate  domain,  but  the  most  severe 
physical  truth  was  revealed  to  me  in  union  with  the  richest  hues  of 
ideal  beauty,  with  the  perfection  of  the  imitative  arte,  with  the 
pure  abstractions  of  metaphysical  thought,  with  narratives  botli 
historical  and  romantic,  with  the  precepts  of  universal  morals,  and 
the  mysteries  of  the  Divine  government.  Ontology — vain -glorious 
word  as  used  among  men — the  knowledge  of  universal  being  as 
distinct  from  species,  and  of  species  as  harmonised  in  univoral 
being,  was  the  study  which  engaged  tlie  time  and  rewarded  the 
labours  of  immortal  minds  animating  spiritual  bodies. 

Let  not  those  who  boast  themselves  in  logic,  Aristotelian  or 
Baconian,  assume  that  their  puny  architecture  of  syllogistic  or  ii^ 
ductive  reasoning  affords  the  rules  by  which  the  soul,  rescued  from 
the  hindrancea  of  a  carnal  corporeity,  erects  for  herself  edifices  of 
knowledge,  immovable  in  their  base,  beautiful  in  their  proportioiu, 
and  towering  in  splendid  domes  and  pinnacles  to  the  skies.  To 
Newton  and  to  Pascal  the  theories  of  the  vulgar  geometry  were  aa 
instinctively  obvious  as  the  preliminary  axioms  on  which  they  rteL 
Wliile  yet  an  infant,  Mozart  was  possessed  of  all  those  complex 
harmonies  which  a  life  of  patient  study  scarcely  reveals  to  inferior 
masters  of  his  art.  In  my  planetary  existence,  I  had  rejoiced  in. 
my  habitual  aptitude  for  physiology  and  historical  researches, 
had  I  regretted  the  yeai's  of  ceaselesa  toil  devoted  to  them. 
now  I  discovered  that  in  myself,  as  in  the  great  men  I  have 
tioned,  the  apprehenaiveness  of  truth  had  depended  faj  more  on 
the  animal  than  the  mental  framework.  Quick  and  vigorous,  in 
high  bodily  health,  but  sluggish  and  inert  under  the  preKsure  of 
corporeal  debihty,  I  learned  that  logic,  experiment,  and  calculation 
had  been  but  so  many  crutches  to  assist  the  movements  of  the  halt 
and  feeble;  and  that,  with  a  physical  instrumentality  which  sttid? 
coidd  not  exhaust  nor  disease  aasail,  intuition  took  the  ph 
reasoning.     I  became  rather  the  conscious  witness,  than  the 
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of  the   process   by  which   consequences  were   evolved   from  the 
premises  brought  under  my  notice. 

In  the  society  of  which  I  had  become  a  member,  as  in  mundane 
communities,   discourse   was  amongst   the  chief  springs  both  of 
improvement  and  delight.     So  curiously  fashioned  was  the  integu- 
ment within  which  my  mind  was  now  enveloped,  that,  aft«r  the 
manner  of  an  eyelid,  it  could  either  exclude  the  access  of  any  ex- 
ternal excitement,  creating  within  me  an  absolute  and  impregnable 
solitude,  or  lay  open  to  the  immediate  survey  of  an  associate  any 
thought  or  combination  of  thoughts  which  I  desired  to  impart  to 
him.     I  had  acquired  two  distinct  languages,  one  of  visible  signs, 
the  other  of  audible  symbols.     The  first  was  analogous  to  the  mute 
dialogue  which  is  carried  on  in  pantomime  by  gesture  and  the 
varying   expressions   of    the   countenance;    though,   unlike   such 
discourse,  it  was  exempt  from  all  conjectural  and  ambiguous  mean- 
ings.    As  in  a  camera-obscura,  my  corporeal  organs  reflected  the 
workings  of  the  informing  spirit ;  so  that,  like  the  ancient  Peru- 
vians, I  could  converse  as  by  a  series  of  pictures,  produced  and 
shifted  with  instantaneous  rapidity.     This  mode  of  communication 
served  my  turn  when  I  had  any  occurrences  to  relate,  or  any  ques- 
tion to  discuss,  of  which  sensuous  objects  formed  the  basis.     But 
when  phenomena  piurely  pyschological,  destitute  of  all  types  in  the 
material  creatiou,  were  to  be  conveyed  to  a  companion,  I  had 
audible  symbols  by  which  every  intellectual  conception,  and  each 
fluctuating  state  of  moral  sentiment,  might  be  expressed  as  dis- 
tinctly as  geometrical  diagrams  express  the  corresponding  ideas  to 
which   they   are   allied.     By  the   intermixture   of  pictorial  and 
symbolical  speech,  I  could  thus  render  myself  intelligible  through- 
out the  whole  range  and  compass  of  my  mental  operations,  and 
could  give  utterance  to  all  those  subtle  refinements  of  thought  or 
of  sensation,  which  even  amongst  those  who  spoke  the  vernacular 
tongue  of  Plato,  must,  from  the  want  of  fit  and  determinate  indi- 
cations have  either  died  away  in  silence,  or  have  been  exhaled  in 
some  mystic  and  unintelligible  jargon.     WTiatever  distinctness  of 
expression   the   pencil   or  vibratory   chords   enabled   Raphael   or 
Handel  to  give  to  their  sublime  but  otherwise  ineffectual  concep- 
tions, I  had  thus  the  power  to  impart  to  each  modification  of 
thought,   and   to   every   shade    of  feeling.     Verbal  controversies, 
sopliistry,  and  all  the  other  *  idols  of  the  cavern,'  had  disappeared. 
Philosophy  and  her  legitimate  issue,  wisdom,  piety,  and  love,  were 
cultivated  and  treasured  up  by  each  member  of  the  great  solar 
family,  not  as  a  private  hoard  to  minister  only  to  his  own  uses,  but 
as  a  fund  universally  communicable,  and  still  augmenting  by  con- 
stant interchange. 
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It  is  difficult  or  impoaeible  to  speak  intelligibly,  in  the  langi 
of  men,  of  the  delights  or  of  the  duties  of  the  state  of  being  tnj 
which  I  had  thus  entered.  Borne  along  in  the  vehicle  of  iin^l 
spiritual  body,  I  dreaded  no  fatigue,  and  was  deterred  hy  n  ' 
Id  the  discharge  of  the  most  arduous  enterprises.  Aspects  of  the 
creation,  hidden  from  me  while  garmented  in  the  gross  elements  of 
flesh  and  blood,  now  burst  on  my  perception  as  light  visits  him 
who,  in  mature  life,  for  the  first  time  acquires  the  visual  faculty. 
Through  each  new  avenue  of  senise  thus  successively  opened  to  me, 
my  soul,  with  raptures,  such  as  seraphs  feel,  drew  in  from  the  still- 
expanding  circumfereuce  wonder  and  delight,  and  an  ever-increasing 
consciousness  of  tlie  depths  of  her  own  being  and  resources.  Con- 
templating the  hidden  forms  and  the  occult  mechaniam  of  the 
material  universe,  I  left  behind  me  the  problems  with  which  physical 
science  is  conversant,  and  advanced. to  that  higher  philosophy 
which  investigates  the  properties  of  spiritual  amenta ;  and  to  n 
theology,  compared  with  which  that  which  I  had  hitherto  acquired 
was  as  insignificant  as  the  inarticidate  babblings  of  the  cradle; 
My  retrospective  consciousness  —  for  memory  it  can  scarcely  be 
called  —  spread  out  before  me  scenes,  the  bright,  harmonious,  and 
placid  lights  of  which  were  mellowed,  though  unobscured,  by  dis- 
tance. Misgivings  as  to  the  stability  of  my  own  opinions  had  fled 
away,  as  the  truths  with  which  I  was  engaged  presented  themselves 
to  me  simtdtaneously  in  their  relative  bearings  and  mutual  depen- 
dence. Love,  pure  and  catholic,  warmed  and  expanded  my  heart, 
as  thoughts  wise,  equitable,  and  benign  flowed  from  other  minds 
into  my  ovm  in  a  continuous  stream ;  the  pellucid  waters  of  which, 
in  the  inherent  transparency  of  our  regenerate  nature,  no  deceit 
could  darken  and  no  guile  pollute.  My  corporeal  fabric,  now 
become  the  passive  instrument  of  my  will,  importuned  me  with  no 
unwelcome  intrusions;  but  buoyant,  flexible,  and  instinct  with  life 
and  vigour,  obeyed  every  volition,  and  obstructed  the  accomplish- 
ment of  n one- 
Yet  had  I  not  passed  into  that  torpid  elysium  of  which  e 
Irnve  dreamed,  and  over  the  descriptions  of  which  many  more  b 
slumbered.  Virtue,  and  her  stem  associate,  Self-control,  exact* 
obedience  not  from  the  denizens  of  earth  alone,  but  from  the 
rational  inhabitants  of  every  province  of  the  imiversal  empitvi, 
With  each  accession  of  knowledge  and  of  mental  power,  my  viewi 
became  continually  wider  and  more  extended  of  that  gulf,  whiciL 
stretching  out  in  measureless  infinitude,  sepamtes  the  Source  < 
Keing  from  the  most  exalted  of  his  intelligent  offspring.  Mjlj 
affiance  in  the  Divine  wisdom  and  rectitude,  reposing  on  foitnd» 
tions  deep  and  firm  in  proportion  to  my  larger  acquaintance  wjtl 
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the  ways  of  Providence,  was  still  necessary  to  sustain  my  trembling 
spirit  as  I  meditated  on  the  mysteries  of  the  Divine  government. 
For,  within  the  reach  of  my  observation,  were  discernible  agonising 
intensities  of  suffering,  abysses  of  poUution  and  of  guilt,  attesting 
the  awful  powers  both  of  endurance  and  of  activity  of  minds 
ejected  from  the  defences,  and  despoiled  of  the  narcotics,  once 
afforded  them  by  their  animal  structure.  Awakened  to  a  sense  of 
their  inherent  though  long-slumbering  energies,  they  were  captives. 
Exposed  to  every  painful  excitement  by  which  the  sentient  faculty 
can  be  stimulated,  they  were  naked.  Seading  on  the  face  of 
nature  inscriptions  till  now  ill^ble,  they  saw  in  them  their  own 
condemnation.  Eemembering  each  incident  of  their  former  exist- 
ence, they  foimd  in  each  fresh  aliment  for  despair.  Disabused 
of  the  illusions  of  sophistry  and  self-love,  truth  shed  on  them  the 
appalling  glare  of  inevitable  light.  Interchanging  thoughts  without 
the  possibility  of  disguise,  every  foul  and  malignant  desire  diffused 
amongst  them  a  deadly  contagion.  Destitute  of  any  separate 
wants  or  interests,  their  bodies  could  no  longer  minister  to  them 
the  poor  relief  of  an  alternation  of  distress.  The  reluctant  and 
occasional  spectator  of  such  woes,  I  found  in  faith  and  hope,  and 
meek  adoration,  the  solace  which  my  labouring  spirit  required — a 
task  commensurate  with  my  now-elevated  powers,  though  the 
firmest  and  the  holiest  of  mortals,  while  yet  detained  in  his  tene- 
ment of  the  flesh,  would  have  been  crushed  and  maddened  beneath 
the  burden  of  that  fearful  sight. 

In  the  schools  of  the  world,  I  had  wandered  in  the  endless  mazes 
of  fate  and  free-will,  and  the  origin  of  evil.  An  inhabitant  of  the 
great  celestial  luminary,  I  became  aware  of  relations  till  then  un- 
heard of  and  inconceivable,  between  the  Emanative  Essence  and 
the  hosts  of  subordinate  spirits,  and  of  questions  thence  resulting, 
of  such  strange  and  mighty  import,  that,  prostrating  myself  before 
the  wisdom  and  benevolence  of  the  Most  High,  I  was  still  com- 
pelled, in  reverential  awe,  to  acknowledge  how  inscrutable,  even 
to  my  expanded  capacity,  was  the  thick  darkness  which  shrouds 
His  secret  pavilion. 

Nor  were  there  wanting  tasks,  which  summoned  to  the  utmost 
height  of  daring  the  most  courageous  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
sphere  to  which  I  had  been  translated.  Glorious  recompense  was  to 
be  won  by  deeds  such  as  immortal  beings  only  could  undertake  or 
meditate.  Ministers  of  the  Supreme,  we  braved  at  His  bidding 
the  privation  of  all  other  joys  in  the  delight  of  prompt  obedience 
to  His  will.  We  waged  with  His  enemies  fierce  conflicts,  and 
exposed  ourselves  to  ills,  intense  during  their  continuance,  in  pro- 
portion to  the  exquisite  sensibilities  of  our  purified  corporeity. 


e-ia  THE  msrrosiAX  of  enthusiasm: 

Impelled  by  irresistible  compassion,  by  the  cravings  of  insatiable 
benevolence,  or  by  the  vehement  desire  to  obtain  or  to  impart 
tidings  affecting  the  happiness  of  onr  own  or  of  other  orders  of 
thinking  beings,  our  active  powers,  with  all  our  resources  of  con- 
stancy, magnanimity,  and   prudence,   were  called    into    habitual 
exercise;  nor   were   there   wanting   dignities  to  be    attained,   or 
sceptres  to  be  won,  as  the  meet  reward  of  illustrious  achievements. 
A  soft  and  protracted  flow  of  vocal  harmony,  sustained  by  the 
firmer  cadence  of  vibrating  chords,  now  broke  in  on  my  contem- 
plations.    It  could  (I  at  first  thought)  be  nothing  else  than  a 
choir  of  seraphs  hymning  the  glorious  exploits  of  the  immortals 
among  whom  I   sojourned.     Yet  the   notes  seemed    familiar  as 
household  names,  and  the  deepest  springs  of  affection  began  to 
rise  within  me  as  I  listened  to  thoge  young  aad  well-remembered 
voices.     Then  we  heard  the  joyous  laugh,  the  logs  crackling  on  the 
warm  hearth,  and  the  hissing  urn;  while  the  gentle  pressure  on 
my  shoulder  of  a  hand  embellished  with  the  still  bright  nuptial 
ring,  recalled  me  irom  the  Empyrsean  on  high  to  my  home  on 
earth,  from  the  Paradise  above  to  the  Eden  which  I   had  been 
graciously  permitted  to   cultivate   and  adorn   below.      I    cannot 
truly  say  that  I  regretted  the  descent ;  yet  when  the  vespers  of  my 
household  had  been  sung,  and  the  Divine  presence  invoked,  and 
the  parental  benedictions  uttered,  and  my  happy  choristers  dis- 
missed to  their  light  slumbers,  I  called  once  more  for  my  trusty 
pen,  and  drew  up  a  sketch  of  ^  The  Physical  Theory  of  a  Future 
State,'  which,  when  matured  by  more  patient  labour,  became  one 
of  the  most  popular  of  the  works  which  I  have  given  to  the  world 
without  my  name,  though  not  without  the  hope  to  win  an  enduring 
reputation  among  men. 


When  the  author  of  the  *  Natural  History  of  Enthusiasm '  threw 
away  the  scabbard  in  his  war  with  the  periodical  tribe,  he  must 
have  been  prepared  for  vindictive  reprisals.  But  it  is  improbable 
that  he  ever  anticipated  them  in  a  form  so  audacious  as  this.  To 
invent  and  publish  an  autobiography  for  him  !  to  infer  his  personal 
history  fiom  his  historical  and  other  inquiries !  to  spell  out  even 
his  dreams  from  his  physiological  speculations  1  all  this  is  (he  may 
perhaps  say)  to  be  exceedingly  impertinent  Yet  we  have  studied 
his  writings  to  little  purpose  if  such  shall  be  his  real  sentence. 
Supposing  him  to  condescend  so  far  as  to  read  such  pages  as  these 
at  all,  he  will  (we  doubt  not)  recognise  in  them  rather  the  feeUn^s 
"^  -attachment  and  reverence  with  which  a  grateful  pupil  looks  up 


THE  HISTORIAN  OF  ENTHUSIASM.  621 

to  his  teacher,  than  the  oflfensive  familiarity  which  would  level  the 
distinctions  of  intellectual  rank.  The  station  he  holds  (or  deserves 
to  hold)  in  the  commonwealth  of  letters,  would  make  such  rude- 
ness recoil  with  destructive  force  on  the  presumptuous  author 
of  it. 

His  title  to  that  station  rests  chiefly  in  the  breadth  and  compre- 
hensiveness of  his  views  of  the  history,  the  prospects,  and  the 
character  of  our  race.  His  survey  of  human  aflfairs  is  conducted 
from  an  elevation  far  above  the  mists  of  religious  or  political  par- 
tisanship. His  most  inquisitive  readei's  could  never  have  discovered 
that  he  was  a  nonconformist^  had  he  not  announced  himself  in  that 
character.  Unaided  by  that  avowal,  he  must  have  been  considered 
only  as  a  cosmopolitan  student  and  teacher  of  Christian  ethics  and 
polity ;  as  the  grave  censor  of  all  ecclesiastical  sects,  the  admirer  of 
none,  the  eulogist  of  none,  the  member  of  none ;  as  contemplating 
the  universal  Church  and  each  of  her  children  (disunited  and  dis- 
cordant as  they  are)  with  a  fervent  though  foreboding  aflection, 
and  yet  as  pledged  to  a  passionate  and  relentless  hostility  against 
that  sect  (ever  shifting  its  name  but  never  changing  its  character), 
which,  imder  the  semblance  of  superhuman  virtues,  and  the  pre- 
text of  divine  authority,  still  aims  at  the  establishment  of  a  spiritual 
despotism  over  the  people,  and  the  kingdom,  of  the  Eedeemer. 

The  ^Natural  History  of  Enthusiasm'  and  the  kindred  works 
which  followed  it,  constitute  in  eflfect  a  series  of  lectiu-es  on  the 
latent  principles  which  govern  the  course  of  ecclesiastical  aflairs, 
and  which  solve  the  enigmas,  reconcile  the  contradictions,  and  har- 
monise the  jarring  elements  by  which  they  are  perplexed.  Strid- 
ing from  one  height  of  generalisation  to  another,  the  teacher  leavea 
far  below  him  the  lower  world  in  which  antiquarians,  story-tellers, 
biographers,  and  dramatists  are  seeking  the  mateiiaLs  of  their  several 
crafts.  He  narrates  no  incidents,  sketches  no  characters,  and 
delineates  no  aspect  either  of  social  or  of  solitary  life.  His  readers 
are  supposed  to  be  as  familiar  with  the  mere  facts  of  history  as 
himself  (a  very  hazardous  supposition),  and  must  bring  to  the 
perusal  of  these  books  either  much  knowledge,  or  unbounded 
faith. 

But  though  thus  dwelling  on  the  mountain  tops  of  abstraction, 
he  never  attempts  to  scale  beyond  the  limits  within  which  the 
inspired  volume  has  circumscribed  all  human  inquiries.  His 
assent  to  Christianity  is  no  faint  admission  that  the  balance  of 
conflicting  arguments  inclines  in  favour  of  that  belief.  It  is  a  con- 
viction rooted  in  the  inmost  recesses  of  his  soul,  the  germinating 
principle  of  all  the  thoughts  which  have  taken  the  deepest  root, 
and  wliich  most  luxuriantly  flourish  there.     Though  it  is  at  once 
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tlie  labour  and  tbe  solace  of  his  life  to  scale  the  eminences  anil  fl 
measure  the  depths  of  truth ;  yet  tnith  and  the  Chi-istiao  revelation 
are  aynonymea  in  hie  vocabulary.  With  an  ear  trained  to  listen  to 
the  under  tones  of  the  Divine  voic^  and  a  heart  exercised  in 
interpreting  the  inarticulate  language  of  the  Divine  government, 
he  has  studied  the  written  word  as  they  only  can  study  it,  to  whom 
it  ia  the  distinct  echo  or  the  vivid  reflection  of  those  interior  senses. 

While  thus  grappliug  with  principles  of  the  widest  span,  onr 
lecturer  never  indulges  himself  in  so  much  as  a  momentary  repose 
in  the  lap  of  mysticism.  He  steadily  refuses  the  too  ready  aid  of 
that  lamiliar  narcotic  His  outline  is  drawn  with  a  hand  as  free 
and  bold  as  that  of  Guizot,  his  speculations  are  scarcely  less  re- 
condite than  those  of  Coleridge,  but  his  athletic  good  sense  disd^ns 
to  enlarge  itself  by  looming  through  a  fog.  Master  as  he  is  of  the 
ohiaro-scuro,  the  love  of  truth  is  ever  too  strong  in  him  for  the 
love  of  art.  He  has  risen  above  the  fashtonH  of  his  age  so  far  as 
to  shun  the  region  in  which  sublimity  and  nonsense  hold  divided 
rule;  remembering,  perhaps,  that  it  has  never  lieeii  frequented  by 
any  of  the  master-spirits  of  the  world,  and  that,  among  men 
divinely  inspired,  he  who  was  at  once  the  greatest  and  the  most 
profoundly  learned,  had  thought  it  better  to  speak  five  words 
edification,  than  to  speak  ten  thousand  words  in  an  onknoi 
tongue. 

And  yet  these  works  have  never  been  rewarded  by  the  full  tide 
of  applause  or  of  popularity  to  which  they  have  so  nnany  titl»^ 
The  tribute  rendered  to  their  writer  has  been  very  inadeqimte  to 
his  claims  on  the  public  gratitude,  It  is  not  difBcnlt  to  assign  tbe 
reason. 

Wisdom  is  lovely  still,  in  every  form  and  under  every  disguise; 
whether  inspiring  the  merriment  of  Momua,  — or  prattling  in 
homely  fables, — or  carving  on  the  mind  of  man,  as  on  a  tablet, 
apothegmatic  inscriptions  for  the  use  of  all  ages,  —  or  employing 
as  her  instrument  the  passions  of  the  orator,  tlie  visions  of  " 
poet,  or  the  abstractions  of  the  philosopher.  But  even 
ceases  to  captivate,  because  she  ceases  to  be  recognised,  when 
sustains  at  the  same  moment  different  and  inharmonious  offices, 
characters  at  variance  with  each  other.  Pasquin  iinpassio] 
.Ssop  rhetorical,  Franklin  visionary,  Demosthenes  clad  in  Jacqi 
suit  of  motley,  are  bo  many  masqueraders,  from  whom  the  studiotB 
expect  no  instruction,  and  the  idle  no  amusement.  Congniity  of 
style  is  not  less  indispensable  than  unity  of  design,  to  tbe  succeffl 
of  any  work  of  art. 

To  the  neglect  and  want  of  that  congruity,  the  historian  of 
*  Enthusiasm,'  of  '  Spiritual  Despotism,'  and  of  '  Fanaticism,'  must 
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ascribe  the  disproportion  between  the  power  which  animates  his 
writings,  and  the  eflfect  which  they  produce.  That  which  should 
be  narrative  is  absorbed,  and,  as  it  were,  dried  up  into  aphorisms, 
and  that  which  should  be  aphorism  is  dissolved  and  expanded  in  a 
flood  of  rhetoric.  His  books  contain  neither  occurrences  for  the 
entertainment  of  the  inquisitive,  nor  a  body  of  carefully-digested 
and  well-measured  doctrines  for  the  meditation  of  the  thought- 
ful. The  teaching  and  the  eloquence  jar  with,  and  spoil  one 
another. 

The  eloquence,  moreover,  is  none  of  the  best.  Be  his  theme 
what  it  may,  the  march  of  the  historian  or  lecturer  is  still  the 
same ;  stately,  studied,  and  wearisome,  period  rolls  after  period  in 
measured  cadence,  page  answers  page  in  scientific  harmony.  This 
paragraph  challenges  applause  for  its  melodious  swell,  that  for  its 
skilful  complexity,  the  next  for  the  protracted  simile  with  which  it 
brings  some  profound  inquiry  to  a  picturesque  and  graceful  close. 
But  the  free  movement  and  the  welcome  repose,  and  the  brave  neglect 
of  embellishments,  which  are  the  usual  badges  of  power,  are  want- 
ing ;  and  their  absence  suggests  the  very  erroneous  belief  that  the 
power  on  which  they  usually  wait  is  wanting  also. 

This  superfine  style  is  a  besetting  sin  of  modem  nonconformist 
literature.  It  has  infected  the  sermons  of  Hall,  their  greatest 
preacher,  the  essays  of  Foster,  their  greatest  thinker,  and  the 
commentary  of  Adam  Clarke,  their  greatest  biblicist.  It  may  be 
traced  in  other  living  authors  among  them  not  less  distinctly  than 
in  this  their  Prselector  on  Church  History.  It  springs  out  of  the 
jealousy  and  the  self-assertion  incident  to  the  place  they  occupy  in 
the  social  and  the  learned  world.  It  says,  or  seems  to  say,  though 
Oxford  rejects  us,  and  Cambridge  knows  us  not,  and  Lambeth 
looks  down  on  us,  and  May  Fair  eschews  our  company,  yet  you 
shall  see  that  we  can  be  as  refined  and  as  elevated  in  sentiment^ 
and  as  abstruse  in  speculation  as  the  best  of  them ;  that  we  can 
write  08  gorgeously  as  your  public  orators,  and  as  learnedly  as  if 
we  wore  scarlet  hoods  in  St.  Mary's.  In  very  deed,  good  friends, 
you  can  do  all  this,  and  many  more  and  better  things  than  these ; 
and  you  would  do  them  too,  if  you  could  but  settle  it  in  your 
minds  that  from  the  scorn  which  galls,  and  the  indignities  which 
ruffle  you,  you  have  an  appeal  both  to  Cis-  and  Trans-atlantic 
England,  and  that  your  appeal  will  be  most  effectually  made,  when 
made  with  the  least  seeming  consciousness  of  the  wrongs  imder 
which  you  labour. 

Style  in  literature  is  like  manner  in  society  —  the  superficial 
index  which  all  can  read  of  internal  qualities  which  few  can 
decipher.     If  the  author  of  these  lectures  and  essays  had  either 
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written  with  ease  and  fdinplicity,  or  had  disguised  liis  meaning 
under  spasmodic  contortions,  or  bad  talked  over  ttiese  grave  mat- 
ters in  the  tone  of  a  blunt  humorist,  or  had  flattened  them  dawn 
to  the  level  of  a  monotonoiia  orthodoxy;  if,  in  a  word,  lie  hftd 
either  risen  to  the  graces  of  nature,  or  condescended  to  those  of 
affectation,  his  admirers  woidd  have  been  more  numerous  and  more 
enthusiastic.  Language  in  hia  hands  is  an  instrument  of  wonder- 
ful volume,  flexibility,  and  compass;  but  it  is  made  to  produce 
harmonies  of  such  subtle  elaboration,  that  the  ear  aches  for  the 
even  flow  of  a  few  plain  words  quietly  taking  their  proper  places. 
Felicitous  expression  is  an  excellent  thing  in  its  season ;  but  serve 
up  a  whole  octavo  full  of  exquisite  aentences,  and  neitlier  the 
guest  nor  tlie  cook  himself  can  clearly  tell  what  the  repast  is  made 
of.  In  the  didactic  works  of  the  Historian  of  Enthusiasm,  as  in 
those  of  Dr.  Channing,  penury  and  affluence  of  thought  are  made 
to  look  so  like  each  other,  that  they  must  be  undressed  in  order  to 
be  distinguished ;  and  while  he  is  making  out  which  is  which,  tlie 
courteous  reader  is  apt  to  lose  his  com'tesy.  In  proportion  as  he  \a 
the  more  profound  thinker  of  the  two,  the  Englishman  is  the  more 
to  be  upbraided  for  the  perverse  ingenuity  which  thus  mara  bii 
own  success.  Objects  so  elevated  as  hia  ought  not  to  have 
exposed  to  such  hazard. 

It  is,  however,  chiefly,  though  not  exclusively,  when  he  fills 
Professor's  chair,  that  he  is  to  be  numbered  among  the  promoters 
'  comiptffi  eloquentiie.'  As  an  assailant  of  the  hereaifirchs  of  liia 
age,  he  was  quite  another  man,  and  bis  war-cry  rang  sharp  and 
clear,  Hia  philosophic  and  his  belUgerent  notes  differed  as  the 
contortions  of  the  miist-les  differ  from  calisthenics;  or  as  SamsoD 
struggling  with  the  cords  which  bound  him,  differed  from  Samaoo 
falling  with  unfettered  limbs  on  the  hapless  Philistines.  Tlirowiti" 
aside  his  gown,  with  ali  its  elaborate  and  graceful  folds,  be  ginlt-d 
up  his  loins  for  the  combat,  and  presented  himself  to  his  applaud- 
ing friends  and  discomfited  opponenta  a  literary  athlete,  in  good 
wind  and  perfect  training,  bis  thoughts  condensed  and  his  words 
compressed  within  the  narrow  limits  of  time  and  space  permiUeii 
him  by  the  conditions  of  the  controversy.  Each  successive  number 
became  more  nervous,  pungent,  and  idiomatic,  and  he  quitted  the 
field  not  without  the  praise  (the  last  probably  to  which  he  ever 
aspired)  of  considerable  proficiency  even  in  the  arts  of  sarcasm  and 
bant«r. 

In  his  speculations  on  the  state  and  employments  of  the  humair 
Boul  when  clad  with  her  post^sepulchral  or  spiritual  body,  he  le- 
muned  the  alratract  style  of  bis  pnelections  pidisbcd  up  to  a  height 
of  painful  biilliancy,  though  their  turgid  and  declamatory  tone 
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WM  exchanged  for  a  manner  more  in  uniaon  with  themes  so  grave 
and  so  exalted.  Voyi^es  of  discovery  in  Utopia,  when  conducted 
by  skilful  exploratoFB,  are,  however,  ao  rich  in  the  returns  they 
make  to  this  world  of  realities,  that  it  would  be  mere  captioueness 
to  complain  of  the  phraseology  of  the  journal  or  the  log-book. 

Since  death  entered  into  our  world,  every  tribe  of  men,  almost 
every  individual  of  our  species,  has  been  labouring  to  penetrate 
the  dark  abyss  into  which  it  conducts  one  generation  after  another. 
Scipio  dreamt  of  colloquies  witli  the  wise  and  the  good  of  all  agea. 
Mahomet  taught  the  students  of  the  Koran  to  dream  (if  Sale's 
translation  may  be  trusted)  of  '  rivers  of  incorruptible  water  and 
rivers  of  milk,  the  taste  whereof  cbangeth  not ;  gardens  planted 
with  shady  trees,  in  each  of  which  shall  be  two  flowing  fountains  ; 
-couches,  the  linings  whereof  shall  be  of  thick  silk,  interwoven  with 
gold  ;  and  beauteous  damsels  refraining  their  eyes  from  beholding 
any  but  their  spouses,  having  complexions  like  rubies  and  pearls, 
and  iine  black  eyes.'  The  Esquimaux  also  has  his  heaven,  where 
seal  skins  may  be  procured  in  placid  seas,  and  undying  lamps  are 
fed  with  inexhaustible  supplies  of  the  odorous  grease  of  bears. 

The  stream  can  rise  no  higher  than  the  fountain.  Our  ideas  of 
immortal  good  are  but  amplifications  of  our  mortal  enjoyments, 
To  associate  together  all  innocent  and  not  incompatible  delights 
known  to  us  by  actual  experience,  subtracting  from  them  every 
■  alloy  of  pain,  satiety,  and  langour,  and  thus  to  sublimate  and  de- 
fine our  conceptions  of  felicity,  is  to  be  the  creator  of  the  only 
heaven,  by  the  contemplation  of  which  hope  can  be  sustained  and 
activity  invigorated,  lie  who  most  diligently  and  cheerfully  sur- 
veys the  '  happy  gardens'  to  which  a  benign  Providence  may  have 
conducted  him  in  tliis  world,  is  the  best  qualified  to  depict  the 
Elysium  which  reason  or  imagination  has  laid  out  and  planted  for 
the  abode  of  the  blessed  beyond  the  grave. 

The  author  ol  '  The  Physical  Theory  of  a  Future  Life,'  judged 
by  this  test,  must  be  esteemed  a  wise  and  a  happy  man.  Wise, 
because,  afifecting  no  superhuman  disdain  of  mere  bodily  gratifica- 
tions, he  has  no  fear  of  acknowledging  to  others,  or  to  himself,  the 
dependence  of  his  spiritual  on  bis  animal  economy ;  and  happy, 
because  he  must  distinctly  have  experienced  that  unresisting  ser- 
vitude  of  the  body  to  the  soul,  which  he  has  so  vividly  described 
aa  the  great  element  of  her  serenity  and  ireedora,  Sucli  as  is  his 
solar  Paradise,  such  must  also  have  been  his  earthly  Eden :  the 
first,  bis  future  blessedness  in  the  highest  conceivable  measure ;  the 
last,  his  present  happiness  in  the  highest  attainable  degree.  Such 
a  midsummer  night's  dream  could  have  visited  the  slumbers  of  no 
one  whose  fancy  was  tainted  with  sensual  defilement,  or  whose  in- 
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'  tellect  was  uutrained  to  active  exercise  aud  closo  self-m^iecti«o. 
Or,  if  the  tlieoriat  be  really  entitled  to  no  liigher  praise  than  that 
of  having  skilfully  selected  the  most  alluring  possibilities  of  future 
good  frum  the  many  celestial  achemea  with  which  the  poetrv  and 
the  fiction  of  all  ages  abound,  yet  even  eo  it  must  be  conceded  tJiat 
the  choice  has  been  guided  by  opinions  such  as  everyone  must 
wish  to  adopt,  and  by  tastes  which,  in  our  better  moment^  we 
Bhould  all  desire  to  gratify. 

If  our  theorist  bad  constructed  his  heaven  from  the  materiaU 
gathered  in  his  siu-vey,  not  of  his  domestic,  but  of  the  outer  world, 
there  would,  we  apprehend,  have  been  but  few  aspirants  for  a  trans- 
lation to  it.  For,  both  the  world  of  active  and  the  world  of  con- 
templative life,  as  they  exist  beyond  the  precincts  of  his  own 
retirement,  present  themselves  to  him  in  dark  and  iminTitinj" 
aspects.  He  mourns  over  the  low  estate  of  theology  among  us, 
and  laments  the  degradation  of  all  those  higher  intellectual  pw- 
»uit«  with  which  theology  maintains  an  indissoluble  connection. 
Acquainted,  ptrhaps  but  too  well,  with  the  religious  parties  of  our 
Stat«,  their  infirmities  and  their  faulta,  he  pours  out  eloquent 
longings  for  the  advent  of  a  more  catholic  spirit,  of  piety  more 
intense  and  less  ostentatious,  and  of  a  sacred  Uterature  animated 
by  some  nobler  impulse  than  the  hire  of  booksellers  and  the  prwe 
of  ephemeral  critics.  His  own  labours  for  the  happiness  of  man- 
kind, do  not  seem  to  be  well  sustained  by  the  cheering  influenre  of 
hope.  Itis  philanthropy  is  ever  tinged  with  sadnesa.  He  love* 
children,  because  they  are  exempt  from  the  prevailing  degeneracy; 
—  and  the  face  of  nature,  because  it  is  the  one  unsullied  reflectioa 
of  the  benignity  of  the  Creator ;  —  and  the  books  of  other  timw, 
because  they  are  the  records  of  human  wisdom,  whose  living  voice 
is  no  longer  to  be  heard ;  —  and  tlie  Universal  Cburclj,  because  tt 
is  the  ark  floating  on  the  troubled  waters  of  this  evil  time,  freigbted 
with  the  best  treasures,  and  charged  with  the  destinies  of  our  t»ca 
Man  also  be  loves,  but  with  feelijigs  pensive  if  not  melancholyi 
and  fastidious  even  when  most  benignant.  In  his  many  books 
there  is  no  tinge  of  spleen ;  but  they  exliihit  that  disgust  for  the 
follies  and  the  vices  of  the  world,  which  at  once  demands  and 
discourages  exertion. 

Casting  off  these  depressing  influences,  he  has,  however,  devoted 
all  the  resources  of  a  comprehensive  understanding,  and  all  the 
affections  of  a  benevolent  heart-,  to  correct  the  general  debaseme&tf 
and  to  exhibit  a  model  of  those  higher  pursuits  to  which  he  would 
reclaim  his  generation.  Enthusiasts,  fanatics,  spiritual  de8pat%,| 
sciolists  in  education,  the  pastors  who  slumber  within  the  fold, 
the  robbers  from  without  who  spoil  it,  form  a  confederacy. 
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assailant  of  which  should  be  encouraged  by  the  gratitude  of  all 
good  men.  If  the  soul  of  William  Cowper  yet  breathes  among 
us,  it  is  through  the  lips  of  the  historian  of  Enthusiasm.  Not, 
indeed,  that  the  poet  has  found  a  successor  in  the  magic  art  of 
establishing  a  personal  and  affectionate  intimacy  between  himself 
and  his  readers.  There  is  no  new  fire-side  like  that  of  Olney 
round  which  we  can  gather ;  nor  any  walks  like  those  of  Weston 
Underwood,  of  which  we  are  the  companions ;  nor  a  heart  at  once 
broken  and  playful,  whose  sorrows  and  amusements  are  our  own ; 
nor  are  we  surrounded  by  a  family  group,  with  tame  hares,  spaniels, 
bird-cages,  and  knitting-needles,  as  familiar  to  us  as  those  of  our 
own  boyhood,  and  almost  as  dear,  —  each  in  turn  reflecting  the 
gentle,  thoughtful,  elevated  mind  of  him  to  whom  they  belonged, 
in  all  its  vicissitudes  of  despondency  and  hope,  of  grave  wisdom 
and  of  a  mirth  as  light  and  piu'e  as  that  of  infancy.  This  is  the 
high  prerogative  of  genius,  addressing  mankind  at  large  through 
the  vernacular  idiom  of  one  land  in  the  universal  language  of  all. 
But  Stanford  Rivers  has  given  birth  to  a  succession  of  efforts  to 
exalt  the  national  character,  which  might  vie  with  those  of  Olney 
and  of  Weston  in  piety  and  earnestness,  in  genuine  freedom  of 
thought,  in  the  relish  for  all  the  domestic  pleasures  and  innocent 
delights  of  life,  in  the  filial  love  of  God,  and  the  brotherly  love  of 
man. 

Learning  and  logical  acumen,  and  a  wide  acquaintance  with  the 
history  and  the  heart  of  man,  which  the  poet  neither  possessed 
iior  needed,  impart  to  the  works  of  the  essayist  a  charm,  without 
which  it  is  vain,  in  these  days,  to  interfere  in  the  debates  which 
agitate  society.  There  is  a  charm,  too,  even  in  his  distaste  for  the 
pursuits  most  in  request  amongst  us ;  for  it  springs  from  the  gran- 
deur of  the  ideal  excellence  by  which  his  imagination  is  possessed. 
He  remembers  that  Omniscience,  though  veiling  its  intimations  in 
the  coarse  mantle  of  human  language,  will  occasionally  emit  some 
gleams  of  that  radiance  which  illumines  the  regions  of  the  blessed ; 
and  these  he  would  reverently  gather  and  concentrate.  He  is 
conscious  that  there  is  in  Christianity  an  expansive  power,  some- 
times repressed  but  never  destroyed ;  and  that  latent  energy  he 
strives  to  draw  forth  into  life  and  action.  He  perceives  that  the 
mysteries  which  shroud  the  condition  and  the  prospects  of  our 
race,  however  inscrutable  to  the  slaves  of  appetite,  are  not  abso- 
lately  impervious  te  a  soul  purified  by  devout  contemplation  ;  and 
to  these  empyreal  heights  he  aspires  at  once  to  point  and  to  lead 
the  way.  He  knows  that  te  him  whose  foot  is  firmly  planted  on 
the  eternal  verities  of  Heaven,  there  belong  motives  of  such  force, 
and  a  courage  soimdaunted,  as  should  biurst  through  all  resistance; 
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and  he  calls  on  those  who  enjoy  this  high  privilege  to  aasert  thejij 
native  supremacy  above  the  sordid  ambition,  the  frivolities,  and  thq] 

virulence  of  the  lower  world.  The  voice  thus  raised  in  expostu-*] 
lation  will  die  away,  not  indeed  unheeded  by  the  iutfrior  circle  hoj 
addi'esses,  nor  unblessed  by  a  meet  recompense ;  bnt  unrewarded, 
we  fear,  by  the  accompliRhment  of  these  exalted  purposes.  Elo- 
quent as  is  the  indignation  with  which  our  anonymous  monitor 
regards  the  low  level  to  which  divine  and  human  literature  bos 
fallen  amongst  us,  and  mean  as  is  his  estimate  of  the  pursuits  in 
which  the  men  of  bis  own  days  are  engaged,  a  hope  may  perhape, 
without  presumption,  be  indulged,  that  less  fastidious  and  not  less 
capable  judges  will  pronounce  a  more  lenient  sentence  on  us  and 
on  our  doings. 

In  the  great  cycle  of  human  affairs  there  are  many  stages,  each 
essentia!  to  the  consummation  of  the  designs  of  Providence,  and 
each  separated  by  broad  distinctioua  from  the  rest.  They  whosa] 
province  it  is  to  censure,  and  they  whose  desire  it  is  to  improvo'l 
their  age,  will  never  find  their  sacred  fires  extinct  from  the  merg  j 
want  of  fuel.  History  and  theory  are  always  at  hand  with  humiliating 
contrasts  to  the  timea  we  live  in.  That  men  have  been  better  ox 
might  be  better  than  they  are,  has  been  true  since  the  first  fathers  of 
our  race  returned  to  their  native  dust,  and  will  still  be  true  as  long 
as  our  planet  shall  be  inhabited  by  their  descendants.  But  below 
the  agitated  surface  of  the  ocean,  under- currents  are  silently  urging 
forward,  on  their  destined  path,  the  waters  of  the  mighty  deep,  i 
themselves  impelled  by  that  Power  which  none  may  question  or 
resist.  Hun.an  society  obeys  a  similar  influence.  Laws  as  anoma- 
lous in  appearance,  as  uniform  in  reality,  as  those  which  direct  the 
planetary  movements,  determine  the  present  state,  and  regulate 
the  I  rogress  of  commonwealths,  whether  political,  Hterary,  or  re- 
ligious. Christianity  demands  the  belief,  and  experience  jtietifiea 
the  hope,  that  their  ultimate  tendency  ia  towards  the  universal 
dominion  of  piety  and  virtue.  But  it  is  neither  pious  nor  rational 
to  suppose,  that  this  consummation  can  be  attained  by  any  sequence 
of  identical  causes  constantly  working  out  similar  etfecta. 

The  best  generations,  like  the  best  men,  are  those  which  pos- 
sess an  individual  and  distinctive  character.  A  chain  of  splendid 
biographies  constitutes  the  history  of  past  centuries.  ^Tioever 
shall  weave  the  chronicles  of  our  own,  must  take  for  his  staple  not 
biography  but  statistics,  illuminated  by  a  skilful  generalisation. 
Once  every  eye  was  directed  to  the  leaders  of  the  world ;  now  all 
are  turned  to  the  maases  of  which  it  is  composed.  Instead  of 
Newtona  presiding  over  Eoyal  Societies,  we  have  Dr.  Birkbecks 
lecturing  at  Mechanica'  Institutes.     If  no  Wolseys  aiise  to  found 
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colleges  like  that  of  Christchurch,  Joseph  Lancaster  and  William 
Bell  have  emulated  each  other  in  works  not  less  momentous  at  the 
Borough  Road  and  Baldwin's  Gardens.  We  people  continents, 
though  we  have  ceased  to  discover  them.  We  abridge  folios  for 
the  many,  though  we  no  longer  write  them  for  the  few;  Our 
fathers  compiled  systems  of  divinity  —  we  compose  pocket  theo- 
logical libraries.  They  invented  sciences,  we  apply  them.  Lite- 
rature was  once  an  oligarchy,  it  is  now  a  republic.  Our  very 
monitors  are  themselves  infected  by  the  degeneracy  they  deplore. 
For  the  majestic  cadence  of  Milton,  and  the  voluptuous  flow  of 
Jeremy  Taylor's  periods,  they  substitute  the  rhetorical  philosophy, 
invented  some  fifty  years  since,  to  countervail  the  philosophical 
rhetoric  of  the  French  Revolution ;  and  put  forth,  in  a  collection 
of  essays  for  the  drawing-room,  reproofs  which  the  hands  of 
Prynne  would  have  moulded  into  learned,  fierce,  and  ponderous 
folios. 

It  is  impossible  to  prevent  —  is  it  wise  to  bewail  ? — this  change 
in  our  social  and  intellectual  habits.  During  the  inundations  of 
the  Nile,  the  worship  of  the  mysterious  river  ceased,  and  no  hymns 
'v^ere  heard  to  celebrate  its  glories.  Idolatry  had  lost  its  stay,  and 
imagination  her  excitement :  but  the  laud  was  fertilised.  Learning, 
once  banked  up  in  universities  and  cathedrals,  is  now  diffused 
through  shops  and  factories.  The  stream,  then  so  profound  and 
limpid,  may  now,  perhaps,  be  both  shallow  and  muddy.  But  is  it 
better  that  the  thirst  of  a  whole  nation  should  be  thus  slaked,  or 
that  the  immortals  should  be  quaffing  their  nectar  apart  in  sublime 
abstraction  from  the  multitude?  There  is  no  immediate  and 
practicable  reconcilement  of  these  advantages.  Genius,  and  wit, 
and  science,  and  whatever  else  raises  man  above  his  fellows,  must 
bend  to  the  universal  motives  of  human  conduct.  When  honour, 
wealth,  public  gratitude,  and  the  sense  of  good  desert,  reward 
those  who  teach  elementary  truth  to  the  people  at  large,  the 
wisest  and  the  best  will  devote  to  that  office  powers,  which,  in  a 
different  age,  would  have  been  consecrated  to  more  splendid, 
though  not  perhaps  to  more  worthy  undertakings. 

In  the  state  of  letters,  there  is  no  maintaining  a  polity  in  which 
the  three  elements  of  power  are  blended  together  in  harmonious 
counterpoise.  There  a  monarch  infallibly  becomes  a  despot,  and  a 
democracy  subjugates  to  itself  whatever  else  is  eminent  or  illus- 
trious. Divines,  poets,  and  philosophers,  addressing  millions  of 
readers  and  myriads  of  critics,  are  immediately  revrarded  by  an 
applause,  or  punished  by  a  neglect,  to  which  it  is  not  given  to 
mortal  man  to  be  superior  or  indifferent.  Inform  the  national 
mind^  and  improve  the  general  taste,  up  to  a  certain  pointy  and  to 
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that  point  you  inevitably  depress  the  effortiS  of  those  who  are  bont-^ 
to  instruct  the  rest,     Uad  Spenser  flourished  in  the  nineteenth 
century,  would  be  have  aspired  to  produce  the  Faery  Queen  ?    Had 
Walter  Scott  liped  in  the  sixteenth,  would  he  have  condescended  to 
write  the  Lady  of  the  Lake  ?    Our  great  men  are  less  great  hecauso  i 
our  ordinary  men  are  less  abject.     These  lamentations  over  thai 
results  of  this  compromise  are  rather  pathetic  than  just.     It  forms  I 
one  indispensable  chapter  in  the  natural  history  of  a  people's  intel- 
lectual progress.    It  is  one  of  tlie  stages  through  which  the  national 
mind  must  pa^^s  towards  the  general  elevation  of  literatiu^,  sacred 
and  profane.     We  know  not  how  to  regret  that  genius  has  for  the 
moment  abdicated  her  austere  supremacy,  and  stooped  to  be  popular 
and  plain.     Mackintosh  suspended  his  philosophy  for  the  compila-  I 
tion  of  a  familiar  Hiatury  of  England.     Faithless  to  his  Peris  amd 
Glendoveere,  Mr.  Moore  turned  chronicler  to  teach  to  the  reading 
commonalty  of  the  realm  the  sad  tale  of  the  woes  inflicted  on  the 
land  of  his  birth.     No  longer  emulous  of  Porson,  the  BLshop  of  J 
London  devotes  his  learned    leisure  to  preparing  cheap  and  easy  I 
lessons  for  the  householders  of  bis  diocese.    Lord  Brougham  arrests  | 
the  current  of  his  eloquence,  to  instruct  mechanics  in  the  principle* 
of  the  sciences  which  they  are  reducing  to  daily  practice.     Traces  J 
for  the  times  are  extorted  from  the  depositories  of  ecclesiasticai  I 
tradition,  obedient  to  the  general  impulse  which  they  condemn,  ^ 
and  constrained  to  render  the  Church  argumentative,  that  they  may 
render  her  oracular.     Nay,  the  author  of  the  '  Natural  Histoiy  of 
Enthusiasm '  himself,  despite  his  own  protests,  yielding  at  length 
to  the  current,  has  become  the  periodical  writer  of  monthly  tracts 
where,  in  good  round  controversial  terms,  the  superficial  multitude  I 
are  called  to  sit  in  judgment  on  the  claims  of  the  early  fathers  to  f 
Sound  doctrine,  good  morals,  and  common  sense.     Let  who  will  ' 
repine  at  what  hua  passed,  and  at  what  is  passing,  if  they  will 
allow  us  to  rejoice  in  what  is  to  come.     If  we  witness  the  growth 
of  no  immortal  reputations,  we  see  the  expansion  of  universal  in*  , 
telligence.     The  disparities  of  human  understanding  are  much  the  i 
same  in  all  times ;  hut  when  the  general  level  shall  he  the  highest,  J 
then  will  the  mighty  of  the  earth  rise  to  the  most  commanding  J 
eminences. 

But  whatever  may  be  the  justice  of  the  hopes  we  thus  indulgd  I 
for  future  generations,  our  business  is  with  ourselves.  If,  as  we  1 
think,  they  are  well  judging  who  devote  the  beat  gifts  of  nature  1 
and  of  learning  to  the  instruction  of  the  illiterate,  the  praise  of  i 
wisdom  is  not  to  be  denied  to  such  as  write  with  the  more  ambi- 
tious aim  of  stimulating  the  nobler  intellects  amongst  us  to  enter*  1 
prises  commensurate  with  their  elevated  powers.     No  strenuotui 
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eflfort  for  the  good  of  mankind  was  ever  yet  made  altogether  in 
vain ;  nor  will  those  of  our  author  be  fruitless,  though  the  results 
may  fall  far  short  of  his  aspirations.     The  general  currents  of 
thought  and  action  can  never  be  diverted  from  their  channels,  ex- 
cept by  minds  as  rarely  produced  as  they  are  wonderfully  endowed. 
Energy,  decision,  and  a  self-reliance  independent  of  human  praise 
or  censure,  are  amongst  the   invariable   characteristics  of   such 
master  intellects.     To  this  sublime  order  of  men  the  Recluse  of 
Stanford  Rivers  does  not  belong.     Nor  can  a  place  be  assigned  to 
him  among  those  calmer  spirits,  whose  inventive  genius,  or  popular 
eloquence,  has  enabled  them  from  their  solitudes  to-  cast  on  the 
agitated  mass  of  society  seeds  of  thought  destined  at  some  future 
period  to  change  the  aspect  of  human  affairs.     He  is  an  inde- 
pendent more  than  an  original  thinker.      He  is  rather   exempt 
from  fear  than  animated  by  ardent  courage  in  announcing  the 
fruits  of  his  inquiries.     A  great  master  of  language,  he  is  himself 
but  too  often  mastered  by  it.     He  is  too  much  the  creature  to 
become  the  reformer  of  his  age.     His  assiduity  to  please  is  fatal  to 
his  desire  to  command.     His  eflForts  to  move  the  will  are  defeated 
by  his  success  in  dazzling  the  fancy.     Yet  his  books  exhibit  a 
character,  both  moral  and  intellectual,  from  the  study  of  which  the 
reader  can  hardly  fail  to  rise  a  wiser  and  a  better  man.     Standing 
aloof  from  all  vulgar  excitements,  heedless  of  the  transient  politics 
and  the  fugitive  literature  of  his  times,  and  intent  only  on  the 
permanent  interests  of  mankind,  he  has  laboured  to  promote  them 
with  an  honest  love  of  truth,  aided  by  brilliant  talents,  compre- 
hensive knowledge,  and  undaimted  intrepidity.     And  thus  he  has 
come  under  the  guidance  of  principles,  which  no  man  can  cultivate 
in  his  own  bosom,  or  earnestly  impart  to  other  minds,  without 
earning  a  reward  which  wiU  render  human  applause  insignificant^ 
or  reduce  the  neglect  of  the  world  to  a  matter  of  comparative 
indifference. 
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On  the  origiual  appearance  in  the  'Edinburgh  Review'  of  Oie 
EsBays  contained  in  these  vohimea,  they  were  condemned,  by  some, 
sa  casting  only  a  furtive  and  timid  glance  at  those  sacred  topics 
■which  miiat  He  at  the  foundation  of  all  ecclesiastial  biography.  To 
the  author  himself,  however,  it  had  appeared  impossible  to  assign 
to  such  topics  their  due  prominence  in  a  journal  devoted  to  acieace, 
to  literature,  and  to  politics.  But,  on  republishing  tlieae  papers 
in  his  own  person,  and  with  hia  nauae,  he  contracts  and  a^-know- 
ledges  the  obligation  to  supply,  as  far  as  may  be  in  his  power,  the 
omissions  which  formerly  appeared  to  liim  inevitable.  He  is  even 
solicitous  to  avow,  without  reserve,  the  opinions  which  have  heea 
rather  suggested  or  assumed,  than  explicitly  stated,  in  the  preceding 
pages.  Having  celebrated,  with  almost  equal  zeal,  the  characters 
of  many  who  maintained  creeds  and  worshipped  under  forms 
widely  contrasted  with  each  other,  he  is  desirous  to  disclaim  that 
state  of  mind  to  which  all  religious  distinctions  are  insignificant, 
and  to  explain  why  the  reverence  of  all  the  members  of  the  great 
Christian  family  is,  in  his  judgment,  due  alike  to  many  who  have 
belonged  to  each  of  the  great  sections  of  which  it  is  compoecd. 
Great  as  must  be  his  liability  to  error  on  such  a  subject,  he 
rejoices  to  know  that  such  errors  can  hardly  be  injiirioiifl  to 
any  one.  No  authority  will  be  attached  by  any  other  inquirer 
to  the  mere  '  (luesses  at  Truth '  of  a  man,  who  (unlike  the 
profound  and  large-minded  scholars  who  have  appropriated  t^i* 
title  to  some  of  their  matiirest  thoughts)  is  destitute  of  tb» 
advantage  of  a  theological  education,  and  has  throughout  but 
life  been  deeply  involved,  with  scai'cely  any  interval,  in  aecular 
affairs.  Vet,  to  assist  as  far  as  possible  in  the  detection  of  any 
fallacies  by  which  he  may  have  been  misled,  he  will  attempt  to 
render  an  account  of  the  reasons  by  which  he  has  been  guided ; 
taking  Jiis  departure  from  principles  which  he  supposes  to  be 
elementary. 

From  our  Eedeemer  himself  we  have  learnt  what  are  the  two 
commandments  on   which  bang  all  the  law   and   the   propbeta 
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From  the  disciple  who  lay  in  his  bosom,  and  whom  he  selected  as 
the  channel  of  his  higher  revelfttionB,  we  have  learnt  what  are  the 
two  truths  on  which  hang  all  the  other  doctrines  of  the  Gospel. 
The  first  is,  that  God  is  light— the  second  is,  that  God  is  love. 

God  is  light.  He  ia  light,  inherent,  pure,  and  inexhaustible. 
He  ia  also  light  diffusive,  or  'the  Father  of  lights.'  From  him,  as 
from  an  ever-salient  fountain,  light  flows  out  to  his  whole  animate 
creation.  But  to  each  different  order  of  living  beings  it  flows  in 
infinitely  varied  degrees  of  intensity  and  clearness.  It  comes  to 
each  throiigh  various  mediums  by  which  it  is  refracted.  It  is  dis- 
coloured in  each  by  the  corruptions  of  the  recipient,  or  obscured 
by  their  infirmities.  Light,  though  from  Heaven  itself,  when 
transmitted  through  the  exlialations  of  earth,  may  mislead  even 
thoae  whom  it  illuminat'es. 

From  God  we  derive  the  light  of  our  Animal  Instincts — that  is, 
our  natural  appetencies,  and  our  natural  aversions  towards  material 
things.  But  the  sorrows  of  a  world,  groaning  beneath  the  curse  of 
intemperance,  proclaim  that  they  wbo  were  formed  in  the  image 
and  likeness  of  their  Creator,  can  never  be  guided  into  the  ways  of 
wisdom,  or  into  the  paths  of  peace  by  appetite  alone. 

From  Gud  we  derive  the  light  of  our  Sensitive  Instincts — that  is, 
thoAe  sympathies  and  antipathies  which  are  the  bonds  of  attach- 
ment or  the  sources  of  ilisimion  amongst  mankind.  But  to  trust  to 
our  passions  alone  to  conduct  us  to  the  repose  of  the  soul — the 
haven  of  our  rest  and  our  true  happiness — would  be  as  reasonable 
as  to  navigate  the  ocean  without  rudder,  chart,  or  compass,  at  the 
bidding  of  each  shifting  breeze  and  devious  current. 

From  God  we  derive  the  light  of  our  Intellectual  Instincts — 
that  is,  those  intuitions  or  convictions  of  the  mind  which  are 
common  to  the  whole  race  of  man,  which  form  the  latent  baaia  of 
all  our  argumentations,  and  to  which  we  inevitably,  though  often 
unconsciously,  refer  as  the  test  by  which  to  ascertain  the  soundness 
of  all  our  inferences.  Such,  for  example,  la  the  indestructible 
belief  in  our  own  individuality  —  in  the  reality  of  the  relation  of 
cause  and  effect — in  the  real  existence  of  the  objects  revealed  to  us 
by  our  senses — in  the  recurrence  of  the  same  sequencea  when  all 
the  antecedents  are  the  name — with  many  other  of  those  first 
principles  which  are  implied  in  all  our  words,  and  aaaumed  in  all 
our  thoughts.  Vet  how  insufficient  these  first  axioms  are  to  lead 
us  to  true  wisdom,  is  attested  by  the  incurable  discords  of  the 
wisest  There  are  depths  of  ignorance,  and  abysses  of  self-inflicted 
misery,  into  which  the  possession  of  these  great  elements  of  know- 
ledge has  never  prevented,  and  never  can  prevent,  the  great  body 
of  mankind  from  plunging. 
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From  God  we  derive  the  light  of  our  Judicial  Instincts — thai' 
is,  of  conscieuce,  the  interior  tribunal  by  which  we  are  eithefj 
approved  or  coudemned,  in  the  ane  we  make  of  that  measure' 
of  free  will  and  of  free  agency  which  ia  entrusted  to  us.  Thij 
is  the  restraint  which  the  Author  of  that  awful  power  has 
imposed  on  the  improper,  the  capricious,  or  the  ai'hitrary  use 
it.  But  the  accuracy  of  all  judicial  sentences  depends  on  t 
knowledge,  the  capacity,  the  patience,  and  the  impartiality  of 
judge.  Who  will  venture  to  claim  for  the  judge  within  his  own 
bosom,  the  possession  of  those  qualifications  in  a  perfect,  or  even 
in  an  eminent  degree  ?  In  what  tongue  or  language  hae  not  the 
blindness  of  self-love  passed  into  a  proverb  ?  Who  is  the  maa 
whose  mental  vision  is  not  obstructed  by  some  beam,  as  often  as  i1 
is  directed  to  the  survey  of  his  own  heart,  or  of  bis  own  conduct  ? 
■  From  God  we  derive  the  light  of  our  Moral  Instincts  —  that  ia, 
of  those  pains  and  pleasures  which  wait  on  the  judgments  of  tho 
conscience,  and  form  the  sanctions  of  the  law  written  on  the  heart* 
This  sensibility  renders  us  the  executioners  on  ourselves  of  the  i 
tenoes  authorised  by  that  law,  and  promulgated  by  that  judge. 
those  sentences  were  invariably  right,  and  if  they  as  invariably' 
awakened  in  us  the  corresponding  sentiment,  whether  pleasurable 
or  painful,  in  its  proper  measure  and  due  intensity,  the  constitution 
of  OUT  nature  would  be  perfect,  and  sin  and  sorrow  would  take  their 
flight  from  our  world.  But  the  light  of  moral  sentiment  fails  ua 
because  our  self-aii judications  are  so  often  erroneous,  and  because 
our  sensibility  is  subject  to  a  continual  decay.  Like  our  other 
affections,  it  retains  its  vitality  and  power,  just  so  far  as  it  is  per- 
mitted to  regulate  our  conduct,  and  no  farther.  Emotions,  followed 
by  no  practical  results,  first  become  dormant  and  then  extinct ;  and 
this  is  true  of  self-complacency  and  of  remorse,  as  much  as  of  any 
other  of  our  feelings. 

From  God  we  derive  the  light  of  our  Social  Instincts  —  that 
the  reflected  light  of  the  judgments  of  other  men.  By  adopting 
their  opinions,  we  become,  as  it  were,  spectators  of  the  stage  on 
■which  we  are  ourselves  the  actors,  and  applaud  or  condemn  our  owtt 
conduct  with  a  sort  of  borrowed  impartiality.  But  the  same  soci^ 
nature  which  bestows  this  light  also  olwcures  it.  For  that  nature 
induces  or  rather  constrains  us  to  adjust  our  own  standard  of  right 
and  wrong  to  the  level  of  the  maxims,  the  habits,  and  the  senti- 
ments of  the  society  of  which  we  are  members,  however  low  that 
level  may  happen  to  be. 

From  God  we  derive  the  light  of  Understanding — that  ia,  of' 
the  faculty  which  observes  and  reflects,  which  collects,  premise^ 
and  deduces  inferences;  which  has  truth  for  Us  object  and  logic 
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for  its  guide.  They  who  are  most  largely  endowed  with  this  mPDtal 
power,  are  accustomed  to  assign  to  it  a  supremacy  to  which  it  is, 
in  their  judgment,  absurd  to  suppose  that  any  other  faculty  of  the 
mind  can  be  superior  or  co-ordinate.  They  maintain,  that  he  who 
argues  against  the  absolute  dominion  of  the  intellect  admits,  in 
efifect,  the  very  proposition  which  he  denies  in  terms ;  and  attempts, 
by  a  process  of  reasoning,  to  show  that  reasoning  is  not  a  pro- 
cess on  which  reliance  may  be  placed.  Yet  the  idolaters  of  the 
human  understanding  had  need  be  sustained  by  a  very  potent 
faith.  Our  dialectics  have  indeed  ascertained  some  of  the  laws  of 
the  material  world.  But  what  is  that  problem,  in  the  inquiries 
which  most  concern  us,  of  which  they  have  afforded  to  mankind  a 
solution  in  which  all  unanimously  acquiesce?  What  has  the 
logical  faculty  ascertained  respecting  our  relations  to  Him  who 
made  us  —  or  our  duties  to  Him  or  to  each  other  —  or  our  prospects 
beyond  the  grave — or  the  structilre  of  our  minds  —  or  the  relation 
of  the  mind  to  the  body — or  even  respecting  our  highest  tem- 
poral interests  in  political,  social,  and  domestic  life  ?  On  these 
topics  the  logicians  of  every  age  have  been  labouring  since  the 
creation  of  our  race.  Is  there  one  moral  truth  which  they  have 
placed  beyond  the  reach  of  controversy  ?  Is  there  any  one  false- 
hood in  moral  science  on  which  they  have  inflicted  an  incurable 
death  wound?  One  position,  indeed,  and  only  one,  relating  to 
things  not  material,  they  seem  to  have  made  imassailably  secure. 
It  is  the  position,  that  logic  can  discover  for  us  guides  more 
trustworthy  than  itself,  and  can  demonstrate  their  authority  over  us. 
And  to  have  conducted  us  to  such  guides  is,  in  fact,  the  highest 
triumph  which  the  human  understanding  can  boast. 

From  Grod  we  derive  the  light  of  Human  Authority  —  that  is, 
the  teaching  of  our  fellow  men,  whether  they  address  us  by  the 
voice  of  ancient  tradition,  or  of  modem  opinion  —  whether  they 
speak  to  us  as  parents  or  as  preceptors,  as  philosophers  or  as  divines. 
Yet  so  inconsistent  are  the  demands  made  upon  our  assent  by  our 
various  teachers,  and  so  nearly  do  their  claims  to  our  confidence 
seem  to  balance  each  other,  that  the  injunction  to  *  call  no  man 
master,'  had  been  laid  upon  us  by  human  wisdom,  long  before  it 
was  sanctioned  by  Him  in  whom  was  impersonated  the  fulness  of 
the  divine  wisdom. 

From  God  we  derive  the  light  of  Eevelation  — and  what  tongue, 
of  men  or  of  angels,  can  converse  in  terms  befitting  so  lofty  a 
theme  ?  The  Holy  Scriptures  differ  from  other  writings  in  kind, 
rather  than  in  degree.  They,  and  they  alone,  have  taught  us 
whatever  it  most  concerns  us  to  know  of  Him  who  made  us,  and  of 
ourselves  —  of  the  relations  in  which  we  stand  to  Him,  and  of  the 
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dutie8  wliich  those  relations  impose  upon  us.  They,  and  they 
only,  have  disclosed  to  us  the  oattire,  the  consequences,  and  tbe 
remedies  of  sin.  In  them  we  have  the  portraiture,  not  elsewhere 
to  be  found,  of  the  highest  perfection  attainable  by  our  fall™ 
humanity,  and  of  that  infinitely  higher  perfection  which,  though 
ideal  in  our  race,  was  real  and  absolute  in  Him  who  Jived  and  diet! 
to  redeem  ua.  The  Bible  is  the  sanctuary  from  out  of  which  issue 
voices  adapted  to  every  exigency  of  human  life,  and  to  eveiy 
various  form  of  human  utterance;  but,  amidet  that  boundlesi 
variety,  all  haimonious  in  the  inculcation  of  a  holiness  otherwise 
imknown  and  unimE^ned  amongst  men.  It  is  the  point  of  con- 
vergence where  meet  history  and  biography,  sacred  aong  and 
weighty  apophthegm,  parable  and  proverb,  law  and  prophecy,  argu- 
ment and  expostiUation,  all  steeped  and  imbued  in  the  colours  of 
oiu-  mortal  nature,  and  moidded  into  its  forms,  and  yet  ail  instinct 
with  the  divinity  of  their  common  origin.  It  is  the  joint  work  of 
princes  and  of  peasants,  of  sages  and  of  fishermen,  of  saints  and  of 
puhHcans,  all  speaking  in  the  same  elevated  tone,  and  all  breath- 
ing the  same  pure  spirit,  through  a  long  succession  of  fifteen  cen- 
turies. It  everywhere  points  to  one  great  Being  as  the  common 
object  and  centre  of  all  revealed  truth ;  an  incarnation  of  deity, 
towards  whom  prophets  and  evangelists  alike  direct  their  adoring 
gaze,  who  imparts  unity  of  design  to  the  whole  composition,  and 
in  whom  tbe  incommunicable  attributes  of  the  divine  nature  an 
reconciled  with  the  essential  conditions  of  the  nature  of  man. 

And  yet  what  is  that  doctrine,  what  that  ecclesiastical  polity. 
what  that  system  of  moral  obligation,  in  supfwrt  of  which  the  BiUe 
is  not  confidently  quoted  by  contending  mid titudes  ?  The  Catholic 
finds  in  it  seven  sacraments.  The  Quaker  discovers  t"  at  in  the 
system  of  the  sacred  writers,  sacraments  have  no  place  or  existence 
whatever.  To  the  adherents  of  the  Niceoe  Creeii  the  Scriptures 
disclose  a  doctrine  which  reduces  the  thoughts  of  the  heart  to  the 
silent  adoration  of  a  mystery  incapable  of  adequate  expreflsioD. 
To  those  who  reject  that  creed,  the  same  pages  appear  to  declare 
that  doctrine  to  be  nothing  less  than  a  profane  idolatry.  To  the 
followers  of  Augustine,  the  Bible  appeajs  to  teach  fatalism ;  to  tbe 
disciples  of  Pelagiiis,  an  arbitrary  freedom  of  the  human  -will,  aiMt 
the  consequent  contingency  of  all  the  events  of  human  life.  Som* 
find  in  revelation  commands  to  baptize  infants,  to  keep  holy  the 
first  day  of  the  week,  and  to  revere  in  bishops  the  legitimate  suc- 
cessors of  the  apostles ;  while  others  declare  that  it  is  absohitely 
silent  on  all  these  subjects.  The  necessity  of  a  virtuous  life  to  a 
happy  existence  after  death  is,  to  some  eyes,  disclosed  in  the  Word 
of  God  as  with  a  sunbeam ;  and  there  are  those  who  declare  them- 


seivCB  unable  to  discover  in  it  the  announcement  of  any  such  in 
lUspeiiBftble  connection.  Thus,  with  the  same  end  in  view,  and 
with  the  same  guide-book  in  their  hands,  crowds  are  thronging 
different,  nay,  opposite  paths,  and  all  asserting,  with  apparently 
equal  confidence,  that  the  path  they  pursue  is  that  which  the  Book 


Shall  we  then  conclude  that  this  celestial  guide  is  e 
equivocal  ?  God  forbid  1  Or  shall  we  say,  that  of  the  so  many 
paths  thus  pursued  by  so  many  contending  sects,  there  la  one,  and 
only  one,  which  is  trodden  by  the  honest,  the  candid,  and  the  up- 
right, and  that  all  who  deviate  from  that  one  path,  are  the  victims 
of  their  own  levity,  or  prejudice,  or  insincerity?  Or  may  we  not 
find  some  other  explanation  of  this  phenomenon,  compatible  at 
once  with  the  reverence  due  to  the  sacred  canon,  and  with  the 
charity  due  by  every  man  to  his  brother  ? 

First,  then,  let  it  be  considered  that  whenever  the  divine  voice 
breaks  the  otherwise  uuinterrupted  silence  between  heaven  and 
earth,  such  an  occurrence  supposes  either  that  man  shall  be  pre- 
pared for  the  reception  of  that  voice  by  some  organic  change  in  hia 
nature,  or  that  his  Creator  should  address  faim  in  human  language. 
But  human  language  being  impressed  with  all  the  iuiirmities,  and 
darkened  by  all  the  mental  obscurities  of  those  who  have  invented, 
employed,  and  modified  it,  must  be  a  most  imperfect  vehicle  and 
exponent  of  thought.  Consequently,  communications  reaching  us, 
even  from  the  Deity  himself,  through  the  channel  of  our  own  words 
and  ideas,  must  partake,  more  or  less,  of  the  indistinctness  and 
ambiguity  inseparable  from  all  our  thoughts  and  all  our  discourse. 

Nor  must  it  be  forgotten  that  the  Scriptiires  are  written  in  lan- 
guages totally  unknown  to  the  vast  body  of  those  who  read  them, 
and  that  incomparably  the  most  important  part  of  the  Scriptiues 
(that  is,  the  words  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  himself)  are  known 
to  the  moat  learned  only  by  a  translation.  Here,  then,  is  another 
source  of  the  diversity  of  oiy  judgments  about  the  real  sense  of 
the  Word  of  God.  For  example,  the  whole  controversy  regard- 
ing transubstantiation  rests  ou  the  precise  meaning  of  a  Greek 
sentence,  tovto  ion  to  o^&na  ^v\  words  which  it  is  perfectly  cer- 
tain that  Christ  never  uttered.  In  this,  as  in  other  cases,  we  can 
only  conjecture  what  his  very  words  were ;  and,  in  the  wide  field 
of  conjecture,  it  is  morally  impossible  that  a  real  unanimity  of 
judgment  should  prevail. 

This  source  of  doubt  was  inevitable.  If  our  divine  Master 
had  spoken  to  the  multitudes  which  thronged  him,  or  even  to  the 
chosen  twelve,  in  the  tongues  of  Greece  or  of  Rome,  He  would 
have  been  unintelligible  to  them  ;  for,  until  the  day  of  Pentecost 


even  Peter  and  John  were  perceived  to  lie  '  unlearned  and  ig^H 
rant  men.'  Tbe  S)TO-ChaIdaic  was,  tlierefore,  the  only  articuUH 
speech  through  which  it  was  possible  that  Christ  should  reach  saS  \ 
inform  their  understandings.  Doubtless,  iudeed,  had  such  hem 
His  good  pleasure,  He  might  have  employed  for  that  purpose  the 
langu^e  of  Plato  or  of  Cicero,  and  might  have  miraculously  en- 
abled His  auditors  iirst  to  understand,  and  afterwards  to  record  liU 
words.  But  adorable  was  the  wisdom  and  the  grace  which  de- 
cided otiierwise!  If  we  had  possessed  in  Greek  or  in  Latin  tie 
very  expressions  of  Him  who  spake  as  never  man  spake,  vhut 
would  have  been  the  unavoidable  result  ?  What  but  this  —  that  ■ 
the  Scaligers  and  the  Bentlejs  of  each  successive  age  would  have 
usurped  over  the  minds  of  their  illiterate  fellove  Christiana  u 
authority  even  more  despotic  than  that  which  they  have  hitherto 
claimed  and  exercised?  Our  blessed  Lord  did  not  see  fit  Uwt 
linguists,  and  critics,  and  grammarians,  and  lexicographers  should 
thus  he  enabled  to  interpose  between  Himself  and  tho8e  whom, 
imtil  the  end  of  time.  He  condescended  to  instruct.  Sneaking 
through  his  original  audience  to  all  nations,  and  people,  and 
tongues,  and  kindred  of  the  earth.  He  employed  an  universal  lan- 
guage —  a  language  of  which  the  sense  is  still  essentially  the  budie^ 
and  is  still  perceptible,  in  substance,  to  every  honest  intjuirer,  in 
all  tbe  various  versions  into  which  it  has  been  translated,  in  all  tlu 
dialects  and  idioms  of  mankind.  It  is  the  language  of  parakls 
and  proverb,  of  metaphor  and  of  contrast  It  is  a  language  steeped 
in  an  imagery  drawn  from  whatever  is  most  familiar,  pathetic, 
and  beautiful,  in  the  homely  realities  of  man's  daily  exietence. 
It  is  a  language  which  at  once  interprets  to  us  the  life  of  Him 
by  whom  it  was  uttered,  and  receives  from  His  life  its  owb 
most  constant,  simple,  and  impresave  interpretation.  SuppoM 
that  the  story  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  or  of  the  Rich  Man  and  LazanA 
—  that  the  parable  of  the  Sower,  or  of  the  Talents,  —  that  tbe 
benediction  on  Mary  of  Bethany,  or  the  lamentation  over  J<tm- 
salem,^that  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  or  the  awful  prayer 
poured  out  immediately  before  He  entered  into  the  garden  ^rilh 
his  disciples,  —  had  been  pronounced,  not  in  the  Syro-Chaldaic 
tongue,  but  in  the  language  of  the  Academy,  and  had  Iwen  re- 
corded for  our  information  in  the  precise  form  of  words  In  which 
they  were  so  delivered,  could  they  have  conveyed  their  real  mean- 
ing with  more  precision  or  with  greater  force?  Could  they  have 
been  more  universally  welcomed,  or  more  thoroughly  digested  by 
all  the  families  of  man,  in  all  the  varying  conditions  of  num's 
morfal  existence  ?  Would  they  have  home  a  more  distinct  or  ift- 
dclihle  impress  of  His  divine  love  and  wisdom  ?     Would  th^  have 
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better  fulfilled  those  purposes  of  mercy  which  dictated  them  ?  Or 
rather,  would  not  such  a  transmission  from  one  generation  to  an- 
other of  the  very  words  of  our  Great  Teacher,  even  though  in  the 
glorious  speech  of  Athens,  have  caused  them  to  be  degraded,  still, 
more  than  they  have  hitherto  been  degraded,  into  themes  of  philo- 
logical debate,  for  learned  trifling,  for  arrogant  criticism,  and  for 
the  dogmatical  interpretations  of  those  who,  at  all  times,  aspire  to 
a  scholastic  lordship  over  the  heritage  of  Christ  ?  How  narrow 
the  capacity,  how  feeble  the  faith,  which  cannot  or  will  not  per- 
ceive that,  in  employing  not  the  noblest  and  the  most  subtle,  but 
one  of  the  poorest  and  least  elevated  of  the  instruments  of  dis- 
course ever  used  among  civilised  men,  the  Saviour  of  our  race  de- 
monstrated that  his  thoughts  were  not  as  our  thoughts ;  but  that, 
when  enveloped  in  any  garb  of  human  speech,  however  humble, 
they  would  pass  freely  and  unmutilated  from  mind  to  mind,  fron> 
nation  to  nation,  and  from  age  to  age,  by  a  law  applying  to  them 
alone,  and  inapplicable  to  the  highest  conceptions,  and  to  the  most 
eloquent  discourse,  of  any  created  intelligence ! 

There  are  also  large  opportunites  for  honest  differences  of  inter- 
pretation of  Holy  Scripture,  arising  from  the  admitted  variations 
between  the  different  books  of  the  Bible,  and  the  different  parts  of 
the  same  books,  in  what  respects  the  plenitude  of  the  inspiration  of 
each.  Without  entering  on  a  subject  so  replete  with  difficulty,  it 
may  sufficiently  explain  the  disagreements  of  Christians  in  the  con- 
clusions which  they  gather  from  the  Bible,  that  the  Bible  of  the 
greater  number  of  them  contains  many  books  which  are  excluded 
from  the  Bible  of  the  minority ;  and  that  few,  if  any,  educated 
men,  acknowledge  the  same  authority  in  every  passage  of  what  they 
receive  as  holy  writ,  or  have  come  to  any  clear  agreement  as  to  the 
passages  to  which  the  highest  sanction  belongs. 

But  a  far  more  important  explanation  than  any  of  these,  of  the 
discord  between  interpreters,  is  to  be  found  in  the  very  structure 
and  design  both  of  the  Old  Testament  and  of  the  New.  They  are 
not^  and  were  never  meant  to  be,  what  Urim  and  Thummim  once 
were.  They  have  no  positive  mandates  or  oracular  responses  for 
the  guidance  of  individual  inquirers  in  specific  cases.  The  saiies 
sanctorum  were  as  gross  a  superstition  as  searching  the  entrails  of 
victims,  or  watching  the  flight  of  birds.  The  Bible  speaks  not  to 
the  eye,  but  to  the  intellect — ^not  to  the  ear,  but  to  the  soul.  It 
yields  its  precious  ores  not  to  those  who  merely  search  the  surface, 
but  to  those  only  who  laboriously  penetrate  its  mines.  To  extract 
the  real  spirit  of  any  one  passage,  many  passages  must  be  studied. 
To  become  a  scriptural  interpreter,  a  man  must  have  a  scriptural 
mind,  and  be  living  a  scriptural  life.     To  those  who  approach  thisi 
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divine  light,  in  any  temper  leas  diligent  or  kss  deToot  than 
opens  ioDunier&ble  sources  of  error.  The  Bible  abounds  in  ezMii| 
some  of  which  were  never  designed  to  be  models  for  the  imiuti-jo 
of  any  one,  and  many  of  which  are  unfit  for  our  own  iipitatiotL  It 
abounds  iu  threatenings  and  promises  detached  from  their  impli«J. 
though  real,  conditions.  It  has  many  precepts  thrown  int«  the  foro 
of  parados  — many  parables  involved  in  purposed  obscurity  —  maoT 
sacred  songs  in  which  the  genius  of  poetry  expands  iteelf  In  the 
abrupt,  elliptical,  and  figurative  language  of  iuu^ination  and  pan 
sion  —  many  proverbs  in  which  epigram  and  antithess  arc  ^nployel 
to  embellish  the  bald  precision  of  moral  truth  —  many-  dramatw 
dialogues,  in  which  the  conflict  of  opinion  supposes  some  of  ti»e  at 
terlocutors  to  speak  erroneously  —  many  letters  of  which  we  unda- 
stand  most  imperfectly  the  occasions,  the  allusions,  and  the  conted 

—  and  innumerable  references  to  customs,  to  laws,  to  moAia  ol 
thought,  and  modes  of  action,  many  of  which  are  utterly  fraviga  to 
our  own. 

Is  it,  then,  any  reasonable  cause  of  surprise,  that  the  diffrrenl 
students  of  the  Bible  should  deduce  from  it  so  great  a  variety  of 
conflicting  opinions,  and  of  rules  of  conduct  opposed  to  each  other? 

—  or  that  so  vast  an  accumulation  of  narratives  and  par^>lo^of 
threatenings  and  promises,  of  hymns  and  proverbs,  of  letters  and 
prophecies,  throw-n  out  in  eo  free  a  spirit,  and  so  usually  discos 
nected  from  the  restrictions  and  qualifications  cont«inpIaled  by  tbeir 
authors,  should  be  intelligible  only  to  the  few  who  carefully  collaltv 
diligently  balance,  and  devoutly  meditate  them  ? 

From  God  we  derive  that  true  light  which  ligbteth  evety  mao 
that  Cometh  into  the  world  —  that  is,  the  light  that  emanates  from 
the  person  of  Christ  himself.  He  is  revealt-d  to  us,  not  as  u  niefo 
teacher  or  prophet,  but  as  in  all  nges  a  real  and  living  presence  is 
hie  Church  —  as  one  to  whom  we  bear  a  spiritual  conaangiiinily — 
as  at  once  high  and  l.oly  in  a  sense  which  no  human  language  can 
express,  and  yet  a  very  man,  bone  of  our  bone,  and  flesh  of  oM 
flesh  —  as  so  intimately  known  to  us,  that  in  every  exigency  of  our 
own  lives,  imagination  can  place  him  before  us  as  at  once  an  «*- 
ample  and  a  monitor  —  as  satisfying  that  craving  of  our  natUR^ 
which,  in  its  abuse,  conducts  us  to  idolatiy,  by  reducing  what  would 
otherwise  be  an  impersonal,  and  almost  evanescent  abstractiuo,  intu 
a  definite,  palpable,  and  familiar  form  —  as  Bympatliisin|r  with  all 
our  feelings  which  are  either  good  or  blameless,  and 
even  while  be  condemns,  the  feelings  fatal  to  our  owi 
as  having  partaken  of  all  our  sorrows,  and  of  some  of  our  inao 
and  highest  enjoyments  —  as  at  once  our  atoning  sacrifice,  and 
high  priest  by  whom  that  sacrifice  is  offered  —  as  Himself  the  W 
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the  Truth,  and  the  Life  —  as  the  Head  in  which  all  the  members 
are  united,  the  Stem  from  which  all  the  branches  draw  their  nutri- 
ment, the  Shepherd  by  whom  all  the  flock  are  gathered  and  pro- 
tected within  the  same  fold. 

From  God,  also,  we  derive  that  awful  interior  light  which  the 
dying  Saviour  promised,  and  which  the  ascending  Saviour  bestowed 
—  that  other  glory  of  the  Christian  system,  and  inestimable  privi- 
lege of  the  Christian  Church,  by  means  of  which  the  definite,  the 
palpable,  and  the  familiar  is  withdrawn,  to  make  way  for  a  presence 
(undefinable,  imperceptible,  yet  not  impersonal)  of  holiness,  of 
power,  and  of  love  —  a  presence  dwelling  in  a  silent,  though  real 
communion  with  the  intellect  and  the  affections  of  man  —  a  pre- 
sence invoked  by  prayer,  retained  by  obedience,  grieved  by  sin,  and 
excluded  by  obduracy  —  a  presence  which  suggests  to  the  soul  all 
heaven-bom  thoughts,  and  casts  out  all  unhallowed  imaginations, 
and  awakens  that  dawn  of  day  which,  if  unobstructed  by  our  own 
perverseness,  will  gradually  heighten  to  the  very  noontide  of  spiri- 
tual wisdom. 

It  may  seem  a  mere  contradiction  to  assert  or  to  suppose  that  in 
this  rich  effluence  of  light  derived  from  Him  whom  we  adore  as 
incarnate  Deity,  and  from  Him  whom  we  revere  as  indwelling 
Deity,  darkness  should  yet  overcast  the  faculties  we  derive  from 
Him  whom  we  worship  as  creative  Deity.  It  should,  however,  be 
considered,  that  it  is  to  the  pure  in  heart,  and  to  them  alone,  that 
it  is  permitted  to  see  God  —  that  it  is  only  if  the  eye  be  single  that 
the  body  can  be  full  of  light  —  that  if  the  light  within  us  be  dark- 
ness, there  is  no  measure  for  the  depth  of  that  darkness  —  that  as 
to  the  production  of  vision  by  the  material  eye,  it  is  necessary  not 
only  that  the  pure  rays  of  light  should  reach  the  retina,  but  that 
the  component  humours  of  the  eye  itself  should  be  blended  toge- 
ther in  limpid  purity;  so  lights  though  proceeding  from  Deity 
himself,  will  produce  no  optical  result  on  the  mental  lens  which  is 
darkened  by  the  predominance  of  sensuality,  or  worldly  minded- 
ness,  or  any  other  debasing  passion. 

Thus  placed  at  the  point  of  convergence  of  so  many  distinct 
beams  of  light,  all  originally  springing  from  the  same  heavenly 
source,  yet  all  distorted  and  discoloured  or  obstructed  in  their  pro- 
gress by  the  mediums  through  which  they  pass,  man,  even  when 
gifted  with  the  clearest  and  the  strongest  vision,  cannot  but  be  to 
a  great  extent  perplexed  and  confused.  His  instincts,  his  imder- 
standing,  his  conscience,  his  moral  sentiments,  his  human  teachers, 
his  written  oracles,  his  divine  guides,  all  address  him  in  voices 
which,  though  capable  of  reconcilement,  cannot  always  be  promptly 
reconciled.     If  he  refuses  his  attention  and  reverence  to  any  one 
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of  them,  it.  is  at  the  immiDcnt  liazard  of  inducing  a  misap][ 
bension  of  the  meaniug  of  the  rest.     To  perceive  and  seize  tin 
harmony  which  pervades  them  all,  ia  the  great  triumph  and  the 
high  reward  of  wisdom.      To  be  deaf  to   that  harmony,    ia    the 
almost  universal  condition  of  those  who,  without  reason,  cluim  to,— 
be  wise. 

Perfectly  to  combine  into  one  pencil  all  the  confluent  rays  o 
these  various  lights  from  heaven, —  harmoniously  to  unite  in  oiM 
strain  all  these  voices,  which  reach  us  simultaneously  from  I 
same  divine  source  of  knowledge,  —  is  an  attainment  so  eubiini 
and  arduoua,  as  to  baffle  the  utmost  efforts  of  our  un^ded  re« 
Yet  it  is  an  attainment  indispensable  to  the  formation  in  the  he* 
of  man  of  that  living  similitude  to  Christ  himself  in  which  all  to 
Christianity  consists.  Reverently,  therefore,  but  with  unhesitating) 
confidence,  we  turn  to  the  revealed  word  of  God  for  assistance  i 
this  great  exigency  of  our  intellectual  and  moral  natnre,  and  i 
that  word  we  read  that  all-embracing  truth,  which  Christ  hiniseK 
lived  to  illustrate  in  action,  and  which  it  was  given  to  His  belove< 
disciple  to  concentrate  in  speech,  —  the  truth,  namely,  that  ' 

The  Hebrew  psalmist  knew,  and  even  the  Grecian  rhapsodists 
occasionally  surmised,  that  '  God  is  loving  imto  every  man,  and 
that  His  mercy  is  over  all  His  works.'     That  God  is  love,  is  an 
infinitely  deeper  discovery.     It  reveals  to  us  that  awfiJ  Being,  whow 
is  so  infinitely  exalted  above  our  knowledge,  as  admitting  of  some^ 
approach  to  definition   by  that   sentiment  which,   of  all   others,  ii 
the  most  familiar  to  oiu-  consciousness.     It  enables  us  to  disc 
however  faintly  and  obscurely,  the  moral  nature  of  oxir  Creator  ii 
the  yet  remaining  traces  in  ourselves  of  His  own  image  and  likt 
ness,  in  which  our  first  progenitor  was  created. 

He  who  acknowledges  Deity,  must  also  acknowledge  that  He  i 
the  '  Father  Almighty,  the  Maker  of  all  things  visible  and  i' 
ble.^  This  is,  indeed,  the  indispensable  basis  of  all  truth,  pbymoa 
moral,  and  religious.  It  is  denied  by  no  man  possessing  a  reasODj 
able  understanding, —  probably  by  no  man  of  a  sane  mind.  ~ 
the  inferences  deduced  from  it  by  some  of  our  teachere  are  of  E 
inferior  authority.  Of  those  inferences,  one  of  the  most  ancient^ 
and  the  most  commonly  received  is,  that  the  eternity  of  matter  ii 
a  dogma  inconsistent  with  theism.  For  (it  is  alleged)  the  cam 
must  of  nece,ssity  precede  the  effect.  The  produce  can  never  exi 
except  in  sequence  to  th»  producer.  The  maker  of  any  thi 
must  needs  have  existed  in  priority  to  that  which  he  has  n 
The  maker  of  all  things  must  have  had  his  being  when  as  yet  thai 
was  no  otherthing.     But  that  being  could  itself  have  had  i 
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mencement.  There  was,  therefore  (so  it  is  inferred),  an  eternity 
inhabited  by  Deity  alone,  in  a  profound  and  unbroken  solitude, 
before  the  creation  of  the  material  or  immaterial  universe. 

Now  they  who  thus  reason  are  taking  for  granted,  that  whatever 
is  imiversally  true  of  those  modes  of  existence  with  which  we  are 
conversant,  must  also  be  true  of  all  other  modes  of  existence. 
They  assume  that  time  —  that  is,  the  succession  of  events  or  of 
thoughts,  —  is  an  eternal,  an  universal,  and  a  necessary  part  of  the 
law  of  all  being.  They  thus  ascribe  the  properties  of  time  to 
eternity,  —  that  is,  to  a  state  in  which,  by  the  hypothesis,  time  was 
not.  They  venture  to  discourse  of  an  eternity y  which,  on  reaching 
a  certain  epoch,  carrve  to  an  end  I  and  indulge  in  the  use  of  words, 
to  which  it  is  impossible  either  for  themselves  or  for  any  one  else  to 
attach  any  real  meaning.  This  extravagant  and  presumptuous  dog- 
matising in  the  science  of  universal  ontology  is,  however,  only  one 
of  the  futile  attempts  which  man  so  continually  makes  to  overleap 
the  impassable  limits  of  his  knowledge.  Speculations  so  wild  and 
80  audacious  would  be  best  opposed  by  silence,  were  they  not  urgent 
to  consequences  which  demand  at  least  a  transient  notice.  Among 
those  consequences  is  the  irreverent  assumption  that  until  some 
definite  era,  He  who  is  love  had  no  object  and  no  exercise  for  that 
essential  condition  of  his  very  being.  But,  apart  from  such  as- 
sumption, the  purest  theism  has  nothing  at  variance  with  the  belief 
that  the  eternal  fountain  of  life  has  been  salient  from  all  eternity — 
that  the  creation  is  coeval  with  the  Creator  —  that  to  impart  ex- 
istence to  subordinate  intelligence  is  one  of  the  inherent  attributes 
of  God  — -  and  that  the  Almighty  Source  of  such  derivative  minds, 
has  ever  been  pleased  to  assign  to  them  some  local  abode  and  some 
bodily  integument. 

As  the  objects  of  saints  were  formed  not  for  themselves,  but  for 
the  sentient  minds  to  whose  wants  they  minister ;  so  those  sentient 
minds  were  called  into  existence  not  for  themselves,  but  for  Him  by 
whose  fiat  they  were  made.  And  that  prolific  volition,  what  else 
was  it,  but  the  will  of  Him  who  is  love,  that  His  throne  should  be 
girt  about  by  a  countless  host  of  spirits,  whom  He  might  regard  with 
complacency,  and  enrich  by  His  beneficence  ? 

But  for  complacency,  that  is,  for  the  love  of  a  moral  agent,  there 
can  be  no  place  unless  that  agent  possesses  some  inherent  power 
within  the  limits  of  which  he  is  free.  A  mere  machine,  though  the 
mechanism  be  intellectual  or  moral,  can  never  be  the  object  of  ap- 
probation or  of  esteem  to  any  one  who  is  aware  that  it  has  no  spon- 
taneous movements.  Compulsory  action  can  never  win  for  him  by 
whom  it  is  performed  the  favour  or  the  kindly  regards  of  any  one ; 
not  even  of  him  in  whose  service  the  agent  is  employed. 
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Man  was  tlius  created  free,  that  he  might  he  one  of  Ihe  objecb  , 
of  the  love  of  his  Creator.     Hence  it  followed,  as  an  inevitable  con-  I 
sequence,  that  the  Creator  demanded  from  that  free  agent  a  rettira  I 
of  love.     To  Iiuraan  apprehension,  at  least,  it  is  an   impoasibili^  1 
that  the  subject  of  love  should  not  desire  to  be  the  object  of  lovtt,  J 
Accordingly,  the  first  and  great  commandment  was,   'Thou  sb^l 
love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart,  and  with  all  thy  soul,  aait  I 
with  all  thy  mind,  and  with  all  thy  strength.'     And  the  second  wn* 
like  unto  it.     The  common  Father  of  all  mankind,  regarding  all  His 
children  with  love,  could  not  but  desire,  for  the  sake  of  all,  that 
mutual  love  should  prevail  among  them.     He  therefore  commanded 
each  one  to  love  his  neighbour  aa  himself. 

But  love  which  is  not  spontaneous,  is  love  in  name  only,  not  in 
reali^.  It  waa  of  necessity  left  in  the  choice  of  man,  either  to 
render  to  his  Maker  the  required  tribute  of  affection,  or  to  with- 
hold it.  The  very  purpose  of  his  creation  required  that  he  should 
be  free  to  fulfil  the  great  commandment,  or  to  infringe  it ;  that  he 
should  be  at  liberty  to  do  good,  or  to  do  evil — to  be  holy,  or  to  bo 
sinful.  In  a  world  created  by  Him  who  is  love,  in  order  to  Batisfr 
that  immutable  condition  of  his  own  being,  there  must  there- 
fore of  necessity  have  been  a  place  for  tlie  appearance  of  moral 
evil. 

But  moral  evil,  or  the  withholding  from  the  Author  of  our  being 
the  love  which  He  demands,  must  he  the  parent  of  physical  evil, 
that  is,  of  paiOj.of  suffering,  or  of  sorrow.  For  that  which  infinite 
love,  directed  by  omniscience,  commands,  must  be  the  highest 
good  of  him  to  jy^Jiora  the  command  is  addressed  ;  and  disbbedience 
to  such  commani^  must  consequently  be  the  suicidal  abandonment 
and  rejection  of  ^ittjipiness.  To  prevent  that  suicide,  or  to  reclfum 
the  self-destroyer  into  the  ways  of  peace,  love  will  resort  to  a  di^ 
cipline  aa  stem,  severe,  and  formidable  aa  the  inveteracy  of  Uie 
moral  disorder  may  require.  Such  love  will  never  degenerate  iota 
fondness,  nor  shrink  from  the  infliction  of  any  remedial  puuisb- 
ment,  however  protracted  or  a*ute. 

As  love  can  clothe  and  conceal  itself  in  a  wholesome  rigour  lo 
the  disobedient,  so  it  cannot  but  manifest  itself  in  an  indignaiil 
jealousy  to  the  faithless.  The  first  injunction  of  the  Decalogue  la, 
that  we  regard  Jehovali  as  our  only  God  ;  the  last  is,  in  effect,  t)uU 
we  do  not  alienate  our  hearts  from  Him  to  any  sublunary  good. 
The  commands  which  intervene  between  these  two,  are  all  denun- 
ciations of  His  rivals  in  our  hearts;  that  is,  of  idol  worship,  of 
irreverence,  of  irreligion,  of  self-will,  of  selfishness,  of  sensuality,  of 
■  '      \  and  of  falsehood.     \\'ith  such  rivals,  He  bids  us  know  thai 

^  will  endure  no  compromise. 
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But  love  is  prompt  to  pardon,  easily  entreated,  long  suflFering, 
and  kind.  The  parental  love,  beneath  the  care  of  which  we  live, 
arrests  the  discipline,  and  restrains  the  holy  jealousy  which  we 
provoka  He  remembers  that  we  are  but  dust,  and  will  not  always 
chide,  nor  keep  His  anger  for  ever ;  but  exhibits  to  us  a  mercy  as 
high  as  the  heavens  are  above  the  earth,  and  puts  away  our  sins 
from  us,  as  far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west. 

Love  is  indulgent,  ingenious,  and  profuse,  in  the  multiplication 
of  its  bounties,  and  especially  of  those  bounties  which  have  blame- 
less delight  for  their  only  assignable  object.  Hence  all  the  in- 
definitely varied  tastes,  desires,  and  appetites  of  man,  and  the 
endless  resources  provided  for  the  gratification  of  them.  Philosophy 
has  laboured  to  explain  what  is  the  sublime,  and  what  the  beau- 
tiful. Theology,  declining  these  problems,  finds  that  the  sublime 
and  the  beautiful  reside  in  that  correspondence  between  the  mind 
and  the  objects  of  its  perception,  which  the  love  of  the  Creator  has 
established,  in  order  to  elevate  the  thoughts,  and  to  gladden  the 
hearts  of  His  family  on  earth. 

Love  necessarily  seeks  an  intercourse  with  those  towards  whom 
it  is  directed ;  and  therefore,  in  infinite  condescension  to  our  weak- 
ness, our  Father  in  heaven  was  pleased  to  infuse  the  Divine  Logos*, 
his  own  communicative  energy,  into  one  of  the  children  of  Adam, 
and  through  him,  to  impart  to  us  the  loftiest  thoughts  and  the 
holiest  aspirations  of  which  our  humanity  is  susceptible.  When 
that  presence  was  withdrawn,  and  that  onc«  audible  discourse 
became  silent,  the  same  love  opened  another  channel  of  intercourse 

*  If ;  as  I  have  been  informed^  this  expression^  and  some  similar  words  in  a 
following  page^  are  susceptible  of  a  meaning  opposed  to  that  of  the  creeds  and 
articles  of  the  Church  of  England^  I  have  been  most  infelicitous  in  my  choice 
of  language.  To  myself  my  words  appear  nothing  else  than  a  faithful  transla- 
tion of  those  formularies  on  the  subject  of  the  incamfition,  into  terms  less 
scholastic  and  more  popular.  But  if  any  one  finds  in  them  more  or  less  respect- 
ing that  mysterious  doctrine  than  he  finds  in  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer^  let 
him  be  assured  that  the  seeming  contradiction  results  from  my  unskilfulness  in 
the  use  of  theological  phraseology^  and  not  from  the  very  slightest  purpose  of 
mine  to  dogmatise  on  a  topic  so  sacred;  and  which  to  me  at  least  is  so  impene- 
trably dark;  obseure^  and  incomprehensible.  Without  the  aid  to  be  derived 
from  the  primeval  traditions  of  the  Church;  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  to 
myself  (I  do  not  believe  that  it  would  be  in  the  power  of  any  other  man)  to 
exhibit  this  or  any  other  of  the  great  mysteries  of  the  Christian  faith  in  a  series 
of  coherent,  definite;  and  intelligible  propositions.  But  believing  the  Church  of 
England  to  be  one  of  the  depositories  of  those  traditions,  I  gratefully  accept  her 
guidance  in  the  darkness  by  which  I  am  surrounded.  I  regard  her  creeds  and 
her  other  formularies  as  accurate  and  faithful  representations  of  divine  truth ; 
though  not;  I  confess;  without  venturing  to  think  that  they  also  exhibit  many 
traces  of  the  infirmities  of  the  wisest,  and  of  the  faults  of  the  best  of  the  children 
of  men. 
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with  mankind;  even  that  intercourse  which  the  indwell iug  Com 
forter  maintains  with  the  spirit  and  the  intellect  of  every  true 
Christian,  soothing  his  cares,  animating  hie  resolves,  renewing  his 
strength,  enlarging  tiis  capacity,  enlightening  his  path,  and  sancti- 
fying his  affections. 

And  love  is  ever  prompt  to  make  costly  self-sacrifices;.  No  «[ 
or  language  in  use  among  mankind  can  express,  because  do  humai 
intelligence  can  conceive,  the  true  sense  of  that  revelation  whid 
exhibits  to  us  Him  who  is  love,  as  becoming,  in  the  person  of  Hia 
Son,  a  sacrifice  for  us,  Alas,  for  the  foolishness  which  has  agitated 
the  world  iu  the  attempt  to  embrace  or  to  analyse  so  profound  a 
mystery !  Our  debates  about  the  incarnation  and  the  atonement, 
resemble  nothing  more  than  the  discussions  which  some  one  has 
supposed  to  take  place  among  the  animalculie  detected  by  our  mi- 
croscopes, about  the  mechanism  of  the  celestial  orbs,  made  known 
to  us  by  our  telescopes.  Our  real  knowledge,  however  distorted, 
inflated,  and  magnified  by  our  phraseology,  amounts  to  little  more 
than  our  acquaintance  with  the  fact,  that  by  sin,  that  is,  withhold- 
ing from  our  Maker  and  from  our  brethren  our  appointed  tribute 
of  love,  man  has  raised  an  obstacle  to  his  future  happiness,  for  the 
removal  of  which  the  Divine  Logos*  united  himself  to  one  of  the 
sons  of  men,  and  in  that  human  person,  lived  in  humiliation,  and 
died  in  agony.  But  a  darkness,  which  no  inqiiiry  tends  to  dissipate, 
and  which  no  conjecture  contributes  in  any  measure  to  dispel, 
broods  over  all  questions  respecting  the  nature  and  the  reasons  of 
that  obstacle,  and  respecting  the  meaning  of  the  hypostatic  union 
of  the  Logos  with  our  humanity,  and  respecting  the  nature  of  Him 
by  whom  and  in  whom  that  union  is  effected,  and  respecting  the 
sense  in  which  His  sufferings  have  made  a  propitiation  for  our  sios. 
All  that  is  permitted  to  us  is  to  adore,  in  silence,  the  awful 
set  before  us  of  holiness,  of  woe,  and  of  love  unutterable. 
God  is  love,  is  proclaimed  from  Bethlehem,  and  from  Calvary,  in  i 
voice  penetrating  the  inmost  heart ;  but  in  a  voice  which  addrc 
the  heart  only,  and  which  summons  us  not  t«  investigate,  but  to 
worship  and  to  love. 

We  learn  from  Lord  Bacon  that,  in  the  prophetic  emblem  whidi 
exhibits  the  Deity  as  upborne  in  His  transit  through  the  universe 
by  the  wings  of  ministering  angels,  the  Oherubini  represented  the 
heralds  of  love — the  Seraphim  the  messengers  of  light.  In  their 
progress  through  our  fallen  world,  those  celestial  visitants  havt 
different  enemies  to  combat,  and  different  hindrances  to  sulxlui 
By  what  clouds  the  light  diffused  by  the  flaming  Seraphira  i 
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quenched  or  darkened,  we  have  already  attempted,  though  briefly 
and  most  imperfectly,  to  intimate.  How  the  genial  warmth  of  love, 
radiating  from  the  glowing  Cherubim,  is  chilled  and  arrested,  we 
all  but  too  familiarly  know. 

That  divine  afiection  is  rendered  ineflfectual  in  some  by  the 
superstition  which  regards  as  poisonous  the  legitimate  indulgence 
of  our  animal  appetites,  the  enjoyment  of  our  domestic  afiections, 
the  pleasures  of  our  intellectiial  tastes,  and  the  delights  of  interro- 
gating nature,  and  of  resolving  her  enigmas.  The  love  of  God  will 
scarcely  penetrate  the  heart  of  any  man  who  believes  that  God  is 
the  author  of  instincts  created  but  to  be  thwarted,  and  of  desires 
which  must  be  either  snares,  if  satisfied,  or  temptations,  if  debarred 
from  their  appropriate  objects.  Asceticism  is,  therefore,  the  enemy 
of  that  holy  afiection  which  He  who  is  love  demands  of  His 
creatures. 

Neither  will  love  to  God  take  up  her  abode  in  the  heart  of  him* 
who,  having  learnt  to  consider  his  reasoning  faculty  as  not  merely 
a  fallible,  but  a  dangerous  guide,  has  transferred  to  his  fellow-men 
the  responsibility  of  solving  all  the  great  practical  problems  of  his 
life.  For  freedom  is  the  indispensable  aliment  of  love.  It  is  of  a 
natiure  too  generous  to  live  in  spiritual  chains  and  bondage.  It  can 
animate  the  subordinate  intelligence  only  when  entrusted  by  the 
superior  power  with  a  liberal  confidence,  and  permitted  to  exercise 
some  large  measure  of  self-direction.  The  slaves  of  a  spiritual 
despotism  can  hardly  invoke  a  Father  in  heaven  with  filial  affiance. 

To  the  full  expansion  and  development  of  that  child-like  afiec- 
tion, it  is  also  necessary  that  the  conscience  should  retain  her 
supremacy  uninvaded  by  any  rival  power,  and  uncontrolled  by  any 
human  dictation.  If  that  most  sensitive  of  all  the  plants  which  are 
cultivated  in  the  garden  of  the  soul,  be  grasped,  and  bent,  and 
pruned  by  the  rude  hands  of  the  stranger,  it  will  quickly  cease  to 
vibrate  to  every  touch,  and  to  indicate  every  change  in  the  sur- 
rounding atmosphere.  It  is  necessary  to  the  life  of  all  our  passions 
in  their  healthful  exercise,  and  therefore  of  divine  love,  that  we 
cherish  our  own  moral  sensibility,  and  rescue  it  from  the  narcotic 
influence  of  too  close  a  contact  with  other  minds.  The  presence  of 
the  confessor  may  sometimes  illuminate  the  conscience ;  but  in  such 
a  presence,  when  habitual,  it  will  lose  all  those  finer  delicacies  of 
perception  by  which  every  infidelity  of  the  heart,  to  its  source  and 
centre,  is  visited  with  a  prompt  rebuke  and  an  efiective  penalty. 

It  is  essential  to  that  allegiance  of  the  heart,  that  we  contemplate 
the  object  of  it  in  the  light  in  which  He  has  been  pleased  to  reveal 
himself  to  us,  and  in  no  other.  If  the  God  in  our  minds  be  not 
the  very  God  of  our  Bibles,  as  revealed  in  the  person  of  His  Son, 
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nd  commnnicating  with  ua  in  the  person  of  His  Spirit,  He  wilt  i 
!  veneration  and  affiance  which  1 
demands  from  us.  Divine  love,  therefore,  will  not  readily  thrive  I 
in  the  soul  of  liim  who  worships  God  as  He  is  depicted  by  human  1 
imagination  —  or  as  He  is  impersonated  by  an  earthly  vicar — or  aa  ' 
He  utters  oracidar  responses,  through  that  shapeless,  boundlees, 
placeless  abstraction,  which  presumptuously  usurps  to  itself  the 
name  of  the  Church — or  as  He  is  approached,  like  some  poor 
earthly  sovereign,  by  a  throng  of  mediators  and  intercessors,  of 
fiivourites  and  courtiers.  From  such  representations  of  Him  who 
challenges,  as  His  own,  the  whole  heart,  and  mind,  and  soul,  and 
strength,  who  but  must  ttu'n  away,  as  from  alluaioua  at  varlaaoe 
with  this  great  law  of  his  moral  existence,  and  cheating  him  in  that 
rery  iield  of  vision  in  which,  above  every  other,  it  concema  him  to 
Bee  distinctly  ? 
[  -  And  for  this  reason  it  is,  that  ao  fatal  a  lethargy  of  the  heart  has 
benumbed  so  large  a  proportion  of  those  who  have  learnt  from  the 
Church  of  Rome  to  regard  monastic  solitude  and  ascetic  rigours  as 
essential  to  perfection;  and  to  prostrate  their  minds  to  human 
judgments,  and  their  consciences  to  hiunau  authority;  aud  to 
render  their  worship  to  the  idols  of  the  human  imagination.  -  And 
therefore  it  is  that  every  one  who  is  anxious  for  the  happiness  and 
the  improvement  of  mankind,  is  bound  to  'protest,^  as  our  Re- 
formers protested,  against  a  system  which,  by  thus  darkening  the 
great  truth  that '  God  is  love,'  has  in  the  same  measiure,  defeated 
the  great  commandment  of  loving  God  supremely. 

But  they  who  make  that  protestation  with  the  most  profound 

Beriousness,  will  not  be  the  last  to  acknowledge  and  to  lament,  that 

the  same  consequences  have,  in  no  light  measure,  followed  from 

■   some  parts  of  the  creeds,  or  at  least  from  some  of  the  mental  habits, 

of  the  Churches  to  which  they  tbemselvea  belong. 

For  the  absolute  devotion  of  the  whole  spirit  to  God  will  hardlj 
be  practicable  to  those  who,  attributing  an  undue  authority  to  the 
light  to  be  derived  from  the  animal  instincts,  follow  their  guidaooe 
with  but  httle  habitual  watchfulness,  self-restraint,  or  self-distrust ; 
—  nor  to  those  who  attach  so  much  importance  to  the  instincts  of 
natural  affection,  as  to  be  ever  prompt,  at  their  bidding,  to  abandon 
the  loftier  and  more  sublime  purposes  of  the  Christian  life  ;  —  nor 
to  those  who,  referring  conscience  to  the  control  of  feeling,  senti- 
ment, and  emotion,  do  not  usually  subjugate  that  interior  judge 
to  ttie  dominion  of  any  positive  and  well-ascertained  law;  nor  to 
those  who,  while  casting  down  all  other  idols,  are  secretly  erecdng 
1  their  hearts  shrines  to  the  human  intellect,  regarding  logic  as  the 
■  igle  guide  to  truth,  even  after  logic  itself  has  conducted  them  tfl 
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higher  and  to  surer  guides ;  —  nor  to  those  who  accept  and  regard 
the  revealed  Word  of  God  as  if  life  were  given,  not  by  the  spirit 
but  by  the  letter  of  it,  nay,  by  the  letter  of  some  modern  version  ; 
—  nor  to  those  who  search  the  Scriptures  as  if  they  were  not  a 
mine,  which  yields  its  treasures  to  such  as  faithfully  and  labori- 
ously toil  for  them,  but  a  mint,  stored  with  coins  fitted  for  imme- 
diate use,  each  bearing  an  indelible  impress,  and  disclosing,  at  a 
glance,  its  exact  weight,  and  quality,  and  value,  and  significance ;  — 
nor  to  those  who,  having  become  accustomed  to  contemplate  the 
one  central  object  and  omnipresent  Idea  of  the  Gospel  with  a  gaze 
either  indecorously  familiar  or  coldly  critical,  debase  that  Idea  by 
a  homage  erotic  and  irreverent,  or  render  it  unimpressive  by  scho- 
lastic inquiries  into  some  imaginary-plan  or  economy  of  human 
salvation.  And  for  these  reasons  it  is  that  a  lethargy,  scarcely  less 
fatal  than  that  of  so  many  in  the  commimion  of  the  Chiurch  of 
Rome,  has  benumbed  no  small  proportion  of  those  who  hold  the 
purer  creeds,  and  worship  in  the  more  apostolical  forms  of  the 
Protestant  Churches. 

Thus,  then,  in  each  of  the  two  great  divisions  of  the  Christian 
world,  the  perception  of  the  great  central  truth  that  *  God  is  love,' 
and  the  performance  of  the  great  all-embracing  duty  of  loving 
Him  supremely,  have  been  obstructed  by  the  too  frequent  rejection 
of  some  of  those  rays  of  light  which  He  has  bestowed  on  mankind, 
or  by  the  inability  to  gather  and  to  combine  them  all  into  one 
congruous  whole.  And  yet,  m  neither  of  those  provinces  of  the 
kingdom  of  Christ,  has  the  obscurity  or  the  disobedience  ever  been 
so  total  as  would  be  inferred  by  those  who  listen  only  to  their 
reciprocal  anathemas.  Imperfectly,  indeed,  and  through  many  an 
intervening  mist  of  prejudice  and  error,  the  convergent  beams  of 
the  divine  light  have  yet  deeply  penetrated  many  an  intellect,  and 
gladdened  many  a  heart,  and  directed  many  a  life,  which  either 
the  Doctors  of  Rome  or  the  Doctors  of  Geneva  would  teach  us  to 
regard  as  having  been  abandoned  to  a  hopeless  reprobation. 

For,  in  the  midst  of  their  mutual  strife,  the  true  followers  of 
Christ  have  everywhere,  and  at  all  times,  learnt  that  *  God  is  love,' 
even  from  the  comparatively  faint  light  of  their  mere  animal 
instincts.  They  have  gratefully  observed  how  the  conservation  of 
our  race,  and  of  each  member  of  it,  is  eflfected  neither  by  pain, 
nor  by  terror,  nor  by  any  irresistible  compulsion,  but  by  the  instru- 
mentality of  desires  which  rouse  mankind  to  healthful  pursuits, 
and  of  hopes  attended  by  much  pleasurable  excitement. 

From  the  clearer  intimations  of  our  sensitive  instincts  they 
have  drawn  the  same  lesson.  They  have  perceived  how  the  sys- 
tem of  social  life  is  carried  on  by  means  of  affections  which  are 
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though  often  unconscious  subjection  of  subordiuate  minds.  To 
this  we  owe  that  social  economy  which  inflicts  on  crime  the  most 
effective  punishment,  and  secures  for  virtue  an  eventual  though 
often  s.  tardy  triumph.  Nor  is  the  hyperbole,  VoxpopuU  vox  Dei, 
A  mere  extravagance,  if  it  be  understood  only  as  recognising  that 
beneficent  constitution  of  our  common  nature  which  renders  every 
concurrence  of  mankind  in  their  moral  judgments  at  once  so 
terrible  to  guilt  and  so  encouraging  to  good  desert. 

Neither  will  any  peculiarity  in  his  theological  opinions  exclude 
any  tnie  Christian  from  the  assurance  that '  Crod  is  love,'  which  he 
derives  from  the  light  of  undenrtanding.  For  God  has  placed  us 
here  in  the  centre  of  enigmas  to  engage  oiu"  mental  powers  as  well 
as  of  mysteries  to  control  oiy  natural  presumption ;  and  of  all  the 
gratifications  of  which  we  are  capable,  the  most  habitual,  the 
most  unfailing,  and  the  least  contaminated  by  any  admixture  of 
guilt,  are  those  which  we  derive  from  a  solution  of  those  enigma^!, 
and  from  that  measure  of  success  which  attenila  the  ardent  pursuit 
of  truth.  Thus  the  whole  interior  life  of  every  studious  man  is 
giving  him  continued  assurance  of  the  beneficence  of  his  Creator, 
because  he  lives  in  a  ceaseless  succession  of  healthful  stimulants, 
and  of  rewards  which  animate  without  satiating  hin  curiosity. 

And  thus,  to  all  who  contemplate  it  in  a  devout  spirit,  humau 
life  presents  itaelf  as  a  scene  which,  though  beset  with  many  trials, 
and  not  much  abounding  in  intense  delights  or  in  positive  plea- 
sures, ia  yet  replet«  (to  borrow  the  distinction  of  Locke)  with  ever- 
recurring  aatisfaciione.  Contracted  as  our  range  of  choice  usually 
is,  and  frequently  as  we  are  reduced  to^choose  between  paths,  each 
of  which  is  dangerous  and  painful,  yet,  whoever  will  attentively 
consider  the  nature,  the  varieties,  and  the  amount  of  the  minute 
occurrences  which  collectively  compose  the  chronicle  of  his  hours, 
his  days,  or  his  life,  will  be  constrained  to  acknowledge  that  hi« 
instincts,  animal,  sensitive,  intellectual,  judicial,  moral,  and  social, 
yield  him  an  amount  of  pleasurable  occupation,  thought,  and  feel- 
ing, transcending  incomparably  the  sum  of  hia  occupations, 
thoughts,  and  feelings,  in  which  paJn  preponderates.  He  who 
judges  otherwise,  is  usually  the  dupe  of  his  own  imagination,  which, 
by  placing  him  in  positions  unfamiliar,  and  therefore  distasteful  to 
him,  induces  him  to  ascribe  to  the  great  mass  of  mankind,  the 
suffering  which  an  exchange  into  their  circumstances  would,  at  first, 
inflict  on  the. observer  himself.  But  the  fishermen  at  the  Orkneys, 
the  miner  in  Northumberland,  the  occupant  of  a  cellar  in  St.  Giles's, 
the  manual  labourer  in  the  cotton  factory,  are  all,  in  their  various 
ways,  quickened  into  grateful  activity  by  some  or  other  of  these 
various  instincts  throughout  the  weariest  hours  of  the  longest  day ; 
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delightful  exactly  in  proportion  as  they  are  beuevolent,  and  which 
are  endming  and  iiitense  exactly  in  proportion  to  the  decree 
in  which  the  ohjecta  of  them  are  dependent  upon  us.  Those 
feelings,  whether  coujugal,  paieutal,  fraternal,  friendly,  social,  patri> 
otic,  or  philanthropic,  which  impel  us  to  exertion  and  reconcile 
us  to  suffering,  are  also  the  sources  uf  our  greatest  enjoymeuI«: 
and  sluggish,  indeed,  must  be  the  understanding  or  the  heart, 
which  can  miss  the  inference,  that  He  who  thus  constituted  our 
natiwe  must  have  willed  that  we  should  be  happy. 

Our  iotellectual  instincts  also  bear  their  testimony  to  the  Divine 
benevolence — a  testimony  which  has  been  accepted  by  every 
genuine  meral»er  of  the  Church  in  all  her  various  divisions.  For 
it  is  by  means  of  those  instincts  alone,  that  we  erer  attain  to  truth, 
or  to  any  measure  of  intellectual  repose.  Those  indestructible  and 
ultimate  foundations  of  reasoning  which  are  possessed  by  the  whole 
family  of  man  in  common,  are  the  invaluable  patrimony  of  each 
member  of  that  family.  Without  them,  tliere  could  be  no  inter- 
community of  opinions  amongst  mankind,  no  enduring  fellowship 
of  mutual  interests,  no  sure  co-operation  in  the  same  general  4 
designs.  They  hold  us  all  together  by  bonds  never  entirely  to  bo 
broken ;  and,  however  wide  may  have  been  our  deviatioua  inta' 
error  or  crime,  they  are  still  the  landmarks  of  the  mind,  indtcatutf.J 
the  paths  hy  which  we  may  return  to  virtue  and  to  truth. 

The  light  of  our  judicial  and  moral  instincts  lend  their  powetfii] 
aid  in  disclosing  to  us  all,  in  whatever  part  of  the  '  City  of  God ' 
our  dwelling  may  be  cast,  the  same  consolatory  view  of  Him  in 
whom  we  have  oiu-  being.     If  conscience  lays  bare  the  infirmitii 
the  waywaidnesa,  and  the  corruption  of  our  wills,  it  also  proclaii 
that  He  has  provided  us  with  a  continual  corrective  of  tho«e  di 
orders,  —  that  He  has  not  left  himself  witliouta  witness  (uxd 
vicegerent  in  our  hearts  ■ —  that  His  love  is  exerted,  not  only  in 
parental  discipline  of  us,  but  also  in  our  own  discipline  of  ourseli 
—  that  our  Father  has  not  lefl  His  feeble  children  to  incur  all 
dangers  which  beset  their  paths,  without  the  presence  of  a  _ 
and  a  monitor,  by  obedience  to  whom  they  may  attain  to  &n  abii 
tranquillity,  and  to  a  continual  increase  of  power. 

The  social  instincts  of  every  disciple  of  Christ  contribute  also 
assure  him  that  he  is  one  of  the  children  of  that  graciuua  Beii 
whose  mercy  is  over  all  His  works.  For  the  great  safeguard  of 
social  happiness  consists  in  the  general  diffusion,  by  means 
those  instincts,  of  the  sjTnpathy  which  constrains  the  eevi 
members  of  society  to  unite  in  regarding  any  sentiment  or  ucti« 
as  the  fit  subject  of  commendation  or  of  censure.  On  this 
rests  the  rightful  dominion  of  the  noblest  spirits,  and  the  willii 
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though  often  unconscious  subjection  of  subordinate  minds.  To 
this  we  owe  that  social  economy  which  inflicts  on  crime  the  most 
efiective  pimishment,  and  secures  for  virtue  an  eventual  though 
often  a  tardy  triumph.  Nor  is  the  hyperbole,  Voxpopuli  vox  Dei, 
a  mere  extravagance,  if  it  be  understood  only  as  recognising  that 
beneficent  constitution  of  our  common  nature  which  renders  every 
concurrence  of  mankind  in  their  moral  judgments  at  once  so 
terrible  to  guilt  and  so  encouraging  to  good  desert. 

Neither  will  any  peculiarity  in  his  theological  opinions  exclude 
any  time  Christian  from  the  assurance  that  *  God  is  love,'  which  he 
derives  from  the  light  of  understanding.  For  God  has  placed  us 
here  in  the  centre  of  enigmas  to  engage  our  mental  powers  as  well 
as  of  mysteries  to  control  our  natural  presumption ;  and  of  all  the 
gratifications  of  which  we  are  capable,  the  most  habitual,  the 
most  imfailing,  and  the  least  contaminated  by  any  admixture  of 
guilt,  are  those  which  we  derive  from  a  solution  of  those  enigmas, 
and  from  that  measure  of  success  which  attends  the  ardent  pursuit 
of  truth.  Thus  the  whole  interior  life  of  every  studious  man  is 
giving  him  continued  assurance  of  the  beneficence  of  his  Creator, 
because  he  lives  in  a  ceaseless  succession  of  healthful  stimulants, 
and  of  rewards  which  animate  without  satiating  his  cmiosity. 

And  thus,  to  all  who  contemplate  it  in  a  devout  spirit,  human 
life  presents  itself  as  a  scene  which,  though  beset  with  many  trials, 
and  not  much  aboimding  in  intense  delights  or  in  positive  plea- 
sures, is  yet  replete  (to  borrow  the  distinction  of  Locke)  with  ever- 
recurring  satiefdctions.  Contracted  as  our  range  of  choice  usually 
is,  and  frequently  as  we  are  reduced  to»choose  between  paths,  each 
of  which  is  dangerous  and  painful,  yet,  whoever  will  attentively 
consider  the  nature,  the  varieties,  and  the  amount  of  the  minute 
occurrences  which  collectively  compose  the  chronicle  of  his  hours, 
his  days,  or  his  life,  will  be  constrained  to  acknowledge  that  his 
instincts,  animal,  sensitive,  intellectual,  judicial,  moral,  and  social, 
yield  him  an  amount  of  pleasurable  occupation,  thought,  and  feel- 
ing, transcending  incomparably  the  sum  of  his  occupations, 
thoughts,  and  feelings,  in  which  pain  preponderates.  He  who 
judges  otherwise,  is  usually  the  dupe  of  his  own  imagination,  which, 
by  placing  him  in  positions  unfamiliar,  and  therefore  distasteful  to 
him,  induces  him  to  ascribe  to  the  great  mass  of  mankind,  the 
suffering  which  an  exchange  into  their  circumstances  would,  at  first, 
inflict  on  the. observer  himself.  But  the  fishermen  at  the  Orkneys, 
the  miner  in  Northumberland,  the  occupant  of  a  cellar  in  St.  Giles's, 
the  manual  labourer  in  the  cotton  factory,  are  all,  in  their  various 
ways,  quickened  into  grateful  activity  by  some  or  other  of  these 
various  instincts  throughout  the  weariest  hours  of  the  longest  day ; 
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and  all  fiiid  in  the  snccesB  of  that  activity,  the  continuallj  re- 
curring satUfiicfion  which  the  great  Author  of  human  society  lias 
deaignert  for  all  the  merabera  of  it. 

Christians  of  all  creeds  discover,  in  the  light  of  human  authoritv, 
proofs  of  the  love  of  Him  from  whom,  as  the  fountain  head,  pn>- 
ceeds  all  legitimate  power.  Nothing  was  apparently  more  prttc^] 
ticable  than  that  each  human  being  should  have  derived  the  light 
required  for  his  guidance  through  the  world  directly  from  God  liinv- 
self,  without  the  intervention  of  any  human  teacher.  But  man  has 
been  made  the  channel  through  which  truth  is  disclosed  to  man, 
and  the  appointed  instrument  by  which  precepts  of  duty  are 
impressed  on  him,  in  order  that  room  may  be  provided  for  the 
development,  and  occasion  for  the  exercise,  of  many  of  the  bappiest 
affections  and  propensities  of  his  nature.  By  dividing  our  race 
into  the  two  classes,  of  instructors  clothed  with  authority,  and  of 
pupils  bound  to  submission,  God  has  provided  for  the  growtli,  in 
the  superior  relation  of  fidelity,  diligence,  condescension,  and 
tenderness,  and,  in  the  inferior  relation  of  teachableness,  revw^nee, 
gratitude,  and  humility.  By  thus  knitting  together  our  brat 
affections  and  our  highest  wisdom,  He  has  given  to  the  Chundi 
much  of  the  endearing  character  of  the  Family,  and  to  the  Family 
much  of  the  sacred  character  of  the  Church,  and  has  so  framed  tie 
constitution,  both  of  ecclesiastical  and  of  domestic  society,  as  to 
render  each  of  them  one  of  the  highest  and  purest  elements  of  our 
happiness. 

These  intimations  of  the  parental  character  of  God,  are,  indeed, 
made  to  all  men,  and  not  to  those  only  to  whom  He  has  imparted 
the  light  of  revelation ;  although  to  them  the  truth  that '  God  is 
love,'  is  disclosed  iu  terms  incomparably  more  distinct  thaji  anv 
which  were  ever  employed  by  Natural  Religion.     And  it  is  chiefly 
k  by  the  light  which  the  inspired  volume  throws  on  the  condition  of 
\  human  nature  and  of  human  society,  that  we  are  enabled  to  discern 
F  in  that  system  of  things  so  many  evidences  of  the  divine   bene- 
volence, and  of  our  own  corresponding  obligation  to  render  our 
tribute  of  filial  love  to  Him  by  whom  that  economy  has  been 
constructed. 
I       And  yet,  whoever  meditated  on  the  character  of  God,  and  on 
1  the  divine  dispensations  as  they  are  made  known  to  us   in   tiie 
Holy  Scriptures,  without  the  oppressive  sense  of  a  mystery  beyond 
expression,  momentous,  fearful,  and  inscrutable  ?     How  territic  is 
the  emphasis  which  the  history  of  the  Bible  gives  to  the  meoacM 
of  the  Bible !     Retribution  is  stamped  on  every  page  and  line  of 
that  awful  volume ;  and  he  who  does  not  discern  that  impresa  on 
Lthe  sacred  text,  must  interpret  it  by  some  canons  of  criticism  which 


II 


THE   EPILOGUE.  653 

would  be  universally  rejected  as  altogether  extravagant  and  wild, 
if  applied  to  any  other  writing.  Such  canons  are,  however,  in  our 
own  times,  diligently  employed  by  the  learned,  and  eagerly  wel- 
comed by  the  imleamed.  That  mystic  theory,  of  which  Strauss  is 
the  great  modern  teacher,  when  filtered  through  various  mediums, 
and  purged  of  its  coarser  ingredients,  is  imbibed  by  multitudes 
amongst  us,  and  is  producing  in  their  minds  results  not  dissimilar 
in  kind,  and  scarcely  inferior  in  degree,  to  those  which  were  induced 
by  the  scepticism  of  the  eighteenth  century. 

The  real,  though  often  un  avowed,  ground  of  the  doubts  which 
are  thus  overclouding  the  spirits  of  so  many  of  the  nominal  dis- 
ciples of  Christ,  is  the  hopeless  dejection  with  which  they  contem- 
plate that  part  of  the  Christian  scheme  which  is  supposed  to  con- 
sign the  vast  majority  of  our  race  to  a  future  state,  in  which  woe 
inconceivable  in  amount,  is  also  eternal  in  duration.  From  this 
doctrine  the  hearts  of  most  men  turn  aside,  not  only  with  an  in- 
stinctive horror,  but  with  an  invincible  incredulity ;  and  of  those 
who  believe  that  it  really  proceeded  from  the  lips  of  Christ  him- 
self, many  are  sorely  tempted  by  it  either  to  doubt  the  divine 
authority  of  any  of  His  words,  or  to  destroy  their  meaning  by 
conjectural  evasions  of  their  force. 

There  are,  indeed,  others  to  whom  it  appears  irreverent  and  even 
impious  to  hold  parley  with  such  doubts  at  all.  They  forbid  us  to 
inquire  whether  the  generally-received  sense  of  our  Redeemer's 
language  on  this  melancholy  and  overwhelming  theme,  be  really 
the  sense  in  which  He  spoke.  They  resent,  as  mere  conceit  and 
arrogance,  the  opposition  of  the  human  imderstanding  to  what 
they  consider  as  the  unequivocal  declarations  of  the  Son  of  God 
himself ;  and  demand  that  every  voice  which  would  presume  to 
controvert  those  declarations  should  be  subdued  into  a  submissive 
silence.  And  most  just  is  the  rebuke,  and  most  reasonable  the  de- 
mand, if  it  be  indeed  the  fact  that  our  Divine  Teacher  has  really 
revealed  to  us  the  eternity  of  the  punishment  inflicted  in  a  future 
state  for  the  sins  of  men  in  this  life.  For,  as  the  truth  of  God  is 
the  comer  stone  of  all  religion,  so  the  truth  of  Christ  is  the  corner 
stone  of  Christianity. 

Disclaiming,  therefore,  the  very  slightest  sympathy  with  that 
arrogance  which  would  reject  any  part  of  divine  revelation  on  the 
ground  of  its  inconsistency  with  the  dogmas  of  human  wisdom,  we 
would  yet  (in  the  exercise  of  that  freedom  which  all  Protestants,  in 
tenns  at  least,  assert  for  themselves  and  allow  to  others)  venture  to 
inquire,  or  rather  to  suggest  the  inquiry,  whether  any  sufficient 
authority  really  exists  for  asserting  that  either  Christ  himself,  or 
His  apostles,  taught  the  doctrine  of  a  penal  retribution,  which  is  to 
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be  '  eternal'  in  the  sense  in  which  we  believe  the  Deity  himself^l 
be  '  eternal.'  fH 

With  the  exception  of  one  dubious  expression  in  the  book  oH 
Daniel,  the  Old  Testament  is  entirely  silent  on  the  subject  of  tl)ra 
eternity  of  future  punishment     The  same  thing  ia  true  t>f  a  vmjB 
large  majority  of  the  books  of  the  New  Testament,      But  ia  tlan 
44th,  the  46th,  and  the  48th  verses  of  the  ninth    cliapter  of  tlwl 
Gospel  of  St,  Mark,  we  find   our  Saviour  speaking  with  the  most    ' 
emphatic  iteration  of  '  their  worm  '  which  '  dieth  not '  and  of  '  the 
fire '  which  '  is  not  quenched ; '  and  in  the  43rd  and  45th  verses  of 
the  same  chapter.  He,  with  yet  deeper  emphasis,  refers  to  'the  fire 
that  never  shall  be   quenched.*     Words,  doubtless,  of   fearful   sig- 
nificance !  —  words    which,    however    uuderatood,    can    iutimate 
nothing  less  than  a  danger,  at  the  thought  of  which    the  stoutest 
heart  should  quake,  and  the  holiest  stand  in  awe !     But  while  the^ 
reverence  due  to  our  Divine  Teacher  forbids  us   to  subtract  otwJ 
jot  or  tittle  from  the  force  of  His  expressions,  it  no  less  distinct 
forbids  us  to  enhance  their  force  by  adding  one  jot  or  tittle  t 
them. 

Let  it,  then,  be  considered,  ^*'s(,  that  the  words  quoted  From  t 
43rd  and  45th  verses  ('  the  fire  that  never  shall  be  quenched'),  are  ' 
rejected  by  some  eminent  critics  as  a  spurious  interpolation ;  and, 
secondly,  that,  supposing  the  text  to  be  genuine,  the  words  -ttvo  tA 
aa^ecTTov  mean,  not  '  the  fire  that  never  shall  be  quenched,'  bat  1 
'  the  inextinguishable  fire ; '  and,  thirdly,  that  no  one  of  tbeae  6vt 
verses  in  St.  Mark's  Gospel  asserts,  either  in  espresa  terms  or  I 
any  necessary  implication,  that  the  paius  to  which  they   refer  ¥ 
be  endured  throughout  eternity.     They  assert  only  that  the  aeeidl 
or  instrument  by  means  of  which  those  pains  are  to  be  inBicted  i 
of  an  immortal  or  an  indestructible  nature. 

It  must,  however,  be  acknowledged  that  the  language  of  Chri 
in  the  closing  verse  of  the  twenty-fifth  chapter  of  St.  Matthew,  i 
perfectly  clear  and  unambiguous,  as  it  stands  in  our  English  Bibl« 
' These,'  He  says,  ' shall  go  away  into  eveAoBt'ing  piailshmcnt' 
therefore  is  of  infinite  moment  to  inquire  whether  the  words  wbi 
our  translators  have  thus  given  ua  really  correspond  with  the  won! 
which  our  Saviour  himself  uttered. 

Now  no  human  being  knows,  or  ever  can  know,  what  werv  1 
very  words  which  thus  fell  from  the  lips   of  Christ-     They  n 
spoken  in  a  dialect  of  the  Syro-Chaldaic.     No  one  even  knows  wit&l 
any  certainty  whether  our  estant  Greek  version  of  them  prac4^e<led  f 
from  the  pen  of  St.  Matthew.     On  the  hypothesis  adopted  by  imutri 
high  critical  authorities,  of  an  intermediate  Hebrew  gospel,  we  mtM 
believe  the  contrary.     Assuming,  however,  that  the  hand  of  an  i 
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spired  writer  did  trace  the  very  words  etf  Kokaaiv  amviovy  it  will 
yet  not  necessarily  follow  that  either  of  those  words  is  a  precise 
equivalent  for  the  original  which  it  represents ;  because,  for  terms 
so  abstract,  perfectly  precise  equivalents  can  seldom,  if  ever,  be 
found  in  languages  so  essentially  dissimilar  in  their  structure  and 
genius  as  the  Syro-Chaldaic  and  the  Greek.  I^t,  however,  the 
sacred  text  be  read  on  the  supposition,  however  unfounded,  that 
our  Redeemer  himself  actually  pronounced  the  very  terms  which 
now  stand  in  the  Greek  Testament.  On  that  supposition  can  we 
really  find  in  them  the  terrific  and  overwhelming  sense  which  the 
popular  opinion  attributes  to  them  ? 

It  would  be  a  mere  impertinence  if  the  writer  of  these  pages 
should  presume  to  engage  in  a  critical  discussion  of  the  precise  force 
and  meaning  of  any  passage  in  a  Greek  author.  It  would  be  still 
more  extravagant,  if  he  should  lay  claim  to  the  skill  requisite  for 
analysing  the  sense  of  any  Greek  expressions  deeply  imbued  in 
Syriac  and  Hebraic  idioms  and  allusions.  It  is  sufficient  for  the 
immediate  purpose  to  say,  in  reference  to  the  merely  critical  or 
grammatical  inquiry,  that  the  words  in  question  are  manifestly 
susceptible  of  the  difierent  meanings  which  so  many  scholars  have 
at  diflferent  times  pointed  out.  They  might,  for  example,  be  ren- 
dered with  literal  accuracy  either  by  the  words  *  into  lifelong  punish- 
ment'— or  by  the  words  *into  perpetual  abscission.'  But  if  the 
meaning  of  those  expressions  be  really  ambiguous  or  equivocal, 
then  are  we  not  only  free,  but  boimd,  to  adopt  such  a  construction 
of  them  as  may  be  derived  from  the  probablities  in  favour  of  any 
one  or  other  of  the  possible  meanings.  What,  then,  are  those  pro- 
bablities ? 

First,  then,  let  it  be  considered,  that  the  doctrine  of  the  eternity 
of  the  future  retribution  forms  no  necessary  substratum  of  any 
other  Christian  doctrine.     If  it  could  be  completely  disproved,  its 
disappearance  from  the  Christian  system  would  not  dissolve,  nor 
apparently  impair,  the  strength  of  any  other  part  of  that  mighty 
Cabric.    Every  ai'gument,  every  narrative,  every  expostulation,  every 
warning  in  the  Bible  would  be  as  complete  and  as  intelligible,  if 
not  as  emphatical,  without  it  as  with  it.     The  same  thing  cannot  be 
said  of  any  other  of  the  main  truths  revealed  in  the  Holy  Scriptures. 
Each  of  them  is  an  integral  part  of  the  system  to  which  it  belongs. 
Is  it,  then,  probable,  that  a  doctrine  which,  if  true,  infinitely  ou^ 
weighs  in  importance  all  the  rest  of  the  articles  of  our  creeds,  shot 
have  been  propounded  as  a  mere  isolated  truth,  standing  in 
necessary  connection  with  the  rest  ?     Is  it  not  far  more  probf 
that  there  is  an  error  in  that  construction  of  our  Saviour's  wo 
which  would  render  Him  the  promulgator  of  it  ? 
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The  angel  who  descended  from  lieaveu  and  proclaimed  to  tiie 
etiepherds  the  incarnation  of  the  Redeemer,  anounced  himself  as 
the  herald  '  of  good  tidings  of  great  joy  which  bLouM  be  to  all 
people.'  But  if  it  lie  indeed  tnie,  that  He  who  was  tliua  made  in- 
carnate, proclaimed  an  eternity  of  unutterable  woe  to  the  vast  ma- 
jority of  those  whOjfrom  generation  to  generation,  throng  our  streets, 
our  mart«,  and  our  churches,  how  shall  we  reconcile  the  angelic  an- 
Douncement  with  this  awful  proclamation?  The  Gospel  is,  indeed, 
intelligence  of  blesaedness,  surpassing  imagination,  to  '  the  /eiv  who 
are  chosen ; '  but  that  same  Gospel  is,  on  the  jmpular  bypotheas, 
not  less  intelligence  of  wretchedness,  surpa^ing  imaginatiou,  to 
'  the  ■many  who  are  called.'  Is  not,  therefore,  the  accuracy  of  that 
hypothesis  involved  in  much  improbability  ? 

The  Bihle  teaches  us  that  Christ  came  into  the  world  to  bruise 
the  serpent's  head,  to  destroy  the  works  of  the  devil,  and  to  establisli 
the  kingdom  of  God ;  and  Christ  himself  declared  that  *  He  saw 
Satan  like  lightning  fall  from  Heaven.'  la  it  reasonable  to  accept 
any  construction  of  the  other  words  of  Christ,  which  woidd  seem  tn 
ascribe  to  the  Spirit  of  Evil  an  eternal  triumph  over  the  Spirit  of 
Good,  in  the  persons  of  the  vast  majority  of  tlie  race  whom  He 
lived  and  died  to  redeem  ? 

In  our  present  life,  trouble,  pain,  and  sorrow  are,  indeed,  thickly 
sown.  But  they  exist  among  us  as  anomalies,  not  as  laws, — aa  the 
medicinal  and  remedial  provisions  which  the  Creative  wisdom  has 
infused  into  this  economy  of  things,  not  as  the  ultimate  end  con- 
templated by  that  wisdom.  In  this  world  '  nothing  terminates  on 
evil ; '  although,  in  this  world,  evil  so  unhappily  aboimds.  Do  not, 
therefore,  all  the  analogies  of  the  Divine  government  raise  a  strong 
presumption  against  tliat  interpretation  of  our  Saviour's  discourse, 
which  represents  Him  as  foretelling  a  future  economy  of  things,  io 
which  evil,  not  remedial  but  penal,  not  transient  but  eternal,  is  to 
be  the  doom  of  the  vast  majority  of  the  children  of  Adam? 

Throughout  the  Holy  Scriphires  a  constant  appeal  is  made  to 
those  moral  sentiments  which  God  has  himself  implanted  in  oar 
nature.  Our  heavenly  Father  has  graciously  condescended  every- 
where to  point  out  to  us  the  sacred  harmony  between  His  law  as 
revealed  by  prophets  and  evangelists,  and  His  law  as  written  by 
himself  on  our  hearts;  and  from  that  harmony  we  are  (aught  to 
draw  the  best  and  highest  proof  of  the  inspiration  of  those  sacrvd 
writings.  Deeply  conscious  with  what  profound  reverence  it 
hovea  us  to  apply  that  test  of  truth  to  any  opinion  deduced  by 
Church  at  large  from  Holy  Scripture,  we  may  yet  venture  to  im^uil 
whether  it  could  be  successfully  applied  in  the  case  under  considc 
ation  ?     If  the  words  ascribed  to  our  Saviour  are  not  inexorabi 
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bound  down  to  the  construction  they  usually  receive,  by  the  abso- 
lutely inflexible  force  of  the  text  and  of  the  context,  is  it  not  most 
reasonable  to  adopt  some  other  construction,  to  which  our  own 
natural  sense  of  justice  and  equity  can  respond  as  clearly  as  it  re- 
sponds to  all  the  rest  of  the  inspired  canon  ? 

So  inveterate  is  the  corruption  of  the  human  heart,  that  in  the 
judgment  of  some,  the  infliction  and  announcement  of  no  penalty 
less  than  that  of  eternal  misery  would  be  suflScient  to  turn  it  aside 
from  present  sinfulness.  But  does  the  dread  of  that  terrific 
penalty  really  stem  the  headlong  current  of  iniquity  ?  Is  it  really 
productive  of  any  corresponding  alarm  ?  Does  it  produce  an  alarm 
equal  to  that  which  would  have  been  excited  by  the  announcement 
of  a  penalty  of  infinitely  less  amount,  but  definite  and  intelligible  ? 
Does  the  world  —  does  the  Church  —  do  her  ministers  —  do  her 
saints  —  really  believe  this  part  of  the  language  of  our  Redeemer 
in  that  sense  in  which  they  familiarly  interpret  it?  Is  any  human 
mind  so  constituted  as  to  bear  the  incumbent  weight  of  so  fearful 
a  probability  of  an  evil  so  utterly  beyond  the  reach  of  exaggera- 
tion ?  Is  the  texture  of  any  human  body  vigorous  enough  to  sus- 
tain the  throes  of  so  agonising  an  anticipation  ?  What  means  the 
whole  course  and  system  of  life  which  is  passing  hourly  before  our 
eyes,  and  through  which  we  are  ourselves  passing  ?  Why  have 
our  preachers  time  to  engage  in  study,  to  harmonise  the  periods  of 
their  sermons,  to  give  heed  to  our  wretched  ecclesiastical  disputes, 
to  devote  one  superfluous  instant  to  food,  to  repose,  or  to  occupy 
themselves  with  any  other  thing  than  the  proclamation  of  the  hor- 
rors of  the  approaching  calamity,  and  the  explanation  of  the  only 
way  of  escape  from  it?  Let  any  honest  man  fairly  propose  to 
himself,  and  fairly  answer  the  question,  whether  the  unutterable 
disparity  between  his  actual  interest  in  all  the  frivolities  of  life, 
and  his  professed  belief  in  an  eternity  of  woe,  impending  probably 
over  himself,  but  certainly  over  the  vast  majority  of  the  human 
race,  does  not  convict  him  of  professing  to  believe  more  than  he 
actually  believes  ?  And,  if  so,  is  there  not  some  reason  to  doubt 
whether  he  has  not  erred  in  attributing  to  his  Saviour  a  meaning, 
for  which,  after  all,  he  cannot  find  any  real  place  in  his  own  mind, 
or  any  vital  influence  on  his  own  heart  ? 

Nothing  can  be  more  remote  from  the  design  with  which  these 
pages  are  written  than  to  suggest  a  doubt  whether  penal  retri))U- 
tion  in  the  future  state  does  really  await  *  the  many  who  are  called,' 
but  who  throng  *  the  broad  way  which  leadeth  to  destruction.'  Nc^i- 
ther  does  the  writer  of  these  pages  presume  to  intimate  tliat  oithor 
the  nature  or  the  continuance  of  that  penalty  are  Kuch  hh  Ui  ]h\  fitly 
contemplated  by  any  soul  of  man  witiiout  the  tuoMt  profound  uwu 

u  u 


and  the  most  lively  alann.  To  propf^te  or  to  enterbun  sooli  Ofa- 
nioDs  would  be  to  question  the  truth  of  Him  who  ia  emphaticallt 

himself  '  The  Truth,'    The  questions  proposed  for  inquiry  are vh- 

ther  He,  or  any  one  of  His  inspired  Apostles,  has  really  afBrmed,  it 
express  words,  that  the  retribution  shall  be  endured  eternallv  bj 
thikse  on  whom  it  shall  fall? — whether  all  the  words  employed  Iff 
Him,  or  by  them,  on  the  subject  are  not  satisfied  by  understAiidiaj 
that  the  punishment  is  eternal  only  inasmuch  aa  it  involves  Oa 
ultimate  destruction,  or  annihilation,  of  those  on  whom  it  is  to  b 
inflicted? — whether  the  sense  usually  ascribed  to  this  part  of  Hoi; 
Scripture  is  congruous  with  the  spirit  of  the  rest  of  the  rere^ 
will  of  God  ?^  whether  it  is  not  really  derived  from  ecclesiuitiol 
traditions,  rather  than  from  any  sound  and  uubiassed  criticism  ?— 
and  whether  our  own  translators  have  not  been  induced,  by  tho« 
traditions,  to  enhance  the  real  force  of  our  Saviour's  words  by  i 
forced  and  exaggerated  version  of  them. 

These  suggestions  or  surmises  are,  however,  opposed  to  tbi 
commonly-received  opinion  of,  perhaps,  all  the  Christian  Churcli(& 
The  most  learned  could  not,  therefore,  offer  them,  escept  with  itt 
most  extreme  diffidence.  By  one  who  can  make  no  claim  whotent 
to  learning,  properly  so  called,  either  as  a  theologian  or  oa  a  lin- 
guist, they  are  proposed  with  the  deepest  possible  consciousnem  o( 
his  liability  to  error.  He  knows  how  weighty  is  the  presumptia 
in  favour  of  the  construction  which  the  Church  of  Christ  has,  in 
all  ages,  given  to  words  which,  however  imderstood,  are  the  mo* 
territic  which  have  ever  been  spoken  in  the  ears  of  man.  And  ii, 
indeed,  that  construction  truly  represents  the  real  meaning  of  Uun 
fearful  words,  what  remains  for  him  who  revolves  the  prospect  ihg 
open  te  that  great  human  family  of  which  he  ia  a  member,  exceet 
to  repose  the  aching  heart  on  those  declarations,  so  copioua,!) 
unequivocal,  so  interwoven  with  the  whole  Bcheme,  structure,  wd 
system  of  our  faith,  which  concur  in  assuring  us  that  *'  God  ii 
love,"  and  which  will  still  encom-age  or  rather  cgustraiu  us  1<»  how 
even  against  hope,  that  no  rational  being  throughout  His  vast  mti- 
verse  sliall  ever  be  so  entirely  exiled  from  His  fatherly  pr^eoce,  «i 
to  be  unable  to  tiu-n  to  Him  with  penitence,  or  as  to  be  lieyosi 
the  rench  of  that  mercy  of  which  we  are  so  often  assured  that  it 
*  endnreth  for  ever.' 

This  digression  (if  such  it  be)  from  the  more  immediate  subject 
of  these  pages,  has  been  suggested,  and  may,  it  is  hoped,  be  vindi- 
cated, by  the  consideration,  tliat  the  generally-received  opituoa 
regarding  the  endless  duration  of  the  state  of  punishment,  fa 
among  the  most  effective  of  all  the  causes  which  are  at  pnssttik 
inducing  amongst  us  that  virtual  abandonment   of  CUristiaiiitr> 
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which  assigns  a  mythic  sense  tx)  almost  every  part  of  the  sacred 
oracles.  Learnedly  and  wisely  as  that  fallacy  has  been  combated 
by  many,  their  yet  more  serious  attention  might,  perhaps,  be  ad- 
vantageously given  to  the  inquiry  whether  hat  opinion,  which  is 
to  so  large  a  number  an  insuperable  rock  of  offence,  might  not  be 
either  retracted  or  qualified  without  any  sacrifice  of  truth ;  and 
whether,  if  so,  they  would  not  contribute,  by  such  an  acknowledg- 
ment, to  reclaim  the  deserters  to  the  camp  much  more  effectually 
than  by  any  assault  on  the  positions  in  which  they  have  openly 
entrenched  themselves. 

Except  so  far  as  it  is  overcast  by  the  portentous  cloud  which  the 
doctrine  of  the  eternity  of  penal  retribution  throws  over  it>  the 
Word  of  Grod  reveals  the  love  of  God  with  all  the  effulgence  of  a 
noontide  sun.  It  makes  that  disclosure  chiefly,  of  course,  to  such 
as  most  freely  receive  that  Word,  and  as  most  devoutly  revolve  it. 
Yet  so  bright  are  those  *  shafts  of  day,'  that,  by  many  a  reflec- 
tion, they  irradiate  even  those  to  whom  spiritual  despotism  forbids 
an  unrestrained  access  to  the  inspired  volume.  For,  in  those 
pages,  love  is  exhibited,  not  as  an  abstract  quality  or  affection,  but 
as  a  living  person ;  and  that  impersonation,  whether  it  be  presented 
to  us  under  the  veil  of  a  tutelary  and  national  Deity,  as  in  the  last 
four  books  of  the  Pentateuch,  or  under  the  veil  of  Christ's  huma- 
nity, as  in  the  four  Gospels,  is  still  ever  one  and  ever  the  same, — 
ever  yearning  over  our  fallen  race  with  more  than  parental  tender- 
ness, and  ever  resisting  our  suicidal  self-will  with  the  wholesome, 
though  reluctant,  severity  of  a  Father.  And  the  love  thus  imper- 
sonated to  all  Christian  people,  is  no  more  the  object  of  the  exclu- 
sive knowledge,  or  of  the  exclusive  adoration,  of  any  single  society 
of  Christians,  than  the  air  we  breathe,  the  ocean  we  navigate,  or 
the  sunshine  by  which  we  are  warmed.  To  shut  the  gates  of 
mercy  on  all  who  will  not  adopt  our  opinions,  join  in  our  solem- 
nities, and  attach  themselves  to  our  party,  is  one  of  the  most 
inveterate  of  human  infirmities;  because  it  is  one  of  the  most 
inveterate  of  human  habits,  to  avert  the  eye  ifrom  some  of  the 
many  rays  of  light  by  which  it  is  the  good  purpose  of  God  that 
we  should  illuminate  our  minds  and  guide  our  steps.  To  throw 
open  those  gates  as  widely  as  Love  desires^  and  as  Truth  allows,  is, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  delight  of  those  by  whom  all  those  con- 
fluent rays  are  received,  and  welcomed,  and  harmonised. 

There  is,  therefore,  a  catholic  Belief  and  a  catholic  Morality, 
broad  and  comprehensive  enough  to  form  the  eternal  basis  of  a 
catholic  Church  and  of  a  true  Christian  Unity.  That  Belief  is, 
that  *  God  is  light,'  and  that  *  God  is  love.'  That  Morality  is,  that 
we  love  him  supremely,  and  each  other  as  ourselves.     That  Chiu'ch 
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18  composed  of  all  who,  in  the  strength  of  this  belief,  are  habitualli 
etriving  to  practise  this  morality.  That  Unity  is  effected  not  lij 
any  external  conformities,  but  by  the  same  interior  spirit  and  hidden 
life  manifesting  itself,  in  the  members  of  all  Chriatian  coramuuitiai, 
by  acts  of  devotion,  of  humility,  of  self-sacrifice,  of  temperance,  d 
juatice,  of  truth,  and  of  peace. 

Holding  these  opinions,  we  have  presumed,  in  the  preceding 
pages,  to  record  the  acts,  and  to  celebrate  the  virtues,  of  some  irf 
the  saints  both  of  Rome,  and  of  our  native  land.  Our  Hagiology 
is  drawn  from  many  distant,  and,  as  some  may  think,  from  many 
iucongruouB,  sources.  We  have  ventured  to  estol  tlie  heroic  dari&g 
of  Hildebrand,  and  the  tender  enthusiasm  of  Francis  of  Asaisi.  Wt 
have  dared  to  applaud  the  energies,  at  once  so  passionate  and  w 
calm,  80  widely  diffused  and  yet  so  concentrated,  of  Loyola  and  hii 
first  associates.  We  have  celebrated  cordially,  however  faintly,  iJie 
fervent  zeal  of  Martiu  Luther,  steeped  in  every  human  affection, 
even  when  most  instinct  with  a  diviner  influence.  We  have  ren- 
dered homage  to  the  piety  which  sustnined  the  intellectual  prowea 
of  Mabillon  and  his  companions ;  and  have  deeply  felt  our  incom* 
petency  to  render  any  meet  tribute  to  the  memories  of  the  wise  and 
holy  men  of  Port-Eoyal  and  of  her  illustrious  daughters.  Passing 
to  om-  own  land  —  oiu-  glorious  land  —  and,  above  all  other  tbings, 
glorious  in  the  parentage  of  the  mightj-  transatlantic  nation  to 
which  God  has  so  largely  committed  the  futm'e  destinies  of  man- 
kind,—  we  have  attempted  to  depict  Richard  Baxter,  dwelling  on 
the  confines  of  the  temporal  and  of  the  eternal  states,  and  perform- 
ing miracles  of  industry  and  of  devotedness,  over  tlie  truth  of 
which  no  scepticism  can  cast  a  shade  of  doubt ;  and  \\'hitfield  and 
his  disciples,  labouring  to  evangelise  the  world  with  an  enei^ 
almost  as  rai-e  as  miracle,  and  with  a  faith  in  themselves,  in  their 
cause,  and  in  their  Divine  Leader,  which  no  scepticism  could  ever 
cloud,  and  which  no  disappointment  could  ever  weaken.  And 
then,  contracting  our  vision  within  a  narrower,  a  more  familiar, 
and,  in  truth,  a  domestic  circle,  we  have  hazarded  the  exhibition  of 
a  series  of  portraitures  drawn  from  the  life,  and  which,  until  they 
shall  be  superseded  by  some  more  skilful  hand,  may  serve  as  sketches 
of  a  society,  to  which  England  and  the  world  at  large  owe  do  com- 
mon debt  of  gratitude.  But  since,  in  that  society,  no  such  benefiictor 
of  mankind  could  be  found,  who  did  not  worship  within  the  pale  of 
our  national  Church,  we  have  veutnred  to  draw,  from  his  own  bnokt, 
a  conjectural  likened  of  a  Nonconformist,  whom  that  society  would 
have  received  as  a  brother,  if  his  times  had  fallen  in  their  genera- 
tion. 

To  oiu  own  apprehension,  at  least,  there  is,  in  these  attempts  at 
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ecclesiastical  biography,  a  certain  unity  of  design,  because  all  the 
subjects  of  it  held  that  Belief,  practised  that  Morality,  and  were 
members  of  that  Church  which,  in  the  sense  already  explained,  we 
regard  as  catholic.  They  all  believed  that  *  God  is  light,'  and 
reverently  sought  that  divine  illumination.  They  all  believed  that 
*  God  is  love,'  and  devoutly  surrendered  their  highest  afiFections  to 
Him.  They  all  loved  their  brethren  of  mankind  as  the  common 
children  of  their  Father  in  heaven.  They  have  all  deserved,  and 
some  few  of  them  have  found,  an  infinitely  nobler  memorial  among 
men  than  it  is  permitted  to  the  author  of  these  pages  to  raise  to 
any  man.  Yet  he  will  not  think  that  these  pages  have  been 
written  in  vain,  if  they  shall  stimulate  any  one  gifted  with  the  re- 
quisite abilities  and  learning,  to  give  to  the  Christian  world  a 
Protestant  Hagiology,  celebrating  the  Saints  of  that  universal 
Church,  which  embraces  within  its  ample  fold  every  faithful  servant 
of  Christ,  whatever  may  be  the  peculiarities  of  his  ecclesiastical 
system,  or  of  his  theological  creed. 


THE    END. 
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